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'*THE  PAGAN  AT  THE  SHRINE" 

Iff/  Eiiithn.     Cr,  Ifo.     6/. 

7£f  Adftrj^  Rnitw  ny%i  *'ll  |1iei  audi  >  rcprr- 
flRlutlDncf  SpAalih  lire  «t  »r  hi^ti  nevet  bffnrf  tntx 
xn     GuLuiiii       Tlic    tjiiiipilliy,   die    pi<lurTBijiieLL«i,  Jte 
ijnnrfljr  mre  routikjiblc.    Mjjiy  divcrK  l}'pu  of  Sp jiiiab 

7fr  S/fframr  uyi  '"Thcftf  i»  no  dmyio;  the  pxtur^ 
fiqiirnna  ol  ihr  >clTin|,  ihc  TrTjdnm  uf  the  ponrttiufr. 
or  th(  ffnulnriiHiof  ihc  huiDotir." 

7^  Tji*r>  kif  B  1  **  Mr.  P»iul  Owj'iiiic't   M**-fa   inu>( 
b*  rfifioinfa*rr<J  witK  grstitudf  ^r  the  ^w  hcmr«'  n«pii« 
vihlth  il  kllArfli  from  Thii  cltll^  rhmtl^artirLng  thr  ififtr^ 
■nit  ortnE*  trrf*^  ih?  dint  md  fflirf  of  lEir  Sirurhr     Thri 
|i   rhf   hnt   ncivrl  wr  rMmrinbrr  in  havt  irnd   whtcJi 
ilicnipii  m  dril  Ai  ontr  JuiiL/  tui]  lynLpilhfiltJilljr  wiib 

Muntr/  ftriki  iK«  ptoplc  It  iWid^  In^  4nd  tintifc  i  <  ■   ' 
When    ill  it  Hid  Aur  ihou^hl*  tdun  with  rtgrci  la  ijie 
WBrm  South  ibii  flowi  on  tvrrjr   pa|4  ^   anJ    Wf    r^a 

rfrnrnmen^    th^    bnak    rn  f\wf  «De  vhc   it  tbiwrinf 
(hrpufh  thi*  Knitith  Bummer." 
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TVa  SkLWDOA  PklHTblC  Wouci, 

FUW^  AVD  LomOtL 


"But  let  my  due  feet  never  ioil 
To  walk  the  atudioos  cloistera  paJe^ 
And  love  the  high  embowfd  roof, 
With  antique  pillars  massy  proof, 
And  storied  windows  lichly  dight. 
Casting  a  dim  religioos  light : 
There  let  the  pealing  organ  blow, 
To  the  full-voiced  quire  below. 
In  service  high,  and  anthems  dear, 
As  may  with  sweetness,  through  mine  ear, 
Dissolve  me  into  ecstasies, 
And  bring  all  heaven  before  mine  eyes." 

II  Penseroso. 


CHAPTER  I 

"Pot  ver  i  U  Pilanca 
Veoimoa  de  Cala  Toriui 
Venimoa  cD  la  perrera 
Jee^  \  lo  que  hemos  gastio!  "' 

SANTA  FE  is  a  city  of  some  forty  thousand  souls 
in  the  South  of  Spain;  it  does  many  things  in 
general  to  earn  a  living,  but  not  much  in  particular. 
In  the  first  place,  as  you  may  gather  from  its  name, 
it  is  a  most  religious  city  and  famed  for  its  pro- 
cessions. It  claims  the  si^r  factories  of  the  vega,  it 
claims  the  fishing  trade  of  Cinco  Caminos,  it  claims  the 
very  good  business  in  olive  oil  that  passes  throi^h  it 
to  the  sea,  coming  from  Valamo.  It  claimSi  with  greater 
justice,  a  trade  in  wine  and  raisins,  it  tins  a  few 
unwilling  little  fish  that  vainly  expostulate,  *'  But 
we're  not  sardines  \ "  it  smokes  a  deal  of  tobacco,  drinks 
a  veritable  ocean  of  coffee,  has  its  own  opinions,  and 
trusts  in  Providence,  The  most  conspicuous  building 
is  the  bull  ring,  and  the  cathedral  is  a  very  good  second. 

^"To  we  Our  Lady  of  the  Pillar 

Forth  from  our  poor  home  we  went, 
TraveUiog  in  the  dog's  compartment. 
God  t    The  money  we  have  spent  \  " 

Chorus  of  poor  rusfUs — Holy  Waek  in 
ZaragosaM 
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To  give  &Dme  idea  of  the  importance  ol  thi«  fart?  it 
may  be  reconled  that  the  anrku^il  const)  nipt  ion  of  wax 
candles  is  ncsiily  four  thcusdad  pounds  by  weight, 
and  ot  oil  ^'cry  little  less.  Tlie  \^inc  consumed  at  mass 
would  reACh>  in  one  year,  nearly  ;i  thousand  galionSj 
and  the  inceiisc  btinied,  "  una  buTbaridad  ''  I 

Ou1fid<<  the  great  porch  tlie  public  letlet-wriler  itsed 
io  sit,  ^md  girls  would  come  to  hini  to  have  thdr  lefteis 
read  or  to  dictate  a  reply.  Here  would  they  stand, 
^  gi£g^g>  whilst  the  old  nun's  patience  lasted,  and 
then  his  wrinkled  face  and  shining  eye-glasses  would 
come  peering  at  tliem  round  the  screen,  and  his 
f|u;ivering  voice  would  protest,  "  Come^  my  lady, 
come  !     Ai-c  we  going  to  write  a  letter  h^day  or  not  ?  '* 

And  when  they  found  that  he  was  not  laugliing  at 
them  at  all,  but,  on  the  contrary,  very  much  m  earnest, 
they  u-ould  b«come  serious  also,  Then  the  dictation 
would  commence  :— 

'■  Deak  Pepe " 

And  alter  much  sucking  of  the  loiermgcr  and  looking 
up  at  the  c&thedrai  tower  tor  inspiration,  tlie  business 
alwa^'S  took  precisely  the  same  course.  Ihe  fair  one 
would  lean  her  bare  elbows  on  the  little  table,  her 
dier^ks  upon  her  hands,  and  becoming  confidEmtial, 
would  rejnaiK.  "  I  want  lo  tell  liini  so-and-so  and  so- 
and-so,  but  1  don't  know  how  to  put  it."  Whereupon 
the  scribe  would  answer  that  the  difliculty,  "  it  dex- 
terously encountered,  was  not  insup^rabk/'  and  after 
much  scratching  ol  the  (]uill  would  read  his  effort 
aloud,  geuemlly  with  the  wannest  recrption. 

There  were  times,  howevei,  when  the  fair  one  was 
doubtiul.  and  even  a  Uttle  rcproachtul  as  to  the  shades 
of  moaning  which  the  writer  liad  failed  to  catcli,  and 
then  the  good  man  would  tear  up  the  paper,  select  a 

S 


I 


Iwpir 
■bokl  t 

1         hl<    #*i 


THE  PAGAN    AT  THE  SHRINE 

fnsh  ibeet,  aiDd  proclaim  that  bo  had  now  transformed 
tiiiDSdi  into  a  mere  machine  for  writing  at  dictation, 
having  mcd  the  folly  of  trying'  to  l:i(cIi  the  idr-js  «( 
people  Mho  did  not  kninv  tliirii  fiwii  mu^d^i.  Tliis  plan 
waa  always  successful*  f<yr  it  moatly  liappcncd  that 
Impiralion,  cosUy  frightened  away  at  the  b<^t  of  times, 
take  hcv^f  oQ  on  the  wings  of  the  wind  At  the 
suggestion  of  dispute.     And  if  tho  damsel  nudr 

Id  to  cany  it  off,  the  old  letter-writer  would  ttiiust 
hb  tongue  out  and  cackle  at  every  woid  that  he 
scratched  upon  the  paper,  and  as  tender  pas:uoiis  arc 
not  ea54ly  dictated  under  these  conditions  the  victory 
lay  with  tlie  Ktivjiig, 

To  p«*!t  from  Ihc  fierce  sunshine  ol  the  vwellering 
m^Hict-plarr  where  Time  is  steadily  goading  on  the 
oxen  that  draw  the  wine  cart,  into  the  coolness  and 
gloom  ol  the  cathedral,  where  Time  is  not,  is  as  sudden 
&  tran&ltioQ  as  the  impresstonist  can  wish  tor. 

Yonder,  in  a  Uttle  chapel  on  the  north,  b  the  wax 
image  of  San  Pedio,  jialTun  uml  of  S^nta  Fe.  It  is 
contended  that  on  the  Eve  of  t lie  Crucifixion  the  image 
abow9  signs  of  life,  moves,  sighs  and  trembles,  and,  for 
many  years,  on  the  day  alter  the  Crudimon  the  as- 
tooisbod  populace  used  to  perceive  that  the  Itey  had 
changed  from  one  hand  to  the  other.  This.  %o  some 
Mud,  took  place  al  cock-crow,  liclore  th?r  doors  of  the 
cathedral  were  flung  open  on  Eaater  morn. 

Santa  Fe  even  now  h  celebrated  for  its  prooesnon^, 
but  it  nscd  to  be  famed  lor  religious  pomp  of  every 
kind. 

Thus  in  Holy  Week  there  w«re  passion  p!ays.  in 
uhich  people  of  rcpu1<r  ti»ok  leailiiti;  piub,  and  Corpus 
Cristi  was  the  greatest  day  in  the  year,  when  the 
bdconied  and  windows  were  hung  with  damask,  silk 
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cloths,  or  r.va\  coloured  blankets,  whilst  the  Hast  wrnt 
thro&gh  the  city  escorted  by  fixed  bayonets^ 

And  there  was  dancing  of  pretty  girls  m  iront  of  the 
great  cathedral  altar  to  the  twanging  of  guitars,  to  the 
(klight  of  the  peasantry  from  the  hillside  all  around 
and  thf  scandal  of  any  English  man,  not  to  the  manner 
born,  who  happened  to  pass  th?it  w.iy.  And  then  the 
rcl;giotis  play,  sometimes  from  the  Old  Testament, 
sometimes  froni  the  New — what  an  excitement ! 

It  used  to  be  acted  in  the  great  central  square,  with 
eager  faces  at  all  the  balconies  around  and  people  on 
the  hiruscliips,  whilst  down  below,  the  booths  where 
flweet*  and  toys  and  fans  wctc  sold  throughout  the 
fair,  nccommodalcd  their  quota  of  children  from  seven 
years  old  to  seventy,  thoee  who  had  teeth  chewing  nuts, 
and  those  who  were  toothless  f^hewing  the  cud  of  fancy, 
casting  their  minds  tiack  over  many  a  Holy  Week,  the 
Holy  Wtwk  wljen  they  were  courting,  (be  Ho!y  Week 
when  Pepc  came  back  from  the  war.  .lyc !  and  the 
Holy  Week  when  the  whitcrobcd  ungeh^  mu^que  Riding 
yonder  had  been  replaced  by  a  bi^*ouae  of  French 
infantry,  and  many  a  woman's  cry  of  despair  went 
up^vaid  (rorii  the  bidcouies  around, 

The  actors  nsnl  lo  be  chosen  iioni  aokong  the  most 
lealoiis,  piou?,  and  prcacnUble.  I  mu&t  not  omit  the 
last  of  these  adjcctivc^i  lor  many  were  the  aspirants 
of  uncomely  countaiance  to  whom  tlw  good  priest 
would  say  with  saintly  candour,  "Son,  «hy  friely  i« 
great  among  men,  tliy  charity  unboundi:^],  but  thou  art 
I  loss-^^yetl." 

Il  must  not  be  tmaginf'd  that  every  role  was  thus 
eagerly  competed  lor.  Several  years  once  passed 
without  a  smglc  Jt»Lks  Ucariot  being  obtainable,  and 
bad  )<ou  lived  in  SanU  Fe  y<*n  would  know  the  reason. 
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For  tho  people  take  lh«M  things  very  much  in  corniest. 

and  Jitdas  T^^anot  TiJis  been  ^ecn  with  iii^  robe  girl 

rouiKl  his  loins  fLeeiag  towaids  the  hilL  and  lollowed  b>' 

sitngera  and  %liarp-sh<x>tcrs.    And  alter  these  events 

it  was  only  by  artifice  tiutt  either  a  Satan  or  an  Iscoriot 

be  wcored  lor  Holy  Week  proceedings. 

For  fromc  little*    timi^  beforehan<l   Ifir   father  ccn- 

would  watch  for  Ihr  most  siiitahic  persons  who 

came  to  confession,  and  when  the  hearing  was  over 

would  say  to  the  sinner  of  their  choice.  "  For  dcabng 

falsely  with  thy  brother  in  account? .  lif  ty  p-iiernostets ; 

bearing  CaUc  witness  belore  the  judge,  a  hundred 

(lb  in  clunly,  ;uid  for  co%-eting  thy  iwi^hboiir'n  wife, 
ki>u  %haU  h^  fuJas  licantri  in  tkr  piay  I  " 

TIicsc  terrible  words  at  length  became  so  dreaded 
that  never  a  man  Jack  couJd  be  persuaded  to  confcse 

(pr  fully  two  months  precedinj;  Holy  Week,  and  there 
fce  not  winiing  people  who  affirm  that  ihi&  w'as  Itie 
jrigin  of  tfur  |>rckifEtt  grnei^titm  nf  inulrs  nsvti  i:on^ 

And  how  did  Santa  Fc  communicate  with  the  out- 
side world  ? 

In  the  first  pl^c^,  Santa  Fe  was  for  the  mo^t  part 
supremely  jnditiferent  whether  il  ev^r  heard  anything 
^■1  the  oitLstilr'  wofld  at  all*  and  fell  «^f -sufficient  and 
^^nile  cont^nti-d, 

[>yna5ties  might  totter  and  lall,  wars  might  Rige, 
and  earthquakes  swallow  whole  citief^*  So  long  as 
they  came  not  within  a  le^igue  or  two  of  Santa  Fe,  the 
people  were  scarcely  interested. 

Tlirif  niws  Lirrived  in  driblets,  very  much  hacked 
about,  and  seldom  above  suspicion^ 

Soldiers  back  from  the  war^  Cold  marvellotu  tales 
to  open-eyed  listener*,  but  these  impressions  seldom 
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lasted,  for  ttw  more  sceptical  would  remark,  "  De 
lucngas  viaSk  luenga^  mentiras — Long  travels  bring 
long  lies,"  and  the  otbera  would  shake  their  heads  with 
a  dack  oi  the  tongue,  aiid  coiiiesa  that  ooe  knew  not 
what  to  believe. 

And  the  little  thai  survived  was  generally  untnie, 
foi  the  >o]diei9  mustly  rap|wd  off  Ihcit  biggest  lii-s  fir%t, 
and  wlirn  they  descended  to  idle  truths,  no  one  would 
credit  them.  And  these  hnputalions  of  falsUy  were 
even  cast  upon  the  news  that  came  by  diligence,  the 
facts  most  worthy  ot  credence  being,  as  before,  the 
least  believed.  In  those  days^  with  the  sea  on  one  side 
and  lli(^  immiit;iins  on  (lie  other,  the  diligence  formed 
the  only  thread  of  cominunitTation  with  the  outer  world, 
and  forsooth !  it  was  a  slender  one. 

For.  what  would  you  have  ?  W'lth  thirty  thousand 
souls  in  the  peninsuLa  dependmg  ior  their  living  on 
smuggling  and  brigandage,  witli  Carra&co  and  his 
ccnijwjiy  levying  toll  upon  the  diligence  owneis  ^nd 
even  i^Auing  **  pa^jK>rts "  and  ''  sifc  conducts " 
tlirough  hid  hncs,  there  were  nights  when  the  diligcnoe 
m*vcr  arrived  at  all. 

Santa  Fe,  ever  looking  up  towards  the  mountains, 
had  endowed  th«m  with  s  grisly  history.  They  were 
the  refuge  of  evil  spirits  h^inished  fiom  llie  plain  by 
the  exorcisms  of  mother  church,  each  steeple  pro- 
tectmg  a  sonc  ol  ten  square  miles  or  more  according 
to  itK  eminence,  much  as  a  lightning  conductor 
p^olect^  a  radiuK  oJ  thirty  or  loity  yards  according 
to  its  height. 

And  indeed  there  was  good  evidence  that  rumblings 
and  tumcs  and  subterranean  fires  existed,  ior  they 
broke  out  every  ten  years  or  so,  and  shook  the  moun- 
tains to  tbeir  bases. 
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THE  PAGAN  AT  THE  SHRINE 

The  very  bUhop  hini<«H  was  awakened  one  moming 
at  a  nic»t  unwonted  hour  by  muiflcd  thnndcr.  and 
opening  his  cyts.  bchcW  every  drawer  in  the  room 
come  shaking  oul  as  if  pushed  Irom  behind  by  a 
trembling  (inf^er,  and  old  juan  PadiJa,  tiie  keeper  of 
the  buU-nng,  ^rambled  out  of  b^  and  began  to  pray 
moAt  fervently  and  croBft  hini^H,  a  man,  look  you, 
that  bad  not  »aid  hi*  pmyem  (or  thirty  >*cars-  There- 
fore you  will  concede  that  the  theory  of  thoec  parts 
concerning  evil  spirits  and  the  shrewd  suspicions  as 
to  wft<rrc  the  Devil  kept  hifi  kitchon  were  more  than 
warranted. 

Iq  fact,  it  was  coinition  knowledge  tiiat  the  breexe 
vhicb  arose  at  eventide  wa,4  otuf^d  by  all  the  little 
devih  ^ivenng  when  they  heard  Las  dntmas  >oun<i 
from  the  cathedral  tower. 

ThuA  may  it  be  F;atd  that  Santa  F«  stands  between 
the  Devil  and  th-?  DwpSca. 


Surrounded  by  these  inHuoiccs  two  brothers  were 
bom  in  the  early  years  of  the  ninoteeDth  centur>'< 
Antonio,  the  elder,  was  swarthy,  imp^tiious  and  re- 
bellioiw  from  his  birth,  but  endowed  with  scanty  fore- 
sight. Mfijiuel  was  browii-liaired  and  of  a  lighter  skin, 
hid  c>*cs  were  blue  and  pensive,  and  he  seldom  acted 
without  torecastinn;  the  results. 

Thus  it  was  that  Antonio  was  doomed  to  bum  his 
knuckles,  «cald  his  legs,  and  scorch  his  cyebrowf^  ere 
leaniitig  tb;it  fire  was  not  so  to  be  trifled  with,  whilst 
ftlanud,  alter  one  brief  interview  with  a  chestnut,  con- 
cluded that  hrc  was  hot. 

As  the  brothers  grew  up,  each  laughed  at  the  other 
after  hii  own  fashion. 
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Antonio  w&»  tooUiardy  and  a  daredevil,  ingenious 
in  de\-L«inr^  pnictical  jokes  for  others,  but  constantly 
t»Uing  into  a  trap  himself, 

Btit  Manuel  wa«  saintly,  stuJiuus,  amJ  font]  oi  con- 
Ictiiplation. 

He  would  hide  himscH  in  the  gardens  for  hours  to- 
gether, shaded  by  a  ^cat  pepper  tree  that  ^ew  bcaide 
a  founfaifi,  poring  over  The  Hitfoty  of  the  Famous 
Preacher  Fray  Gerundto  de  Campa^an,  alias  Zatcs, 
UUtary  af  the  C/intHan  Kings,  Lives  a}  the  Stnnit,  and 
oth<rr  vi-ork^  taken  from  his  father's  bookshelves.  In 
particular  he  loved  to  dwell  upon  the  Lite  ot  San 
Antonio,  the  insidious  temptations  with  which  the 
Evil  One  beset  htm  in  the  wildeme^^out  oi  all  which 
trial*  the  saint  carae  forth  vicforioiis,  and  Hod 
;iddrc!ss«i  Inni  (hus  : 

**  Antony,  I  will  always  protect  thcCn  and  will  render 
thy  name  famous  fhrtwghoui  the  earth.'* 

His  brother  Antonio  laughed  at  Manuel's  purity  and 
fervour.  Nevertheless  the  two  boj-s  were  not  bad 
friends,  and  stood  by  each  other  against  a  common 
enemy,  as  brothers  always  sliould  and  sometimes 
do. 

Their  lellowship  wns  ended  by  the  entrance  ol 
Manuel  into  the  Company  of  Jesus  as  a  novice,  nnd 
here  I  may  remark  that  Don  Ricardo  Nieto.  his  father, 
had  been  a  ck6e  friend  of  tlie  Jesuits,  and  had  guarded 
their  interests  through  troublous  times  whiUt  the 
Company  were  in  batmhment  from  Spain,  It  is  said 
ttiat  he  obtained  possesion  ol  their  convent  on  the 
hill  overlooking  Santa  Fe,  and  niaintalned  it  in  order 
at  hilt  own  exjJtrii'*^  wEiat  time  fhe  Ji^iiiLn  wrii?  in  foteij^u 
parts.  The  exact  nature  of  his  conn<;xion  vhitb  llicrn 
it  b  not  our  business  to  analyse,  it  merely  explains  to 
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som^  extent  ttw  novitiait  of  Manuel  in  the  coQe^  of 
LoyoU  in  GtiipCtzcoa , 

AotonJo  saw  tbc  convent  door?  dose  upcm  Manuel 
with  a  feeling  of  rci^rct.  tempered  by  no  little  amuse- 
ment. He  did  not,  iHJWevor,  maniket  one  liltl«  of 
surpme  ;  on  the  contrary',  be  reminded  his  mother  that 
**  he  had  alwayit  told  her  so.** 

Manuel  cIkxk*  thfr  convent,  Antonio  clkO»e  tine 
world.  And  be  it  known  that  Antonio'i^  world  was 
not  the  useful  world,  the  artistic  world,  or  the 
literary  world.  He  became  a  i^ort  of  Columbus  in 
search  of  a  world  ot  mischief,  nor  did  he  take  long 
to  find  it. 

Very  ftooo  his  name  became  a  terror  to  Santa  Fe. 
Ourtng  carnival  week  lie  amply  went  m^d  with  de* 
U^bt.  Sornetnnc&  be  would  be  dressed  as  a  Hower-prl. 
mth  an  cviormoufi  yellow  wig  and  crimson  ma^,  making 
evcT>-  one  undl  his  artitkial  rost^  with  a  nnt^llr  in 
the  centre.  Yon  bent  your  face  good'humouredly 
towards  tlie  bkmom,  and  "  |  las  I  *'  you  found  yoar^f 
bidding  your  nose  in  one  hand  and  beating:  the  air 
Hith  tl»e  otbcf.  Or  peiha|)it  he  wonld  duiguise  lum* 
self  and  one  of  hi«  friendi^  a»  municipal  police,  and 
v^'king  out  th*'  |w'rson*ngr  of  grciitc-st  gravity  ^iwl 
innocence,  preferably  a  judge  or  councillor,  would 
burry  him  down  the  Alameda  toward*  the  lock-up, 
followed  at  dose  distance  by  ^  turious  Icmaic,  dso  a 
confederate,  screaming  indignantly^  "  To  gaol  with 
this  indecent  old  repiubatel  To  gaol  wilb  liim  I  " 
and  Ihf  more  Ihr  wn-trJinl  rii;iii  piolested  the  louder 
became  bcr  screams.  On  one  occasion  he  succeeded 
is  thus  conducting  tbc  Alcalde  himself  from  one  end 
of  the  Alameda  to  the  other  before  Ihc  genuine  police 
became  aware  of  what  had  happened. 
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When  Antonio  arrived  at  man's  estate  his  taste  for 
foolcrj'  had  only  grown  the  stronger. 

It  is  related  cf  him  that  during  one  of  those  attacks 
of  earthquake  whicli  occur  at  uncertain  peno<b  he 
mide  lue  of  this  opportunity  for  acting  a  iarcc  of  more 
than  usual  impudence,  Tlic  people  had  in  m^uy  ca^^es 
de^i^jled  Ihdr  houscrs.  feating  a  second  shock,  and 
ahhuiigh  no  worsfr  accidents  had  t>efBneiL  than  the 
breakage  oi  windows  and  ornaments,  an  encampment 
was  made  in  ttic  central  square  and  the  Alameda,  and 
whole  families  equipped  themselves  with  tents.  This 
happened  in  August,  when  ihe  nights  were  cloudless, 
hot,  and  stiflmg. 

Antonio  had  his  bedstead  set  up  in  the  most  con*- 
Spicuous  part  oi  the  Alameda  in  great  state,  sur- 
moimted  by  a  mo^uito-net,  and  furnished  with  mat- 
tress and  bedclothes. 

On  the  groiind  he  chalked  himself  out  a  bedroom, 
wilh  dofjrs  and  windows  all  complete.  In  the  various 
chalk-lined  bays  around  this  room  he  arranged  his 
chaij5>  dr^sing- table  and  washstand,  Beside  the 
bed  was  a  small  table,  on  which  stood  a  bottle,  osten- 
siWy  of  medicine  but  really  containing  rum,  a  prayer- 
book  and  a  candlestick. 

At  midnight  enli^r  Antonio,  who  very  seriously  and 
deliberately  Lights  Im  candle,  walks  up  to  his  dressing- 
table,  whose  mirror  has  succumbed  to  the  earthquake, 
and  staring  right  through  the  empty  fr:ime  into  the 
entrance  of  a  tent  where  Ihe  Marquesa  de  Bobuditta 
\%  unlacing  hrr  stays,  CDmmences  to  comb  out  his 
moustache  and  otherwise  adorn  himself. 

A  shrill  '* )  Dk>3  mlo  I ''  from  the  marquesa,  a  hasty 
pulling  together  of  the  tent  door^  and  Antonio  eon- 
tinues  to  adom  himself,  apparently  lost  in  thought. 
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He  then  goes  to  his  imaginary'  window,  which  he 
boldly  throu'B  of^ea.  rests  b»  ^urns  upon  an  imagmary 
balcony,  and  with  a  sickly  trnUe  look^  unulierable 
tbiQ^  ftciasa  411  Irii.igtnitry  slm-1,  and  it  doe^  not 
concom  him  tlut  thc»  glances  Itglit  tipon  tlie  aftton- 
bhed  tacc  ol  the  fat  apothccar>',  vrtio  ifi  standing  at 
hk  tent-door  with  \m  mouth  wide  opcD. 

After  some  tw^ty  minutes  of  iuch  buffoonery 
Antonio  proceeds  very  leisurely  to  uiidr^^,  lian^ng 
each  garment  fioru  nn  imaginary  wall-p^  without 
taking  notice  that  hin  clothes  faQ  on  the  groond,  and 
tiaving  donned  hi^  nightcap  in  the  usual  way»  coughs 
with  ituch  violence  that  a  head  b  poked  out  of  every 
tent,  tiik«  J  great  doso  of  medicine,  shake«i  his  head^ 
turns  up  the  iihites  oE  his  eyes,  get^  into  bed  and  ex* 
tingiushes  the  caiidJe. 

These  proceeding)  attncted  an  enthusiastic  audience 
when  they  became  known,  so  tliat  one  youtli  would 
say  to  another,  *'  Come  with  me  to  the  Alameda^  and 
we  ;^1uU  just  be  in  time  to  we  Don  Antoiiio  go  to 
bed/' 

Without  being  too  coosdentious  as  to  details,  it 
may  be  said  at  once  that  the  amusements  of  Don 
Antonio  were  none  too  ^voury.  At  tlie  a^  of  t^'enty- 
Ave  or  thereabouts^  he  wa^  a  tall  and  sallpw  mui, 
mther  tu>11ow  about  tho  rheeks,  tint  wilti  fine  black 
cyr*,  which  had  s  mivhirvoa%  (witikV  iii  Ihem,  and 
seemed  to  l>c  scanning  one's  weak  points  for  future 
guidance.  Amongst  the  ladies  he  was  somewtiat  o( 
a  l>on  Juan  Tenorio.  Men  and  woaien  alike  were 
watchtully  ntruJd  of  him. 

In  ttie  fuliu^!^  uf  i'ttiK  Don  Ricanlo  Nieto  and  his 
wife  wrrr  gathrrtxJ  to  Ihcir  forefathers.  Don  Ricaido 
himself  Idl  suddenly  dead  of  heart  disea^i  which 
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caii^if^  no  little  T^ruljilion  tn  hts  two  scnis  as  to  whrtlier 
such  weakness  were  hereditary, 

Don  Ricaxdo  bequeathed  unto  his  ftr-tbom  the  vtry 
respectable  fortune  of  six  thousand  golden  ounces, 
equK'alent  to  a  sun  of  twenty  thousand  pounds. 

To  Mantitl  iip  icry  TUiturally  left  nothing,  for  llie 
boy  hdd  chosen  loopen  his  acccmnts  in  that  bank  where 
molhs  do  not  eomipt  nor  thicvw  break  through  and 
ste^l.  But  Don  Riairdo  took  what  steps  w^ro  in  hie 
power  to  secure  a  goodly  balance,  and  knowing  full 
well  what  a  vast  smount  of  f)tn^  inus(  lie  paid  over 
the  counter  here  below  in  order  to  draw  a  single  peony 
on  the  other  bank  of  Styx  (so  exorbitant  is  the  ex<:hangc) 
he  bequeathed  the  remainder  of  his  fortune  in  such 
a  manner  that  the  General  of  the  Order  of  Jesuits  found 
him^eU  one  nionUng  in  a  most  beatified  condition^ 
wiMi  ht\  ooiintt^itnrire  all  *<tnlles  and  dimples,  ;in(l  his 
hnnd«  persistently  washing  themselves  without  any 
soap  whatetTr,  and  indeed  he  hod  good  cause. 

And  now  Jet  us  ask  why  Mnnuel  thus  chose  to  give 
up  the  world.  There  are  several  forces  which  might 
liave  brought  him  to  such  an  end. 

Caprice  fould  not  J>e  one  of  them,  for  Manuel  was 
generally  c&refnl  as  to  .'rll  his  banea  before  forming  con- 
clusions of  such  moincnt,  nnd  on  alt  but  one  occasion, 
which  presently  must  come  before  us,  he  looked  before 
he  leaped 

Wcflrinesi^  of  the  world  could  not  be  powible  in  one 
soyoung,  so  hopeful,  so  full  of  zeal. 

Fear  of  (he  world  is  an  explanation  that  at  once  must 
be  rejected  when  it  is  understood  that  Manuel,  hke 
Antonio,  scarcely  knew  what  it  was  to  fear. 

Fanaticism  w:*«  no  fit  tirm  for  Manuel'«  quiescent 
mien  and  pensive  ga^e. 
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Persuasion  is  scarcely  apf^cable  to  one  so  strong 
of  will  and  firm  of  purpose,  although  it  must  be  con- 
fessed, that  Don  Ricardo  had  used  every  argument  in 
favour  of  a  monastic  life,  and  had  often  sighed  to 
think  that  in  his  own  young  days  great  barriers  had 
put  themselves  between  his  destiny  and  his  ambition. 
No  doubt  thb  influence  was  not  without  eSect,  but 
Manuel  was  bent  on  being  a  monk  in  any  case.  His 
father  merely  served  to  name  the  convent. 

The  force  that  drew  him  on  was  a  longing  for  the 
truth.  Once  that  truth  were  found,  Manuel  was  pre- 
pared  to  shed  his  heart's  blood  for  whatever  purpose 
might  be  assigned  in  truth's  behalf.  He  was  ready  to 
tribute  all  that  wealth  of  reverence  with  which  he  had 
been  bom.  He  had  a  sincere  yearning  to  do  worship, 
he  would  rather  that  this  wor^ip  should  be  for  some- 
thing beautiful,  but  in  any  case  it  must  be  for  some- 
thing true.  The  artist  and  the  poet  were  struggling 
with  the  logician,  for  Manuel  was  an  odd  mixture  of 
the  emotional  and  the  logical.  Had  he  started  upon 
his  quest  at  a  later  date  in  life,  when  the  emotional  is 
dying  out,  who  shall  say  what  ending  this  story  might 
have  had  ? 

Instead  of  this  his  artistes  nature  was  brought  into 
ccHitact  at  an  early  age,  when  impressions  are  made 
most  easily,  with  tdl  the  picturesque  entourage  of  the 
Romish  Church. 

Not  that  he  yielded  at  once.  Even  if  foredestined 
to  play  his  part  among  these  pomps  and  ceremonies, 
he  took  steps  to  assure  himself  that  he  was  in  the  right. 
In  the  first  place,  Manuel,  as  an  honest  reasoner,  started 
at  the  very  root  of  his  tree  of  knowledge,  neither  did 
any  false  ideas  as  to  the  wickedness  of  patient  in- 
vestigation daunt  him  one  jot  or  tittle. 
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world  ft  man  was  eitti«r  ;i  Christian  or  un  athcisti 
And  Manuel,  at  that  Xim^,  could  only  betake  himself 
to  one  of  tlicw  cxtrenM?s. 

Mou'tjver,  an  unlovely  God  could  have  mi  pari  in 
the  lUe  of  one  like  M^meK  Cliao^  itscU  vfeic  more 
attractive,  tor  at  legist  ft  held  a  v^i^t  nnd  sombre 
grandeur  of  its  own.  Either  the  Cjod  of  bi^  fathers, 
ornoGodat  all. 

And  so  he  gaVT  up  argument  willi  hU  fellow-beings, 
and  tried  to  reason  thase  things  out  for  himself. 
Manuel  knew  but  little  of  such  thenries  a.H  IXiruan 
and  Spencer  have  now  anned  us  witli.  Broadly,  be 
could  tee  that  gome  kind  of  evolution  w;is  taking  place 
in  nature,  lor  already  such  ideas  h^d  been  put  Icffward. 

And  pos^bly  he  Parted  ujxin  hi^  struggle  with 
Vacuity  to  make  her  disgorge  the  tr\ith,  just  as  well 
prepared  as  wc  arc.  who  have  all  these  ircatiica  at  our 
disposal.  It  such  things  are  not  to  be  thought  cut  witli 
thoiighltk  at  all,  our  pre^nt  advancement  h  very 
much  like  dinibing  up  St,  Paul'^  in  order  to  sec  tlic  ■ 
pole  star  at  close  <juailei>.  V 

The  conclusions  of  Manuel  were  quite  useless  tor 
the  guidance  of  po&lcrity,  being  merely  the  outcome 
cf  emotion.  But  Manuel  fondly  believed  that  they 
were  oUierwi^.  The  wish  was  father  to  the  thought, 
and  chana'  w;ls  the  mother  ttiereof.  In  reahty^  ^o'l 
to  SI  prmaical  mind,  fhe  manner  of  his  fiUiil  drci^on 
was  a  descent  trom  the  sublime  to  the  ridiculous.       ^| 

For  severed  months  after  his  ailments  with  the 
prieGts  Manuel  i^rayed  between  yea  and  nay,  but  nay 
was  dally  growing  weaker,  it  only  cropped  up  at  inter* 
vals  when  the  mind  was  uppressed- 

His  gicatc^l  argument  in  the  affirmative  wa^  one 
that,  unknown  to  him,  had  lain  at  the  very  root  and 
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origin  of  most  religions.  He  could  not  see  the  begin- 
ning of  Ute,  he  could  not  undeistand  the  forces  that 
manifested  themselves  in  nature.  Not  being  able 
to  understand  them  it  never  occurred  to  him  that 
want  of  knowledge  might  be  his  sole  and  only  stumbling- 
block. 

Manuel,  already  hungering  for  something  to  wor- 
ship, at  length  supphed  the  deficiency,  a  God. 

What  iho'  in  Bolemn  silence,  aU 
Move  round  this  dark  terreatiiaJ  baU  : 
What  tho'  no  real  voice  or  sounds 
Amidst  their  radiant  orbs  be  found, 
la  reason's  ear  they  aU  rejoice. 
And  utter  forth  a  glorious  voice, 
For  ever  singing  aa  they  shine, 
"The  hand  that  made  ua  is  Divine." 

StiU  he  doubted. 

One  calm  evening  be  resolved  to  put  an  end  to  all 
his  doubts.  For  some  time  past  he  had  been  arguing 
that  a  Creator  who  was  jealous  and  wished  for  \m 
recognition  would  surely  condescend  to  give  him  some 
sign  if  asked.  This  sign  he  begged  of  heaven,  and  all 
that  evening  sat  looking  over  the  vaJley  of  Santa  Fe 
from  the  hill-top  towards  the  setting  5un»  yet  never  a 
sign  was  given. 

Very  much  dejected  he  wandered  moodily  home. 
His  mind  was  at  such  a  tension  that  he  lay  tossing  in 
bed  without  sleep.  When  at  last  he  slumbered  the 
dawn  had  nearly  come,  and  with  its  earUest  moments 
his  dreams  awakened  him  again. 

He  sat  up  in  bed,  and  his  mind  returned  iimne- 
diately  to  its  trouble  of  the  night  before. 

"  Nay/*  said  he  to  himself,  "  I  cannot  believe," 

And  as  chance  would  have  it  a  cock  crew. 
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He  row  from  hU  bed  and  drow  tcnvard^  Ui«  balccmy, 
wliere  the  faintest  tin!  of  rosy  dawn  was  just  cotn- 
mcncing  to  show  above  the  house-tops. 

**  1  cannot  bdievc  it,"  he  rejjentcdp 

Then,  after  a  pause,  during  which  ht-  had  opened 
his  window  to  let  in  the  morning  au,  he  loid  to  liimAelf 
aloud  LD  a  voice  of  profoundt^t  borrow : 

"  r  deDy  it/' 

And  just  at  that  moment  light  underneath  his 
biilcoEiy  the  cock  cnrw  tor  the  second  tiine  loud  and 
lustily. 

Manuel  stood  for  a  moment  witJi  his  hand  raised  to 
his  head,  (or  certain  rcm*?mbTanrr>  h^d  forced  theni- 
selves  upon  him  in  a  moment  when  his  own  condition 
of  nervous  exaltation,  the  »>Utude  oi  the  hour,  and 
the  ro>'^tcryol  dawn,  were  all  combining  to  give  the 
coincidence  full  meaning,  Fir^t,  he  turned  deathly 
pale,  then,  with  a  sob  of  overwtiehning  emotion^  he 
Milk  upon  his  kjiees  and  lowered  his  head  in  pntyt-i. 

One  month  later  he  borame  a  novice  in  the  college 
of  LoyoU  de  Guiptizcoa» 
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"Passion-pale  they  met 
And  greeted :  hands  in  hands,  suid  eye  to  eye. 
Low  on  the  border  of  her  couch  they  sat 
Stammeiing  and  staruie/' 

Guinevere. 

FOR  awhile  we  most  leave  Santa  Fe  in  which  the 
story  was  begun,  and  to  which  it  must  return, 
following  the  young  Jesuit  to  Guipdzcoa. 

The  solita^  confinement  of  the  first  few  weeks, 
the  confession  of  his  past  life — innocent  enough  in 
all  conscience — were  events  which  sealed  and  doubly 
sealed  Manuel's  resolution. 

The  confession  involved  a  reference  to  bygone 
doubts.  In  the  hands  of  a  cultured  Jesuit  the 
boy*s  thoughts  were  turned  in  the  way  that  they 
should  go.  Instead  of  teaching  the  young  idea 
how  to  shoot  by  means  of  a  heavy  broadside  of 
dogma  and  hard  words,  the  Father  Confessor,  with  a 
quiet  smile,  bade  him  look  around  him  at  the  miracles 
of  heaven  in  every  leaf  and  flower,  and  as  that  was 
precisely  what  Manuel  had  so  recently  Ijeen  doing, 
he  exclaimed  that  no  further  proof  was  necessary. 
And  the  Jesuit,  who  had  been  ready  to  lead  up  to  a 
subtly  woven  proof,  paused  to  admire  his  artless  con- 
firmation,  and  knew  that  his  doubts  were  past. 

Once  having  decided,  Manuel  never  for  one  moment 
thought  of  tnniing  back,  and  entered  into  his  new  life 
with  the  greatest  zeal,  winning  golden  opinions  and 
pleasing  all. 
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Wlicn  fiT^i  ti€  bccanir  a  novice  he  Vfas  only  sixteen 
years  of  egc,  and  although  sixlcca  years  in  Spain 
count  ior  5omcwhal  more  than  the  &amc  pciiod  of  lime 
m  Holland,  no  other  love  than  tlie  purely  devotional 
or  purely  filial  had  so  far  claimed  admi^ion  to  his 
ht^ul,  Thi'ir  i-omcs  d  lime  in  ihf  hir  nf  rvrty  sanr 
and  hc^khy  being  when  lov*^  of  a  diffrrcnt  kind  as- 
toni5h-:s  the  senses,  sometimes  dawning  gradually, 
at  othef^  closing  boisleiously  upon  U5  like  a  mighty 
rushing  whirlwind, 

Manuel  at  sixteen  felt  that  h«  could  guanmtee  his 
futtue  conduct  from  seventeen  to  seven  (y.  M^k 
what  happened  to  him  at  twenty-five,  A  pair  of 
woman's  cyc^  looked  at  htm,  and  thereby  hangs  a  tale. 
Kot  a  very  new  one  either,  for  it  ha£  been  the  lot  of 
more  young  priests  than  ever  heard  mass  in  the  Chapd 
of  Loyola  cle  GuipH^coa. 

In  the  yestr  1834  chuleia  v,a%  sprt^llng  amiuij^  tlie 
more  densely  peopled  dtiea  of  the  rcninsula.  For 
tliia  calumty  it  was  ncc^r^iiary  to  Imd  a  whippmg* 
boy. 

Several  good  soub  liaving  whispered  that  tlie  JesuiU 
we*e  poisoning  tUf  wells,  and  tliai  this  was  what 
caa*^ed  the  plague,  the  mub  attacked  tlie  Lonvents  aiid 
aaamocd  (he  good  f^ithers,  who,  with  all  their  diplo- 
macy and  ambition,  had  never  harmed  tJie  poor^  and 
had  ministered  to  the  hungry  and  afflicted. 

In  the  two  years  that  foUowt^d  Queen  Cristina  was 
compelled,  ajjraiiist  her  will,  to  suppress  the  order,  and 
to  declare  the  Company  of  Jesus  banislied  fioin  her 
dominions, 

Spain  in  Uiocie  days,  without  trains  or  telegraph, 
wju  even  more  unwieldy  liian  it  i*  to-day.  In  the 
NorUKm  provinces  a  Carlikt  war  w-^%  ragmg. 
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For  muiy  reasons,  which  I  wiU  not  hero  enter  upon 
(oo  (uUy  (Spanish  politics  being  somewhat  Jess  fatliom- 
ablc  than  the  Allantic),  th«  palatial  college  of  Loyola. 

ic  "marvel  of  (juipt^ua."  m  «  (ldui(vu>  valley 
watered  by  ihc  Urola.  wa*  JiUowcd  lo  continue  it* 
courf^  tuimtcilfircd  v^ith  until  1840,  thu:^  holding  the 
unique  ixx^tion  of  a  Jesuit  ccllegi:  in  a  ctjimtry  whence 
all  Jesuits  h^d  hcvn  banished  four  or  tw  j^care  ago. 
^Thc  end,  howu\ei,  canie  at  last- 
It  is  easy  to  ccmprehciid  tliut,  with  tbe  foreshadcw- 
itifi  ol  their  departure  and  the  preparations  for  tlie 
journey*  ttic  routine  ol  the  coUe^  became  lebxed. 
The  attention  of  tlio  Jesuit  Fattier^  was  utterly  ab- 
KortMxi  in  Ihc  cotidicling  news  that  every  mommg 
brotight  Uiein.  Laaig  and  bravely  did  they  fight  against 

IC  untoward  event*  Since  they  bad  so  far  evaded 
bonislunent,  might  they  not  (orm  a  nucleus  lor  the 
le-gathering  of  the  J  esuits  in  Spain  } 

All  tbe  vast  Uifluence  of  the  conipiny  abroad  Vk^^ 
ipie<t  for  mitnv  munlh$  in  trying  lo  liold  the?  furc, 
many  a  secret  messenger  sped  through  FtiUKx  and 
across  the  Pyrenees  to  Her  Most  Catholic  Majesty  the 
, Queen  of  Spain. 

But  monastic  institutions  wcie  in  high  disfavour 

kiA4th   the  people.     It  was  e^'en  proposed  to  reduce 

the  ^il4ry  of  (he  pitiii^ite  lioni  £90.000  per  annum  to 

Ihc  mi^rablc  pittanci;  of  £1.500,  auti  Mi  in  proportion 

[ftll  along  the  line. 

"  Gentlemen/'  Sflid  Uon  Garcia  Blanco  in  Cortes 
^ifcith  much  gusto,  "the  teiomiation  oi  the  ckrgy  is 
one  of  the  greatest  works  on  which  the  Cortes  can  bp 
en^jaged.  II  'v>  mie  uf  the  grand  reforn^  Die  nation 
expects  (fom  us.  The  object  Ls  to  fix  in  a  detinite 
manner  the  condition  of  two  hundred  and  sixty  tbou^ 
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Ordinary  letters,  addressed  in  black  ink,  were  to 
be  caxried  in  his  pockets ;  letters  addressed  in  violet 
ink  were  to  be  treated  with  special  care ;  whilst  if 
a  small  letter  arrived  written  in  violet  ink,  and  also 
marked  wUh  a  Golden  Fleur  de  Lys,  it  was  to  be  either 
burned,  swallowed,  or  thoroughly  destroyed,  should 
any  one  waylay  him.  Doubtless  the  traveller  by 
dil^ence  and  the  lay  brother  on  mule-back  had  the 
same  instructions.  Manuel's  orders  were  that  he  was 
not  to  betray  any  haste,  but  rather  to  saunter,  as  if  in 
search  of  specimens,  Alas  I  he  found  a  *'  specimen  *' 
that  the  Father  Rector  had  not  foreseen. 

He  did  not  always  leave  or  enter  the  college  in  the 
same  direction,  sometimes  returning  by  one  path, 
sometimes  by  another,  and  often  burdened  with  an 
aimful  of  fern  roots  and  wild  flowers,  for  his  love  of 
Nature  assisted  him  to  make  his  acting  realistic. 

Manuel  was  a  handsome  young  priest,  very  little 
shorter  than  Antonio,  and  with  curly  chestnut  hair 
and  deep  blue  eyes,  the  features  being  cut  somewhat 
moredelicately  than  Antonio's.  There  was  a  something 
magnetic  and  sjonpathetic  about  his  presence  which 
one  noticed  without  being  able  to  explain.  His  mouth 
was  so  perfect  that  one  might  almost  have  called  it 
feminine. 

He  was  a  goodly  picture  for  a  lass  to  look  upon,  and 
during  his  ministrations  to  the  poor  more  than  one 
damsel  on  bended  knees  had  sighed  as  she  looked  into 
those  pensive  eyes  and  thought  to  herself  '*  what  a 
shame  to  make  him  a  priest ;  how  handsome  he  would 
have  looked  as  a  buU-fighter  in  spangled  jacket,  white 
silk  stockings  and  colilla,"  or,  kissing  his  hand  in 
reverence,  had  wished  that  she  might  kiss  his  lips  irv 
love. 
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One  fine  summer's  evening,  saur  taring  down  the  road 
where  it  passes  Ihrough  Ihe  wood  and  h^  <ru  k  ;tVE--nuc  of 
trees  rises  Irom  the  flight  embankment  on  cither  5idc» 
Manuel  caught  sight  oi  a  womafi"5  tigiirc  up  nbovc  him 
to  the  lelt,  Etooping  smong  the  binhea  and  fem^. 

His  footfall  st^rt1i?d  h^r.  and  drawini;  heraelf  up  she 
lunied  toward'i  ihe  JnlfiiiJer  rinti  bni^hKl  her  hJir  bark 
(roRi  off  her  forehead  and  shook  her  liciid  ntvi  if  lo  clear 
her  c>"cs  of  one  or  two  stray  Jocks  that  per^stcntly 
ktl  back. 

The  gill  was  bJond^,  and  her  hair  was  almost  goldwi ; 
the  features  were  not  exactly  beautiful,  but  al  least 
they  were  bonny,  and,  for  apea^uit,  ?kJitifwhat  rehneil, 
Tlie  month  ]i.id  A  saucy  smile,  and  the  eyes  had  a  niiib- 
chicvoiw  penctmion  Ihnt  looked  a  man  throngli  and 
tlirough,  J I  was  no  (ace  for  a  handsome  young  prici-t 
to  look  upon,  for  there  was  a  <«mcthing  in  that  roguish 
look  that  taunted  a  man  for  being  a  priest,  and  chal- 
lenged his  sense  of  gallantry. 
Hiseyftimpt  hcn^. 

Manti«l  kit  *uch  a  shock  as  he  had  Tic\xr  known 
before  ;  in  fact,  so  virange  i^rd  50  irresistible  was  thi** 
earthquake  that  was  quivering  in  his  heart  and  in  his 
brain  that  he  ga^ed  into  those  saucy  e)'es  for  severaJ 
itec^ndii  before  realizing  what  wits  h;tp|HiTiing,  Ihen 
bhishn)  as  crimson  as  the  sun^t,  turned  pali?.  .ird 
wended  hvs  Vk-ay  homewnrd^  W.n.-^  this  a  l^ood  oE  sin 
thnt  Ihe  Bvil  One,  in  an  idle  moment  of  unprepared- 
ncfis>  had  ^Tpt  over  him  }  Oh,  how  in&idious,  ho\v 
fierce,  how  wicked  yet  how  kively  this  onslaught 
seemed  I 

And  Teresa  gave  her  head  another  ^Uake,  wipcrd  the 
light  perspiiation  of  l»cr  labour  from  her  forehead, 
looked  after  the  >y>ung  priefit  vrith  a  smile  until  he 
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disappeared  behind  the  poplars,  and  fell  to  gathering 
more  sticks. 

But  more  than  once  she  broke  into  a  charming  little 
laugh,  and  muttered  to  herself — 

"  What  a  pretty  priest  I  " 

And  then — 

"  What  a  pity  r  " 

And  the  son  having  set,  she  wandered  back  to  the 
charcoal-burner's  lonely  hut  on  the  hillside,  and  flinging 
down  her  bundle  of  faggots,  turned  her  shoulders  upon 
the  scolding  old  woman  who  was  fanning  the  embers 
of  the  Lttle  hearth,  and  ensconced  herself  in  the  one 
and  only  bedroom.  Seated  on  a  riish  chair  beside  a 
miserable  lamp  of  ancient  fashion,  she  fell  to  looking 
at  her  face  in  a  piece  of  broken  mirror,  and  who  can 
say  what  fancies  she  saw  therein  ? 

Meanwhile  Manuel  had  gone  down  the  hill  towards  the 
convent  gates  wearing  very  much  the  appearance  of 
one  who  has  received  a  blow  in  the  dark  and  wonders 
whence  it  came.  Moreover,  there  was  a  lurking  sus- 
picion of  guilt  in  the  young  man's  eyes.  He  felt  that 
his  thoughts  had  wandered  for  a  moment  out  of  the 
narrow  path  of  priestly  rectitude.  The  suddenness 
and  completeness  of  his  aberration  filled  him  with  a 
sense  of  shame. 

And  now  must  be  put  on  record  a  fact  whose  import- 
ance will  transpire  as  time  goes  on. 

Manuel  did  not  confess  his  fault. 

To  some  it  may  appear  ridiculous  that  an  involuntary 
thought  should  need  confession,  but  those  who  know 
how  searching  is  the  inquiry  of  the  Jesuit  confessional 
will  know  that  everything  which  troubles  the  con- 
science must  be  confessed,  whether  it  be  wrong  or  not. 

Despite  the  stem  disciphne  whereby  a  junior's  ideas 
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and  will  are  brought  under  control  of  hh  seaior^, 
Manuel  had  still  retained  soine  portion  of  liis  £ormer 
strcn^h  of  purpose  and  honesty  of  thought.  He  did 
not  deem  tlic  mcidcnt  worthy  ot  contc*<«ton.  He  tncd 
to  Inidtit  ili^^t  it  had  already  been  forgotten.  But  sueh 
WAS  ntit  ihr  caw,  Prrtty  Teresa's  face  was  in  the 
young  pm-sl's  dreams  and  haunlifi  htnu 

Why  was  it  that  a  day  or  two  I'kter  lie  passed  by  the 
very  saine  road  ?  Uig^it  he  not  hiive  known  thiit  the 
incident  was  liable  to  rei^eul  jUxali  ^  ihd  Ut;  le^r  the 
repetition,  or  long  for  il  ?  MonuoJ  hiniM^lt  h:id  some- 
time'^  thoiighi  that  all  human  iH^mgs  wen;  m^^de  up 
of  <t  vast  horde  of  contending  paiitcles.  Each  paiticle 
represented  an  ancestor,  and  some  of  these  ancestors 
incited  a  man  to  do  good,  other?  to  do  evd. 

If  it  were  u>,  the  devil  contrived  that  the  same 
roguish  scape^aeeft  wlio  lad  ulway^  prevailed  In 
AntitnmN  |i^rlf»]i)enr  slionld  mgii  fcr  a  hrirf  season 
in  Nfanuel, 

Teresa — man'cJlous  coincidence — was  in  the  same 
place,  at  Uie  ^anu:  hour,  and  their  eyes  met  in  the 
same  manner,  and  Manuel's  cheeks  Hushed  v/ith  the 
self -same  (^ilty  red. 

Alti-i  Manuel  had  gone  past  his  ear  was  stung  by 
(he  sound  of  a  inguish  laugh. 

He  turned  hot  ami  cold,  then,  with  a  sudden  impulse, 
wcn(  back  and  stood  before  the  girl, 

**  DAUghter,  why  do  you  mock  me  ?  " 

She  c«t  down  her  eye*  and  trilled  with  her  armful 
of  sticks,  being  at  fitsl  abashed,  then,  gmdually  lai^ng 
her  e^«:  irxm\  the  priest's  (cct  until  it  rested  upon  his 
fact,  duiin^i  whidi  movement  a  line  ol  fire  seemed  to 
be  risjnf;  all  firoujid  him.  and  his  heart  told  him  tliat 
he  had  impetuously  accepted  a  battle  for  which  he 
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was  not  equipped,  she  smiled  very. winsomely  and 
answered — 

"  I  was  laughing  at  my  thoughts." 

'*  Nay  I    It  was  at  me  you  laughed." 

They  exchanged  a  prolonged  and  steady  glance. 
The  priest's  eyes  were  the  first  to  falter. 

The  girl  perceived  her  victory,  and  with  a  quiet 
laugh  straightened  herself  and  placed  one  hand  upon 
her  hip. 

"  What  if  I  did  ?  " 

The  young  priest  hesitated  a  moment  as  if  about  to 
speak,  then  turned  on  his  heel  and  hurried  away 
'       towards  the  convent. 

/  Alas  t  what  a  scene  of  turmoil  was   Manuers  poor 

head  that  night.  And  pray  what  right  had  petticoats 
to  thrust  themselves  into  the  breviary  ?  Woman's 
eyes  looked  at  him  from  every  comer  of  his  cell,  and 
even  when  he  frowned  and  bent  his  eyes  upon  his 
books,  the  hyphens  were  Cupid's  bows,  and  all  the 
S's  laughed  at  him.  J  had  a  flippant  way  of  cocking 
up  his  tail,  and  all  the  little  a's  looked  bashfully  away 
from  him.  He  read  the  same  passages  over  and  over 
again  without  comprehending  one  word  of  what  was 
written,  then  rose  and  paced  feverishly  up  and  down 
his  cell. 

How  foolish  he  had  been  deliberately  to  seek  temp- 
tation I  What  a  terrible  revelation,  what  a  rude 
awakening !  For  Manuel  no  longer  denied  that  his 
eyes  had  looked  love  into  the  woman's  eyes. 

At  the  end  of  an  hour's  fierce  battling  of  the 
various  elements  within  him  he  knelt  in  prayer,  and 
resolving  henceforth  to  shun  the  scene  of  his  defeat, 
cried,  '*  Lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  deliver  us 
from  all  evil," 
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Still,  h€  did  not  confess. 

On  the  morrow,  which  was  a  great  feast  day,  the 
Father  Reclor  preached  to  bis  floi  k  after  nia&a  was  over. 

"The  Company,"  sairl  ht^  *' were  pa^i^n^  through 
a  temporaiy  period  of  iiJlltctioD.  In  all  probabihty 
bis  listeners  were  dcstmed,  within  a  lew  bhd  months, 
to  Euifer  banishment,  and  to  be  scattered  among  the 
nations  of  the  earth. 

"  Let  it  not  be  thought  that  God  had  forgotten 
them.  Qiristj  fheir  General  on  high,  was  ever  watchful 
of  His  chosen  band,  and  had  devised  this  change  in 
furtherance  of  His  will, 

"  But  now,  whnt  ought  to  be  tht  spirit  in  which  the 
Jesuit  should  go  forth  among  the  nations?  Was 
Christ's  favourite  warrior,  His  ideal  of  martial  Chris- 
tianity, to  hie  hmt  by  back  hne&  and  unfrequented 
patlis  jn  order  to  avoid  the  glance  of  Satan  ■* 

'*  No  1  The  Jesuit's  conscience  was  pure  enough 
for  htm  to  faCi>  the  world  with  firwhiiig  eyes,  and,  firm 
a£  a  rock,  to  die  beside  his  standard,  vword  in  hand. 

'*  Many  wen?  the  \'icis5i1  tides  they  might  have  to 
unde^.  and  great  were  the  temptations.  Theie 
they  must  learn  to  vanquish  rather  tlian  to  shun.  For 
a  confttflnt  running  away  Iroin  every  new  temptation 
in  the  circumstanctTS  tht^y  wpjv  now  about  to  face  mtglit 
render  them  useless  to  Christ." 

And  then,  after  much  discoursing  in  this  manner, 
the  ^od  f;tther  told  them  how  dosL-ly  St.  I^ul  had 
anticipated  the  Jesuit's  attitude  when  going  forth  to 
figlit  tlie  ^ood  6ght. 

'•  •  Put  on  the  whole  armour  oJ  God,  that  yc  may  be 
ablr  to  -ctand  against  the  wik-s  *^f  Ihc  devil.  For  we 
wrestle  not  against  Jlesh  and  blood,  but  against  prin- 
cipalitits,  against  powers,  against  the  rulers  of  the 
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daxkncsA  of  this  world,  against  spiritual  wickedness 
in  hi^  places.  Wherefore  take  unto  you  the  whole  ar- 
mour of  God,  that  ye  may  be  able  to  withstand  in  the 
evil  day,  and  having  done  all,  to  stand. 

" '  Stand  therefore,  having  your  loins  girt  about 
with  truth,  and  having  on  the  breastplate  of  righteous- 
ness ;  and  your  feet  shod  with  the  preparation  of  the 
gospel  of  peace ;  above  aJl,  taking  the  shield  of  faith, 
wherewith  ye  shall  be  able  to  quench  all  the  fiery  darts 
of  the  wicked.' " 

When  Manuel  returned  to  his  cell  he  fell  into  deej) 
meditation.  From  his  narrow  embrasure  he  could 
survey  the  dark  green  forest  that  ran  up  the  mountain 
side  in  front  of  him.  From  one  point  in  the  distant 
sea  of  foliage  rose  a  lazy  column  of  smoke.  The 
autumnal  tints  were  just  commencing  to  show  them- 
selves. 

He  had  prajred  God  not  to  lead  him  into  tempta- 
tion. This  then  was  God's  reply,  given  through  the 
mouth  of  the  priest  His  servant. 

"  These  they  must  learn  to  vanquish  rather  than  to 
shun." 

"  So  be  it;'  thought  he.    "  But  God  help  me  I  " 

One  or  two  days  later  Manuel  went  out  to  meet  the 
messer^er  aloi^  the  road,  and  took  from  him  several 
letters.  One  of  them  was  in  a  small  square  envelope 
sealed  with  wax.  The  seal  was  a  peculiar  one.  Manuel 
had  seen  it  once  before.  Judging  by  the  texture  of 
the  paper,  Manuel  surmised  that  the  tiny  missive  had 
come  from  a  far  country.  It  was  amply  addressed 
"To  the  Father  Rector  of  the  College,"  m  a 
beautiful  handwriting,  evidently  that  of  a  woman, 
and  if  Manuel  had  spent  his  young  life  in  the  courts 
of   Europe  instead   of  shutting    himself  up  in   the 
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clois(rt5,  he  would  \\a.V{^  kxioun  that    that   hfnid  was 
royal. 

What  most  Attracted  the  yoxmg  priest's  attention, 
howe\'ei,  was  not  so  much  the  handwriting  cr  the  «aJ 
as  the  fact  dial  the  eiivelogie  bore  a  GMcft  FUur  dc 
Lyn,  whilsl  ihr  A<\t\tvss  was  wtilt(-n  in  violrt  ink, 
Immediately  hv  placed  it  in  his  bc&om.  and,  thrusting 
the  other  letters  into  his  pockets,  turned  to  go. 

*' Be  careful,  brother,"  murmured  the  man  on  the 
mule,  "and  God  be  with  yoti !  "  Wherewith  he  rode 
^ti  towardfi  the  village,  and  M;tnue1  sprang  into  the 
wood,  and  wrnt  rnirkhng  twigs  ^nd  cris|Ting  tlic  hWt-w 
leaves  under  foot  as  he  made  lowaixls  the  convent. 
\VhcD  he  came  to  the  point  where  the  two  roads 
parted,  he  chose  the  more  circuitous  way.  and  w^und 
round  the  IliU  side,  making  for  tlte  road  that  he  knew 
so  well, 

Tli<^  doiids  liKikrt!  Ihrr^trnirg,  and  a  irw  rain-drops 
had  already  fallen  ;  there  was  an  ominous  sound  of 
thunder  in  the  distance.  Along  the  road  that  passed 
beneath  the  avenue  of  chestnuts  tlie  darkness  was 
almost  as  heavy  as  ni^ht. 

Instinctively  he  looked  towards  the  spot  where 
Ter*«a  nsrti  to  gather  slicks  ^ilon^idt?  a  fallen  pojibi. 
She  was  not  tlierc. 

But  a  little  farther  on,  as  late  would  have  it,  he 
caujiht  sis^t  of  her  at  a  turn  in  the  road,  hurraing 
home  as  fast  as  her  feet  would  take  her,  and  with  a 
lieav^'  bundle  ol  faggots  perched  u]>oii  her  head. 

A  thuuclei>toini  had  commenced  to  raltli;  uvcr* 
hcad.  and  occasional  flashes  of  lightning,  followed 
rapidly  by  cnr-sphtting  craslies  of  thunder,  told  that 
the  tnngc  of  the  disturbance  was  already  passing  over 
the  forest. 

3^ 
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For  some  hundred  paces  Teresa  did  not  notice  that 
any  one  was  behind  her,  then  she  became  aware  of 
Manuel's  footsteps^  and  turning  suddenly  to  look  round 
with  the  bundle  still  upon  her  head,  stumbled  against 
a  large  stone  and  slightly  sprained  her  ankle.  Down 
came  the  faggots,  and  in  the  midst  of  a  most  awful 
thunderclap  Teresa  suddenly  found  herself  fallen  on 
the  ground  with  a  hazy  impression  that  the  thunder- 
clap was  part  of  the  disaster. 

No  doubt  the  girl  was  much  more  frightened  than 
hurt,  but  for  all  that  she  did  not  attempt  to  rise. 

Manuel  bent  over  her,  but  whether  her  eyes  were 
dosed  in  a  genuine  fainting  fit,  or  whether  they  were 
merely  shut  in  order  that  she  might  not  look  upon  so 
modest  a  priest,  or  whether  she  had  not  recognized 
himj  and  thought  that  the  Devil  himself  had  got  hold 
of  her,  the  reader  is  left  to  surmise  for  the  present, 
on  the  understanding  that  time  will  clear  up  all 
doubts* 

When  Manuel  bent  over  her  and  called  "  j  Hija  I  " 
several  times,  and  asked  her  if  she  had  hurt  herself, 
she  did  not  reply. 

And  the  darkness  gathered  thicker  and  thicker, 
whilst  the  rain  began  to  pour.  If  cold  water  were  all 
the  maid  required  to  bring  her  to,  forsooth  she  had 
enough  of  it.  But  this  evidently  was  a  case  for  smell- 
ing salts,  burnt  feathers,  and  unlacing  of  stays.  At 
least,  Manuel  had  a  dim  recollection  of  such  measures 
having  been  taken  on  similar  occasions  in  his  youth. 
A  pretty  fool  he  was  to  apply  such  remedies !  And 
on  which  side  might  her  stays  happen  to  be  laced  up, 
or  had  she  any  stays  at  all  ? 

Manuel  convinced  himself  that  she  had  not ;  but  ah  I 
what  an  agitating  thing  for  a  young  priest  to  have  to 
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verify,  and  thanks  to  the  darkness  that  one  might  nol 
see  his  face! 

After  Ji  moments  indrrision  Maniirl  took  the  girl 
in  hi;»  stnlwart  arms  <uid  bore  her  along  the  road  to- 
wards Ihc  wood.    He  knew  that  tJic  liut  was  close  by. 

Tlic  burden  did  not  trouble  him  a  whrl  j  he  was 
suipriscd  to  find  himself  so  strong.  Presently  he 
r&icltfd  (he  Uttb  cttiirmg  when?  stood  Ifit-  whiteu-^mhcd 
h«1,  with  its  (lumsy  n-d  tiles  and  its  worm-eaten  door. 

Tlic  tr«^  bent  down  and  kissed  the  root  from  behind 
the  hut.  and  a  fig-tree  grc^^'  in  front  of  it.  Piles  of  logs 
and  smaller  firewood  surrounded  tiie  eJearing.  The 
fowl  had  gone  to  roost  upon  the  lo^s,  and  there  was  no 
4mmd  save  from  the  litlk  iprin^  whirli  giirgU'd  ten 
yiinh  from  the  door,  ai^l  had^  in  ^ill  likeliliood,  caused 
the  old  hut  to  be  built  there,  for  otherwise  the  site 
had  nothing  to  recommend  it. 

Over  the  door  and  under  it  was  streaming  a  dull  red 
glow  from  the  interior,  and  when  Manuel  pushed  )ii$ 
Wiiy  in  :ind  [>eerwl  Ihrotigli  the  siumty  light  l)i;it  w;is 
iiflofdctl  by  the  hr^itth,  he  saw  r  rudr  coucli  coVLTcd 
b>"  matting,  on  which  he  tenderly  laid  his  burden ;  Uicn. 
going  to  the  door,  he  brought  in  a  log  and  some 
laggolB,  and  flung  them  on  the  emlwi^i.  which  hissed 
and  crackled  indignantly;  thai  with  tlie  rush  fan  tliat 
lay  on  one  side  of  the  hearth  he  kindled  tlie  dnder* 
into  flame, 

tThe  cottage  msidc  was  whitewashed  all  over,  and 
tocino,  dried  herbs  and  seed  pods  hung  from  the 
gnarled  mfterB,  forming  weird  shadows  against  the 
planting  roof. 
Going  to  tht?  eotich,  he  beni  ovtrr  Teit^su,  wIkinc  f.yt^ 
were  still  closed.  Tlien  he  began  to  grow  fiightened. 
Surely  so  >'oung  a  woman  could  not  have  fallen  dead 
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with  hcail  disease  ?  Had  slie  been  strudc  by  the 
flaah? 

Uc  placed  a  ti^d  on  either  side  of  her.  and.  btoding 
down  closely,  listened  for  tier  breath.  And  jn5t  then 
the  rogui:sJi  Hame  that  had  been  leaping  m  honestly 
and  lighling  fh*-  nwm  right  well,  cT*o^e  to  Mihsi*|r,  ^""d 
a^ain  there  v,ns  notliiiig  but  a  dull  red  glow  Ai  round 
the  cottage,  so  dull  that  Manuel  could  not  be  quite 
sure  that  her  eyes  v^^tc  not  lialf  open  and  looking  at 
him.     He  bent  ^-et  do^r. 

And  oh !   «tr»nge  to  say^  two  arms  row  slowly  up- 

^aith  ;ii]d  folded  themw^lves  Around  his  neck  iird  drew 

lii:«  he^ul  »o  law  that  his  face  towlied  her^,  and  when 

drciA-  back  hb  lips  were  afiame  with  Clic  print  of  a 

id  ids5. 

The  fi^rVs  amis  fell  by  lier  iiidc,  and  she  lieaved  a 
mighty*  sigh,  then  satd  half  aodibly— 

*"  All !     Il  vf^%  so  gooil — &o  good  I  " 
""  What  was  good,  daughter  >  " 
"  WbcB  you  were  cajT>ing  inc." 
Then  a  long  pause,  during;  which  his  guilty  eyes 
vatched  the  fitful  flaioe  that  now  and  again  rose,  and 
thend]edout,ahif  ashamed.  At  last  she  »poke  again— 
^-     "  How  ?(tTong  you  are  I  " 
^P    "  Where  is  your  mother,  child  ?  " 

"  Gone  to  the  village.    She  must  be  wailing  for  the 

r>rm  to  pass.    Sl^c  will  bo  back  anon/' 
■•  And  j-our  lather?'* 
'*  He  has  gone  to  Santander,  since  yesterday." 
"  And  who  i-t  >tjur  falhrr  ?  " 
"  Bias  the  charcoal  burner.    He  is  a  giant." 
'*  Yet  you— arc  far  troin  a  giantess.    And  how  well 
dk  Castilian !    Are  you  not  Basque  ?     Did 
,  your^f  >  " 
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*'My  fool,  yes!" 

"  I>oe4  it  pain  you  ?  " 

"  A  little,  but  1  had  forgotten  i(." 

He  turned  his  eyes  towards  her  once  more,  aiid  ^ic 
rcstwl  her  hand  caressingly  upon  his  shoulder.  Ob  ! 
how  his  heart  leiiired  iuiJ  lt]nibl>ed.  Then  slic  said 
ag^ain,  aa  it  Jt  pl&ised  her — 

"  How  strong  yon  are !  " 

Then,  Vfhaii  he  took  her  hands  and  bcDt  towajxl^  her 
face,  she  Laughed  and  wliispered — 

"  You  thought  I  was  fainting.  Not  1 1  !  w-a< 
watching  yijui  fate  thruu^h  my  i-yiJ.L^hcs  all  the  while 
you  carried  me." 

Here  the  tianic  went  out  a^ain. 

And,  seeing  that  the  stonn  has  paificd  aiid  the  door 
in  parity  open,  yon  and  I  will  go  out  too. 


¥> 


CHAPTER  III 

Falsta/f.  "  I  did  not  think  that  Master  Silence  had  been  a 
man  of  this  mettle.'* 

King  Henry  IV. 

WHEN  Manuel  reached  the  college  gates  he  was 
panting  for  breath  and  pale  of  face.  Orders 
had  been  left  that  he  was  to  go  direct  to  the  room  of 
the  Father  Rector^  and,  gathering  himself  together 
and  bidding  his  heart  be  still,  he  straightway  sought 
the  old  man's  presence,  and  stood  before  him  all  un- 
kempt, his  garments  soaked  with  rain  and  his  feet 
covered  to  the  ankles  in  mud. 

A  cheerful  fire  was  burning  upon  the  hearth,  for  the 
evening  was  somewhat  cold.  Beside  the  hearth  sat 
the  good  father  in  his  easy  chair.  He  smiled  at  the 
young  man*s  haste  and  stains  of  travel  with  benevo- 
lent approval,  and,  laying  his  book  upon  the  reading 
desk  at  his  side,  first  pulled  the  bell,  then  raised  the 
lamp  shade,  so  that  the  light  shone  upon  Manuel's 
face,  and,  folding  his  hands  tc^ether,  leant  back  in  his 
easy  chair. 

The  door  opened,  and  a  lay  brother  came  in, 

"Set  a  cover  upon  the  refectory  table  beside  the 
fire,*'  commanded  the  Rector.  "  Some  of  the  chicken 
broth  we  had  at  dinner,  boiling  hot ;  a  cutlet,  and  a 
decanter  of  M41aga  wine." 

But  Manuel's  eyes  did  not  sparkle,  though  for  ten 
hours  he  had  not  broken  his  fast. 
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"And  now/'  said  the  Padre  Rector  with  (lie  keen 
relish  of  airio«ity  about  to  Iw  gratified,  '*  let  lis  «ee 
what  our  ietaIou^  and  trusty  scout  has  brought  us  in  " 

Manud  put  his  hand  in  the  bosom  oi  his  viest. 
pliir|;cd  it  deeper  and  deeper,  grew  redder  and  redder 
in  the  face,  opened  his  mouth  wider  and  wider,  and 
stared  at  the  Reetor  aghast. 

"  Wliat  i*  nnit<;s  ?  "  ^ked  the  latter,  Ijegiiming  to 
feci  uiKionifortablr. 

"  1  have  lost  it.'* 

"Lgst  what?" 

"  The  letter  bearing  a  golden  Fleur  de  Lys." 

"|Jes<\s,  Mariay  Joftil" 

The  htlle  Rettor  was  now  on  hU  feet,  his  Itani 
raided  to  his  sjiectacles^  wliieh  he  cndriivoiirrcl  to  ad- 
just to  acme  such  iocus  as  would  make  thin^  wear  a 
diilcrcnt  aspect, 

"  Feel  a^ainl " 

Manuel  felt  :^ain,  turned  out  from  his  pockets  the 
four  or  fivr  onlinajy  letters,  which  the  Reetor  threw 
impatirntly  asidr.  and  made  so  ddignit  a  search  (h!i( 
it  could  not  very  well  have  been  more  thorough  were 
he  looking  for  a  Hca. 

"  There  is  no  doubt,  Fallier,  1  have  lost  il." 

For  a  moment  the  Rector  sat  down,  then  bounced 
to  tis  feet  and  rang  th<r  bell  furiously.  The  lay 
brother  came  in  a^ain,  and,  venturing  to  sprak  first — 

"I  have  already  placed  the  broth  and  wine  upon 
the  refector>'  tabic," 

*'TniIy?"  cried  the  Rector.  "'Then,  air,  mark 
mv  wclh  Vou  may  take  the  broth  and  pour  it  out  of 
the  refectory-  window,  vou  may  throw  the  aitlet  into 
the  refectorj'  fire,  and  you  may  give  tl^r  Mt^Uga  wine 
to  His  Majesty  the  Devil,  who  happens  to  be  some- 
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wher«  ia  the  ricinity  Ihia  very  night.    Stay  I   wtucrc 
are  you  goinfc  ?  '' 

To  do  as  1  am  bidden." 
"  First  of  all  tliid  Padre  Bartolom^,  iiad  bid  him 
pfcjKire  a  jviyitiu]  nl  twelve  or  fouhvrii  broth«rs.  all  wilh 
torches.    Something  h.as  been  lost  in  the  woods,  and 
no  one  shall  sleep  to-nighl  until  wc  find  it." 

When  the  door  had  closed,  the  Faliici  Rector  began 
to  speak  his  mind. 

"  Do  you  know,  «ir,  what  }K)U  havx  done  ? "  h« 
»!ikrdr  %udiifTtily  h;itting  in  thi?  mirldle  t>f  tmr.  ui  }m 
Iraotic  passes  across  tbc  fooni  with  his  haudfi  clasped 
tightly  behind  his  back. 
Haaud  huni*  tiis  liead. 

"Have  you  realised  Uie   totally  uoimaginable  dij;- 
astei  tiiat  \iu^  befallen  ?  *' 
ManiK'l  WA"^  ^tlrnl , 

'^  No,  you  cannot.     I  didn't  expect  you  could*" 
After  another  turn  or  two  tlic  old  man  came  up  to 
him,  and,  looking;  closely  into  hi^  face  and  tappini;  him 
on  the  cheit— 

"  Vou  ^lave  lost  a  letter  tnch  as  bciorc  now  has  set 
ont;  nation  warring  with  another  :  you  have  lost  a  letter 
such  as  might  ruin  the  prospects  of  a  crowned  head; 
you  ha^'c  lodt  a  letter  which  may  tmdo  the  Company 
of  Jesus  and  set  Ihem  back  a  century  or  more.  That 
letter  contained  IJie  key  to  the  cypher  of  all  the  docu- 
ments we  have  received  from  a  certain  country  in  rhs 
past  few  days,  and  of  several  tliat  may  sHU  Iv.'  <m  the 
way*  And,  what  h  worse,  there  is  reason  to  bcbevc 
that  some  of  those  doc^nnents  have  been  waylaid. 

*'  And  now,  mv  Q<x\ !  yon  straightway  furnish  them 
with  the  key  l  And  no  one  knows  what  was  in  the 
letter  bc^^idcs,  wntten  in  plain  S|Mnislt,  for  the  great 
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lady  who  wrote  it  is  apt  to  be  caiclcss  at  tinier.  She 
may  hjve  offi^rcj  avuMance,  wlmli  will  nni  bi^  furtlw 
LiuNiiiig  nuw,  for  1  caiinot  accept  it  lUiU^s  ]  know  for 
ccriiiin*  And  she  may  liiivc  r^tiiiccl  clukc^  And  mar- 
quises tliat  arc  toiling  JUcc  slaves  in  the  good  oausc, 
;iycl  nnd  may  be  toiling  to-morrow  in  tlie  gdlcys^ 
thanks  to  you] " 

Tliiia  did  the  tiifuii^ted  Rectov  chi(ie  Maniid,  and 
said  to  hiiii  m;uiy  bitter  lliin^  besides.  Ai  length, 
seeing  that  the  young  g>n»t  was  suffering  mo^t  in- 
tensely, nnd  being  a  considerate  man  at  heart  and  a 
good  Jesuit  to  boot,  he  refrained  from  Eiirttier  scolding 
and  w^nt  out  to  organijcc  the  search. 

Dr>wn  in  the  valley  tint  nighl.  and  from  11ieop|X)sIte 
hill-Hule,  one  or  two  wikeiul  peoplt=  who  certainly 
should  have  been  in  b«xl«  were  amnzjcd  by  a  curious 
sight.  On  the  lollowiTiR  morning,  when  they  nnrratod 
the  event,  tlifir  neighbours  iookrd  upon  them 
roguishly  and  winked  to  one  another  behind  their  hats, 
asciibtng  the  impression  lo  agaardicnU.  In  course  of 
tuiie,  however,  it  was  found  that  so  many  diimkcn 
men  had  observed  the  fuimc  phenomenon  that  there 
must  surely  be  some  tnjth  in  it,   This  is  what  thcj'snw. 

First,  from  the  Jesuit  Collide  in  the  valley  there 
came  out  a  line  of  light.  Little  by  little  tliis  line 
spread  itself  out  until  it  was  seen  to  consist  o(  some 
fourteen  or  fiftrt-n  stars. 

These  stan  then  wandered  Irom  ^ide  to  side,  some* 
timc»  edip^ng  them^vcA  hdiind  the  trcc«i  anon  re* 
appearing  in  (he  open. 

After  more  than  an  hour,  the  foremost  star  worked 
its  way  on  to  the  high  road,  and  then  Ihc  ether 
stars  joined  it  one  t>y  one,  all  combinli^  to  foi  [n  one 
»tar  of  great  ma^itudc. 
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Then,  after  ten  minutes*  pause,  this  large  star  com- 
menced shooting  oft  small  stars  into  the  woods  again, 
and  eventually  the  whole  constellation  regained  the 
collie  and  disappeared. 

Not  only  was  this  extraordinary  spectacle  witnessed 
by  the  late  retirers  overnight,  but  the  early  risers  on 
the  morrow  were  surprised  at  the  unwonted  number 
of  Jesuits,  who,  three  and  three,  with  book  in  hand, 
came  wandering  from  the  convent,  snifiing  the  morn- 
ing air  and  revelling  in  the  beauties  of  Nature.  Indeed, 
it  was  remarkable  how  curiously  they  scanned  the 
fallen  leaves,  which  certainly  had  tints  in  them  de- 
serving of  admiration.  Some  people  conjectured  that 
the  good  fathers  were  looking  for  mushrooms,  but  they 
were  wrong. 

Not  once,  nor  twice,  nor  thrice,  but  many  times,  did 
Padre  Bartolom^  ask  sternly  of  Manuel,  "  Have  we 
passed  over  every  foot  of  the  ground  ? "  and  each 
time  Manuel  answered  him,  "  Yes," 

But  Manuel's  answer  was  not  quite  correct.  It 
contained  an  error  of  just  about  one  per  cent.  Later 
in  the  day  Manuel  found  himself  busied  over  the  fol- 
lowing problem  : — 

If  in  a  path  of  five  thousand  yards  one  searches  all 
but  fifty,  and  cannot  discover  a  letter  that  has  been 
dropped  along  that  path,  where  is  the  letter  ? 

And  it  is  evident  that  Manuel  had  puzzled  out  the 
solution  of  this  problem,  for,  as  soon  as  he  was  allowed 
anopportunity,  besought  Teresa,  whom  he  found  at  her 
usual  task  of  gathering  faggots  for  making  charcoal  and 
for  selling  in  the  town.  To  be  sure,  she  was  very  daint- 
ily dressed  for  a  hewer  of  wood  and  drawer  of  water. 

"  I  have  not  seen  your  love  letter,"  cried  the  giri 
hotly,  with  a  wave  of  her  hand, 
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"  Indeed,  it  was  no  love  letter." 
"  No  love  letter  ?    Then  why  are  you  »>  eager  to 
ftnd  it  ? " 
"  Because " 


'*  Because  you  are  burning  to  read  all  the  soft  tbti:gs 
that  fthe  3a>'s  to  ymi"  {thU  very  bittcrlyj  ''and 
all  tl^e  '  d'lrimgs '  aiid  '  fiweethearts  *  that  slie  calls 
yoii  '*  (putting  her  hands  upon  her  liips  and  her  uTm% 
akimbo],  "and  to  count  the  kisses  she  sends  yo\t, stnd 
ynu  a  prifti.     Where  i*4  your  slianii.'  }  " 

"  Teresa,  have  pfty — I  tell  you  the  truth,  it  was  no 
love  letter.  It  cortained  matters  ol  vast  importance, 
matters  more  weighty  ttian  you  can  dream  of,  secrets 
thit  might  niin  a  man/' 

The  giH  leant  agininst  a  tree  ;ind  regarded  him  lor 
a  moment  wilh  curiosily;  then,  coming  toward*  him 
and  resting  her  hands  upon  his  shoulders —  ; 

" '  Secrete  (hat  might  ruin  a  rnan '  ?  Then  tliey  arc 
secret^  that  might  tnak^  a.  man/' 

"  How  w  ?  '• 

*'  A  secret  thai  can  mar  a  man  U  a  secret  that  can 
make  a  man"  repeated  Teresa  cryptically  and  witti 
mudi  icJish, 

*'  And  3'ou  have  not  seen  it  ?  " 

Her  quick  eyc$  ^nced  at  him.  she  paused  a  mo- 
ment, then  answered  boldly — 

"  No  1  Nor,  did  I  see  it,  t^hould  I  know  how  to  read 
it," 

Whereupon  she  clasped  him  round  the  neck  and 
kissed  hb  face,  nor  would  she  allow  him  to  resume  his 
questioninj*. 

4  •  •  •  « 

Some  months  after  the  m^f^leriouft  dkippea ranee 
of  the  letter  marked  with  a  Fleur  de  hy^,  Antonio  and 

46 


THE  PAGAN  AT  THE  SHRINE 

Manuel  "KVJt  pacing  up  «tncl  down  ttic  road  that  led  to 
the  convent. 

It  wds  cveuUde,  the  sun  was  about  to  sci,  and  in  all 
tb£  countryside  tho  ^oats  were  beinj^  driven  in  by 
ragged  urchin.^  who  hastened  itie  loiterers  vrith  well* 
directed  pebbl«t>  Only  Uk  younger  goats  appeared 
to  need  snch  pressing,  th«  ciders  prL-fcrnng  to  keep 
well  in  the  front,  or,  if  pcicliance  they  lingered^  tfieir 
instinct  told  them  when  their  persecutor  was  stooping 
for  a  stone,  and  before  the  miasite  was  »ped  upon  its 
way,  they  would  carry  their  buttocks  eUewhere  with 
a  derUive  "  Boh-r-r/'  which  w^ia  audita  across  the 
vall«y  in  (he  KtLllne>«  of  the  c\'cning> 

Antonio  w,is  in  his  riding  clothcis  and  every  now  and 
then  he  slapped  his  leggings  with  bis  whip  or  cut  the 
beadofi  a  tempting  thistle.  His  nir  was  as  careless 
as  ever,  his  brow  unclouded,  his  mood  serene.  And  if 
he  had  not  retired  lo  v^i  until  early  moniing»  be  sure 
that  hr-  liad  not  riwn  till  .titer  noon. 

*'  r  Ihonght  wn  wanted  to  sec  mc  about  soinctliing 
urgent,"  said  Autonio,  throwing  hb  whip  ever  so  high 
and  catching  it  again.  "  Your  letter  gave  roe  quite 
a  start.    I  never  knew  you  wrote  so  bndly,  chtco." 

"  It  b  «o  long  since  I  saw  you,'*  murmured  Manuel, 
looking  on  tlu'  ground. 

Evidently  there  was  something  more  to  come,  and 
Manuel  did  not  know  how  to  make  a  beginning.  An- 
toviio,  indeed,  suspected  that  such  was  the  case,  but 
he  was  either  too  callous  or  too  asinine  to  help  him 
with  his  diificulty,  and  continued  to  hum  a  lune  and 
to  throw  his  whip  nboiit.  Occasionally  thr  young 
priest  darted  a  quick  glance  at  him  from  out  of  the 
comer  of  his  eye,  and  there  was  a  growing  something, 
^^ery  mudi  like   contempt,    intcnningled   with    the 
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ttpcflsioess,  tliat  had  marked  hi^  features  ever  sjncc 
he  »aw  Antonio  coming  up  ihe  hill  upon  his  neg, 

A  struggle;  was  going  ot\  in  M;ini:cl'«  brain  *twixt 
pride  and  pnidcnce.  And  to  \ndf  him  from  the 
gathering  storm  tie  was  even  wiUmg.  like  Triniuhi,  U> 
creep  in  u&dcr  the  mooncaJi^s  gaberdine. 

After  a  lengthy  pause  he  thwi  began — 

"  I  suppose  that,  in  llie  course  of  your  lian^brained 
IreaJcs,  you  have  h:id  miiny  afT^iini  of  gallantry  ?  " 

*'I  «iippOM^  «o!**  answrrrd  Antonio  diily,  raising 
his  eyi^brows. 

Manuel  paused  again  for  a  moment  and  stooped  to 
gatlier  a  lem  leaf  at  his  feet.  He  had  assumed  a  tone 
which  wa»  almost  frivolous,  and  certainly  it  was  most 
distasteful  to  htm.  Yet  he  fdl  Ih^t  Antonio  would 
only  laugh  at  him  if  he  ktd  b^xv  ]m  heart  with  all  its 
surging  hopes  and  fears.  With  all  his  quiet  scorn  for 
Ajitonio's  shallowness,  he  flmchcd  before  his  cruel 
buffoonery.  And  this  was  the  judge  to  whom  he  must 
needft  i^ul>mit  himself  I 

*■  Of  coiir>ie — yon  never  chat  to  me  about  auch  IhingK, 
bccausi- — you  have  got  it  into  your  head  that  the  sulv 
ject  is  obnoxious  to  me." 

"Since when  has  it  been  attractive  to  ^-ou,  brother 
priftst }  *' 

"  I  did  not  say  tliat  It  was  exd^tly-^^ttractive" 

"  Tljcn  what  the-  devil  did  you  *ay  ?  " 

"  I  implied  that  Uir  f^ubjcct  was  not  quite  so  ol> 
noxious  to  me  a5  >x)u  thought.'' 

"Something.  isnH  it? '• 

"Oh  dear  not" 

"WcU.  what  ar«  you  going  round  and  lotmd  in 
cird»  (or  ?  what's  amEA  ?  " 

"  Nothing  I " 
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Antonio  began  to  grow  impatient,  and  whistled  with 
a  resigned  air,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  If  you  wonH  tell  me 
what  is  the  matter,  you  won't,  and  I  am  sure  it  doea 
not  trouble  me  much  whether  you  do  or  not." 

This,  indeed,  was  not  the  first  time  that  Manuel 
had  thus  attempted  to  unbosom  himself,  and  had  come 
to  a  full  stop.  He  cleared  his  throat,  and,  looking  very 
bard  at  the  fern  stalk  which  he  twiddled  between  his 
thumb  and  finger,  and  growing  just  a  shade  paler,  he 
said — 

"  Well,  if  you  must  know " 

"  Must  know !  I  don't  insist  at  all.  Say  what  you 
like." 

"  WeU,  I  wish  to  tell  you." 

"  Ah  !    That  is  *  flour  out  of  another  bin/  chico !  " 

"  I  must  first  of  all  teU  you  that  we  are  all  of  us  weak 
at  times." 

'*  Even  you  ?  " 

'*  Yes !  Weak,  that  is  to  say,  in — ever  so  many 
little  things.  One  indulges  in  too  much  food  or  too 
much  sleep,  for  instance,  or  one — reads  a  forbidden 
book  that  is  good  for  naught." 

■'Ah  I" 

"  Or  one  yields  to  light  thoughts  at  a  moment  when 
prayer  and  fasting  have  been  ordained." 

"  Quite  so !  " 

"  Or  one  loiters  along  the  pleasant  paths  in  the 
summer-time,  when  the  day's  task  has  yet  to  be  com- 
pleted." 

"  Very  true !     I  have  done  it  myself." 

"  All  these  things  have  I  done." 

"  Humph !  " 

"  And  more  I  " 

'"Oh!" 
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"  What  do  you  mean  by  '  Oh  "  ?  *^ 

^T}iA\  now  wc  are  coming;  lo  it.  Don't  let  me  in- 
tcmipl  you/' 

^  1  have  done  much  more  tlian  nH  these,  Antonio, 
and  1  am  a  wretched  sinner." 

"The  devil  r' 

"And"— here  Mannel  with  a  sudden  outburst 
irew  all  rcfinenients  to  the  winds—''  1  have  aiked  you 

come  in  order  tkkt  you  inii^ht  help  u^  in  our  great 
afaicttoru" 

Antonio  came  to  a  standstill  with  both  hctnds  buried 
very  deeply  in  his  pockets  and  his  short  whip  standing 
out  of  one  of  th^m  lUcc  a  fiigfitaff.  He  opened  his  eyes 
very  wide  and  shouted — 

** '  Us  '  1     How  many  of  you  art  there  ?  " 

"  At  present— only  two." 

"  Wliat  ? " 

Manuel  hung  down  his  hcud,  and  muttered  some- 
thing  half  intelligibly. 

Antonio  then  sat  down  firmly  on  the  ground  wth 
his  hAfids  still  in  his  pockf^ts  and  his  legs  wide  apart, 
without  taking  hiseyei  for  one  moment  off  Jus  brotlicr's 
face,  and  thus  for  Jomc  little  time  regarded  him  open- 
mottthed  in  blank  astonishment.  But  il  the  young 
Jesuit  gathered  from  thL?  beginning  that  Antonio  waA 
capble  of  taking  the  mutter  seriously,  he  was  nuich 
mistaken. 

Nothing  would  have  better  satisfied  M^iuel  in  his 
distress  than  for  Antonio  to  nnile  him,  to  reason  with 
him,  expostulate  ^ith  him,  and  then,  gradually  over- 
coming the  firgt  few  momenta  oC  anger,  to  condole  with 
him  and  diKCUss  the  happiest  is^ue  out  of  his  ^fHiclifm. 

But  Antonio,  after  staring  opcn-moutlied  for  fully 
tliirty  seconib,  placed  lus  hands  between  his  knees  and 
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b^an  rocking  himself  backward  and  forward,  with  the 
most  horrible  contortions  of  the  face,  then,  springing 
to  his  feet  as  if  he  could  control  himself  no  longer, 
held  both  his  sides  and  laughed  first  "  Ho  I  ho  !  ho  !  " 
th«i"Ha1  hal  haI"then"He!  hej  heI'Mike 
the  great  ass  that  he  was  and  ever  would  be. 
And  after  he  had  made  an  exhibition  of  himself  in 
this  manner  for  more  time  than  Manuel  would  have 
thought  possible,  he  lay  on  the  ground  laughing 
wearily,  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  and  looking  every  now 
and  again  over  his  shoulder  at  his  brother,  then  turn- 
ing away  to  laugh  again  and  kicking  one  leg  up  into 
the  air  in  a  derisive  way  that  he  had  when  he  wished 
to  be  very  funny. 
The  Jesuit  stood  looking  down  at  him  with  curled 

lip. 

At  length  Antonio  arose,  and,  giving  his  brother 
a  round-armed  slap  upon  the  shoulders,  cried  very 
boisterously — 

"Well  done,  chico !  well  done!  So  that  you 
managed  to  forget  for  an  hour  that  yon  were  a  priest, 
and  to  remember  that  you  were  a  man.  And  what 
have  you  told  this  to  w*  for  ?  " 

"Certainly  not  in  the  hope  of  receiving  good  coun- 
sel or  assistance,**  replied  Manuel  bitterly. 

"  I  don't  know  so  much  about  that.  Who  is  to  help 
you  if  I  can't,  chico  ?  And  is  the  lady  old  or  is  she 
young,  is  she  dark  or  fair,  thin  or  fat,  or  is  she — 
I  caracoles  I — you  httle  devil!  You  don't  mean  to 
say  she  is  a  nun  ?  *' 

"  I  never  said  anything  of  the  kind.  She  is  a  wood- 
cutter's daughter," 

"Ah  yal  In  the  pleasant  shadows  when  the 
nightingale  is  singing  tra-la-la,  tra-la-la,  eh  ?      And 

51 


THE  PAGAN  AT  THE  SHRINE 

i*  lh«TC  a  spring  that  gurgles  past  the  cottage  door  ?  " 

*'  Yes,    How  did  you  know  ?  " 

"  Because  tlieie  alw;iy*  i::  ;i  spring.  It  h  oiie  of  the 
symptoms.     Ami  how  diil  II  iill  hupjit^ii  ?  " 

ManucPs  blushes  implied  that  this  w;i5  too  acarchiiig 
a  qucslton  ;  therefore  the  other  changed  it  to — 

"  How  did  you  Rct  to  know  her  ?  " 

'*  We    looked    into    each    other's    eyes    and 

What  h  the  nuiier  with  you  ?  " 

"  Nothing  1     fiootil  " 

"  At  last,  one  evening  in  a  terrible  storm,  sl^c  slipped 
and  spmincd  her  ankle,  just  as  she  was  vtTLlkiTig  aion^ 
in  front  of  me" 

"And  what  did  you  do?  " 

"  I  carried  her  in  my  arm*  lo  the  cottage," 

*'Nalnrally!  Tin?  shrphcnl  bringin|{  in  the 
wounded  lamb.    Well  ?  " 

"And  then — -" 

'•  Y«  ?  " 

Manuel  still  altered  and  hung  down  his  hendr 
AntGniio  gLinced  ^i  him  iideways,  liia  features  work- 
ing, then  suddenly  he  ratsed  hia  right  ami  above  his 
head,  a.H  though  addressing  the  licavens,  And  roared 
out  the  old  Murciana  verse  ;— 

"  RoM^  ii  no  te  cojUl-l- 
Hom,  ai  no  xc  coji-l'S-t* 
Pfl*  pOF  que  no  me  dia  fuia-ft-a-," ' 

"Why do  you  play  the  fool  ?  "  said  Manuel  angrily. 

"Because,  little  brother  ol  my  #wul !  "  rephed  An- 
tonio, clapping  him  on  the  shonldf^r,  "  1  must  either 
i;ing  or  hug}}  or  burst  I  *' 

*  "  Hou^,  if  I  pltickod  Ihcc  noi^  'tu£«  twcaote  I  ilirl  not 
cboo«*." 
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Afltonio's  loud  solo  had  roused  some  birds  on  a  tree 
branch  just  over  (bcir  be&ds.  Antonio  glanced  up 
into  the  dark  foliiige  lo  ^ee  what  all  tlL&  flutiering  and 
twittcdng  nieant,  llieii  b;ick  ia  hU  biotlicrN  r^ir^ 
And  lie  read  in   the  eyes  of  Manuel   stidi  groin-in^ 

t resentment  that  he  took  Jiim  by  the  arm  and  said. 
reasGuringly  and  impetuously — 
k  "  H  y-ou  want  help.  Lad,  faith,  you  have  come  to  the 
right  qtiartcf  for  U.  I  am  with  yon  In  Xhh  business 
through  thii^k  and  thin,  nf^vr.r  fr-;u' !  Nuw,  fir^t  of 
all,  I  suppose  you  hnvc  confessed  }  " 
I  "  Cenlcs&cd  I  And  stUl  a  member  ot  the  college  1  " 
I  "  Weil— but  what  arc  you  going  to  do  ?  Give  up 
the  priesthood  for  a  bepnninK.  eh  ?  *' 

*'  No !  "  i^pUei]  M;inuel,  comitig  to  a  standstill  iind 
knitting  his  bruvM  with  murli  dcrtcrmii nation, 

"  Then  >"ou  ttrc  a  grcnt  iooJ  f    Surely  you've  had 

Lenougli  ol  this  ma5<iucrnding  in  a  gown  f  Surely  yon 
can  se«  you  are  not  fitted  ior  it  ?  iCaraeoIe&l  You 
have  risen  ten  inches  in  my  esteem;  don't,  for  God'* 
sake,  fall  back  twenty,  b>'  telling  me  you  »tiU  ine^m  to 
be  a  Untem-jawed  priest  1  Wliy,  hid,  you  have  the 
making  of  m  br^ve  a  m;in  in  you  as  e^cr  danced  a 
bolero  or  taccd  a  bull,  j  Jc^t^s  I  II  you'd  only  tic 
year  petticoats  round  your  waist  and  catch  hold  of  a 
guitar,  there  an?  women  in  Madrid  would  trip  it  on  the 
table  as  long  iis  yon  Itkt.'d  to  ptay  to  Ihcm,  Aye,  and 
drink  out  of  the  ^inc  co^  wttli  you,  duchesseA  ^nd 
countesses !  l)o  you  know»  chiquito,  tlmt  yoifd  make 
more  havoc  in  the  do\'ccots,  with  that  pensive  face  ot 
youre,  than  Don  Juan  Tenorio  himself  ?  " 
Hanud  made  an  impatient  gesture. 
"  lly  ambition,"  said  tie,  "  is  fax  othenviM." 
"  And  what  ia  your  ambition  ?  " 
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"  I  have  been  leinpted  and  h^vc  fallen,  bal  there  U 
yet  time  ior  me  to  rcjxriit  and  become  a  good  priest." 

"Oh!  ol  course!"  rejoined  Mtcaiio.  pushing  his 
tongue  into  liis  check,  "  H  you  confess  and  are  ab- 
solved" 

He  1tK>ked  al  Manuel  under  hi^  eyebixvws. 

Mamtd  bit  Ids  hp  and  seemed  Iroablcd.  AitcT  4 
while  lie  vkxnt  on — 

"  My  determination  is  even  greater  than  before. 
I  would  sooner  gain  distinction  as  a  pnesl — and 
especially  a  Jesuit  priest— ^ihan  any  other  dbtinctJon 
titui  I  can  llitnk  cf^  And  tiiis,  wo  mu\l  mil  cmH  am* 
bition,  (or  the  greatest  ;iniong  us  is  the  lowhcst." 

Artwiii>  sTgljcd,  and  began  to  cut  at  the  thbtic 
stalks  AgikUi. 

**God  has  given  me  a  sign  "  continued  Manuel,  as 
though  speaking  to  himself,  for  now  tliat  Antonio's 
ilfiMvt^  nuHhl  Urul  (^iidt^l,  hv-  no  UjEL|j;ei  treated  him 
scricudy,  and  even  fell  to  musing*  '*'  There  »  no  true 
happiness  in  t!iis  hie  but  calm.  The  joyz  of  mankind 
— what  arc  Ihcy  P  Each  succeeded  by  bitter  penance  I 
For  me  the  e^cn  pleasure  of  communion  with  my  soi;l, 
of  studying  my  Redeemer  and  His  will,  joy  is  a  riot, 
111  w]i;iltvef  *^h4pe  or  fonii,  ouliide  the  duister.  Joy 
brings  Cataatroplte  i^ast  treading  upon  lii^  hocb.  God 
has  given  me  a  sign,  and  the  dcviJ  attempts  to  bar 
my  path  at  every  turning.  Cod  stdl  wills  it  that  I 
abouJd  devote  my  life  to  Him." 

"'And— the  gid  ?  " 

''Teresa  and  I  part  for  ever.  Tliere  is  no  other 
way/^ 

"  It  is  all  arranged,  then  >  ** 

'*  No :  that  U  partly  why  1  wislied  to  see  you." 

**  What  whistle  am  /  to  blow  in  tliis  bnritUttS  ?  " 
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"  Has  it  not  occurred  to  you  bow  you  might  assist 
me?" 

'*  Frankly,  it  has  not  dawned.  I  alwa^^  was  an 
ass," 

'*  At  all  events,"  said  Manuel,  threading  his  ann 
through  his  brother's,  "  yon  always  were  a  rake,  and 
there  is  no  telling  how  many  affairs  you  have  been 
mixed  up  in,  or— what  are  the  results." 

"  I  like  candour." 

"  Yes,  and  now  1  am  coming  to  the  point.  Let  me 
ask  you  frankly,  Antonio,  amongst  so  many  scandals 
that  have  been  laid  at  your  door  (some,  perhaps,  un- 
justly) is  it  possible  that  one  more  scandal  would  be 
either  here  or  there  ?  " 

"  Oh-h-h-h  I " 

"  You  begin  to  understand  ?  " 

"  Oh,  perfecUyr 

"  And  the  idea — does  not  please  you  ?  " 

*'  Let  me  stop  for  a  moment  to  consider.  There  is 
a  sensation  be^ning  to  dawn,  but  I  am  not  quite 
sure  whether  it  is  agony  or  deUght.  Go  on  a  little 
farther  with  your  proposals." 

"  Antonio,  do  not  let  us  fool  each  other  when  such 
vital  issues  are  at  stake.  Either  you  will  or  you  will 
not.  Which  is  it  to  be  ?  Let  me  place  before 
you  straightforwardly  my  proposition.  What  harm 
would  it  do  you  to  remove  tiiis  girl  to  another  part  of 
the  country,  to  make  her  an  allowance,  and  to  let 
people  form  whatever  conclusions  they  like  ?  If  you 
will  not,  I  must  perforce  give  up  my  future,  claim  from 
you  an  allowance  for  myself,  and — and  marry  her." 

"  Don't  be  a  fool !  I  haven't  yet  refused  you,  have 
I  ?  Now  let  me  give  you  my  answer.  I  will  take 
your  sweetheart  away  with  me  to  Santa  Fe ;  she  shall 
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have  o  cottage  to  live  in  and  an  oiua  every  mc«ith  to 
spend,  and— let  people  say  what  tlie  devil  they  please  I 
Viliat  doe*  it  matter  to  me  ?  " 

"  T"  Saitt^i  F^  ?  "  said  Maiuid  tlunightfiilly,  sivit] 
took  his  brother's  arm. 

They  continued  to  pace  along  the  road  and  to 
develop  their  arrangements  ior  lolly  another  hour. 
At  lenjfth  from  across  the  v^ey  came  Uie  distant  tinkle 
of  a  diurdi  bell,  and  Ant^Jiiio,  lor^king  ui  his  watdi, 
ftiufift  dial  \n  cjTaci6n  Uatl  alre^y  cuine  aod  goTU-,  ;iii{], 
looking  at  the  rnoon^  saw  that  it  was  climbing  up 
above  the  trcc-topSp 

It  wa£  yet  possible  for  them  to  rearh  the  college  in 
time  ior  praying  souls  out  of  purgatory  (Las  Ininias), 
and  as  Antonio's  horse  was  ti<!d  up  in  the  yard  and  lie 
wished  tc»  kiw  the  Rector's  haiid  before  rlepart)Lig»  thry 
turned  their  face*  towards  the  college  once  ^g^tin.  and 
went  talldng  eagerly  and  looking  up  at  the  multitude 
oE  windows^  whence  streamed  a  yellow  light,  and  at 
the  sparkling  tiles  which  the  moon  was  already 
glinting. 

And  Manuel,  allliough  he  did  not  fully  tinboMm 
him^cK  to  hia  brother,  felt  most  profoundly  thankful 
thai  deliverance  was  at  hand,  and  believed  jt  to  t)c 
God's  will  that  he  t^oiild  escape  from  the  results  of 
his  transgression. 
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CHAPTER  IV 

"Yet  fain  the  mind  its  anguish  would  forego^ 

Spread  then,  historio  Muse,  Uiy  pictured  scroll ; 
Bid  thy  great  scenes  in  alt  their  splendour  glow, 
And  swell  to  thought  aublimc  the  exalted  soul/' 

Beattie. 

TWO  years  passed  by,  and  Spain  no  longer  knew 
the  Jesuits>  Convents  in  rninsT  convents  made 
into  barradcs,  and  convents  whose  darkened  windows 
looked  sadly  inwards  on  the  past,  were  all  that  re- 
mained to  tell  of  them. 

Up  to  a  certain  evening,  which  was  destined  to  mark 
a  ciisis  in  the  young  priest's  spiritual  life  Manuel  had 
been  living  in  something  not  unlike  a  fool's  paradise. 

First  and  foremost  was  his  calling  as  a  priest — that 
before  all  things. 

Yet  there  was  one  episode  in  his  hfe  which  had  never 
been  confessed,  and  Manuel  thought  that  he  might 
keep  it  apart  like  a  secret  treasure  trove,  which  one  is 
loth  to  surrender  and  peeps  at  every  night  by  candle- 
light when  other  eyes  are  closed. 

His  relations  with  Teresa  had  lasted  just  long  enough 
to  leave  him  half  intoxicated.  One  month  more  might 
have  brought  satiety,  disillusionment,  freedom. 

Manuel  parted  from  Teresa,  not  because  his  love  for 
her  was  weak,  but  t>ecause  his  devotion  to  his  faith 
was  still  greater.  Beheving  in  the  Christ,  Manuel 
could  understand  no  compromise.    He  must  devote 
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his  evtry  moment  to  His  *ervict\  let  otjieis  do  what 
the)'  might.  He  gave  hiinM^lf  up  with  fervooTT  almost 
with  [nission.  and  ;il  that  critical  pcritKl  of  hi?*  life, 
(■vr^i  ^iiiik<in\  It>vc  <~oatd  not  dissuade  him  fr^jiii  Itis 
purpose 

Still,  Manuel  saw  that  God  had  given  human  love 
tt>  man  below  ai  a  kind  oi  temporary  solatium  whilst 
waiting  for  paradise,  and  he  acknowledged  to  him^K 
that  the  solatium  wiis  ^tcaI,  ^uid  Ikit  hvun.tn  love  was 

Poor  fooll  Without  clearly  undcmtanding  what 
he  did,  he  was  trying  to  reconcile  this  humun  iuve  with 
his  duty  as  a  priest.  It  seemed  to  him  that  ht;  might 
Itne  this  woman  toliis  heart's  conlenl^  so  long  as  they 
did  not  meet  each  other  dny  by  day  as  man  and  wife, 
Had  fihc  been  alJc!  to  reafl  and  wrili*,  ht?  would  have 
corresponded  with  her  in  secret,  llis  parting  wi(h  her 
was  woe  unutterable*  Outside  the  cottage  he  had 
(alien  upon  his  knee«  and  had  seen  in  the  heavens  a 
snniling  aeknowledgment  of  thi^  sacrifice.  Under  no 
other  cenditioDs  could  he  have  left  tier ;  glory,  riches, 
lame,  all  had  been  un^iv^iling. 

Thus  Manuel  It^ft  Sp;iin  with  a  darlinp  romance 
hugged  closely  to  hi5  heart.  The  cpiisodc  had  lent  that 
feature  o1  a  mysterious  and  hopeless  love  which  nine 
young  priests  out  ol  ten  would  fain  have  written  in  (hdi 
Ino^tiphics — only  111:^1  in  ManueVs  case  it  was  very 
real. 

And  tlicTC  still  lurked  in  Manuel's  brain  a  dim, 
unfa&hioncd  hope  of  something  still  to  come,  some 
final  reeoncitiation  of  his  duty  to  lii*  Creator  with  hU 
duty  to  the  vro^nan. 

Many  a  time  and  olt  lie  would  pau^  to  think  oi 
Tereu>  to  a»urc  himseli   oi  her  constancy,  ol   her 
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apprccaation  ol  tbdr  relations  in  cscaclly  the  same 
light  whereby  be  faiiD&clf  had  eccn  them.  When 
Muiudp  on  hifi  kncies  in  Guiptizcoa  at  the  hour  of  the 
Angoln^.  prajTd  for  Tcre^.  his  spirit  whispered  to  him 
Uiat  Tcicsa  on  tier  kn«^  in  Santa  Fe  w;ts  pnjiyiiig  foi 
BluucI,  He  knci^  little-  of  womrn,  and  of  women  %acli 
as  Teiesa  aotrccly  anything  at  ^IL 

The  monks  of  LoyoLi  dc  Guipii^oa  were  the  laft  to 
Icavi'  Spain,  sind  M^inuel  ^^'as  c\'cn  Irist  amongst  the 
n*ai;guard.  He  wrote  a  tarcwell  letter  to  Antonio, 
and  that  imj^tuDUH  peE<iojt  i-enl  word  that  tie  would 
come  to  Santander  to  bid  Kim  God-*peed, 

Nearly  two  yean  had  pu»cd  since  the  brothers  had 
met,  and  Antonio,  hvir^  in  Madrid  in  ;i  whirl  of  gaiety, 
had  aliroft  forgotten  the  young  priest.  Whbout  d^ 
finitrly  «^cmrciviiig  the  news  that  Antonio  was  to  bring 
him,  Manuel,  from  the  moment  that  be  heard  the 
mournful  creak  of  Ibe  f^real  doors  of  Loyola  as  they 
doMd  on  the  last  Jesuit,  hurried  to  the  rendczvEAis 
brimful  of  anticipalion.  The  nc.nrer  th<r  diligence 
brou^it  liiin  to  S;tntai:der,  the  more  did  he  glow  with 
an  iJI-supprcsMd  eagenies,  and  this  eagcmess  was 
none  the  less  thrilling  for  the  fact  that  hb  coiocicncc 
pricked  bmi. 

It  was  in  the  side  room  of  a  little  Fonda  that  An- 
ttmJo  awaited  \f:uiueJ.  It  was  winter  time,  and  llie 
tnvelkr,  hitvirg  ];i»t  s^upped,  vt^-iA  ^^tanding  witik  his 
back  to  the  o|)en  hearlhinfront  of  tlieemptyjilateAancj 
diibCA.  hi5  cloak  thrown  over  one  arm  and  his  gloves  in 
the  other  hand. 

After  ihey  had  greeted  one  another  vejy  beaitUy, 
Manud  sat  down  beside  the  cheerful  fire  and  aakcd 
'■  ihe  Utt^'  newTi/' 

"^  Well."  ^d  .Antonio,  considering  for  a  few  iiioments 
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and  looking  at  a  ciacW  in  llic  tiles  between  hi»  feet, 
"  Santa  Fc  became  too  warm  for  roc." 

Manuel  raised  his  eyebrows, 

"  Lawsuit*  about  this,  about  that,  and  about  the 
othei,  ;iml  every  one  of  lliem  goes  againal  me,  cbico," 

*'  What  sort  of  liiwMiils  }  " 

'*  Disputes  about  boundaries,  miMd  on  the  tiiont 
Irivolou3  pretexts ;  disputes  about  cattle,  which  arc 
said  to  have  broken  down  fences  and  eaten  more  com 
in  an  hour  than  the  cavalry  of  Napoleon  ate  in  a  couple 

ol  years ;    dBpute«  about  taxes You  Icnow  tlie 

old  stury,  )iiiw  ^i  vrar  u(  vciigr^iicy  is  caiiied  on." 

*'  And  what  have  you  done  that  they  shmJd  perse- 
cute you  thus  ? " 

"  What  ?    You  ask  nie  that  ?    You,  a  J^suii  ?  " 

•'  Why  shouldn't  1  ?  " 

"  Because,"  said  Antonb  stolidly,  "  I  am  persecuted 
fur  iH-.tii^  niic  of  yiHj/* 

^^Oh--h1"  said  Manuel,  looking  at  him,  and  vt^s 
silent  for  a  while.  Then  be  rose  from  hii  cliair,  and. 
Gonlroutiug  Antonio  with  a  smile  of  amusement — 

"  What;*  he  asked,  "  have  you  done  besides  ?  " 

•*  Eh  ?  "  said  Antonio,  falling  back  a  pace 

"  My  meiniiry  is  nof  very  clear  about  it,"  continued 
Manuel*  "  but  T  fancy  that  I  remember  healing  of  some 
good  lady  or  other — wa*  it  not  a  countess  ?— wliom 
you  treated  very  shabbily  in  Santa  he.  Or  is  that 
merely  part  of  the  persecution  ?  " 

Antonio  strode  up  to  tlie  window,  and  looked  out  for 
■A  ferw  moments  wiUi  a  grin,  bis  liantU  iilasped  behind 
him ;  then>  striding  back,  be  kicked  the  logs  together 
with  his  heel  and  «ent  a  lusty  blaec  leaping  up  1b6 
chimney^ 

"Of  course,"  said  he.  \vith  a  knowing  imile^  "had 
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I  been  a  young  Jesuit  priest,  I  had  been  safe  from  such 
aspersions." 

Manuel  winced  and  grew  serious.  After  a  brief 
silence  he  put  the  question  which  had  been  upon  the 
tip  of  his  tongue  since  he  stepped  across  the  threshold. 
He  spoke  quietly,  gazing  at  the  fire,  clenching  his  hands 
and  frying  to  control  his  voice. 

And  Antonio  broke  the  news  to  him  of  the  most 
extensive  practical  joke  that  he  had  yet  evolved.  Not 
until  the  Jesuit  fell  back  into  his  seat  with  his  face 
ashen  white  and  a  quivering  of  horror  upon  his  lips  and 
hands  did  his  brother  realize  that  the  news  would  be 
unwelcome.  Then,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life.  An- 
tonio lost  his  impudence. 

"  I  am  sorry  for  you,  little  brother  of  my  soul, 
indeed  I  am  sorry.  I  would  not  have  wronged  you  for 
worlds.  It  is  partly  my  cursed  misunderstanding  of 
you  that  has  led  me  on.  I  thought  you  would  be 
glad  for  us  to  be  rid  of  her.  But  there !  i  Qu^  vamos 
&  hacer  ?  The  girl  was  a  saucy  wanton.  Nay  \  don't 
flinch  ;  you  must  have  the  whole  truth  now — but  I  say 
you  must.  In  self-defence  1  tell  it  you.  And  the 
truth  is  this.  It  was  she  who  egged  me  on,  just  as  she 
tempted  you,  she  tempted  me,  lad,  and " 

The  Jesuit  rose  in  his  wrath,  and  extending  his  right 
arm,  pointed  at  Antonio. 

"  Valiant  embodiment  of  guilelessness  I  Com- 
panion of  harlots,  is  thine  the  accusing  tongue  ?  Who- 
soever should  have  told  me  that  Antonio  had  inno- 
cence to  lose  or  guilt  to  learn,  I  had  struck  him  that 
instant  upon  his  lying  face  to  make  him  learn  to  blush." 

TTie  other  shrugged  his  shoulders  as  one  who  resigns 
his  flesh  to  well-deserved  chastisement.  But  his  eyes 
flashed  somewhat  and  his  cheeks  were  very  pale.    He 
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beat  his  teft  hand  with  the  gloves  that  he  held  in  his 
rif^ht,  and  slowly  made  reply. 

'*Tlut  may  bi^ — iu.  it  may.  Look  ;it  the  matter 
(lUjuwsiiinulrly.  Ynu  nitrtni  thr  Com|iany  of  Jpsils. 
You  intend  to  take  the  final  vov/%.  Vou  will  be  dead 
to  the  world,  you  arc  almost  dead  to  it  already.  Had 
you  married  Teresa  and  then  died,  the  law  of  our  coun- 
try  allows  ine,  your  brother,  to  take  your  widow  to 
wife.  Save  for  the  mere  formalily  «f  wwUiiig  cere- 
muiiirs,  :md  fhe  Tno:«t  gnilifyiiii^  f^irl  th;it  your  death 
ha&  merely  been  Ieg;il  instead  of  actual,  this  is  all  that 
has  occiuTcd,     1  have  married  your  widow." 

"  Vou  have  not  even  married  her !     Vou  lie !  " 

'* Enough  of  'lies*!  You  are  father  to  her  first- 
born, an<l " — totain^  hi^  gloves  and  catching  llieni 
.igsin— "  I  io  her  itecond.  Vou  have  youru*)!  Ci)  hdame. 
You  threw  me  into  company  with  a  very  comely  young 
woman,  you  caused  mc  to  mnfiqticnidc  as  her  lover, 
and— scaracolest  what  would  you?  I  was  never 
hard-hearled.  Uliat  a  fool  you  are,  to  be  sure  !  M^hy^ 
blew*  your  soul.  1  had  juit  as  good  cause  to  be  dying  of 
jealouT*y  a*  you,  more  so.  But  do  yo<i  ihink  I  care  ? 
Not  II     Not  thai  much!'" 

And  he  turned  hi^  empty  wtnc  bottle  up^dc  down 
and  drained  the  lees  upon  the  floor. 

'*  What  are  you  saying  ?  "  asked  Mamiel,  with  his 
Iwad  U^twtT-i]  his  hamis  and  liis  eves  very  bWdsliot. 

••Saying?" 

"  Aye  !     Why  should  you  be  jealous  ?  " 

*'0h.  nothing!  Save  tl)£h(  ^ie  h»s  tripled  mc  as 
she  treated  you*  chlco !  *' 

"  What  ?  " 

"  Yes !  And  for  a  c(»mnon  fKhcrmaD,  too.  An 
animal,  look  you,  with  bare  browii  calves  and  n^ed 
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feet.  A  mere  puller  tn  of  ncl9  and  sorter  out  of  spratft 
and  herhog^.  Before  1  liad  l«ft  Sontn  F«  a  month  they 
told  me  this  liaci  c^>mc  to  piv^.  And  wUM  did  I  say  ? 
Tum  pale  and  drop  my  j^w  and  muitii  mvfJt!^  ?  Kay  I 
Leave  that  to  JcsuitsI    i  just  turned  toaad  laughed*" 

And  here  he  ga^'e  his  lUtcncr  a  spcciincD  of  laugtiing 
th^l  irijkde  the  very  rafters  vibrate  a^ain.  and  another 
log  fell  over  in  the  fire. 

But  Manuel  looked  iijioii  him  in  hofror.  He  was 
suflering  aciitdy-  Hi%  |irirlty  dre^iiii  (^f  love  had 
brought  a  deadly  sting.  Thb  was  a  punishment  that 
he  never  had  torcecca. 

All  tlio  pongs  and  twinges  that  an  ordinary  lover 
would  feel  upon  hearing  of  htB  d^uiing^s  seduction  by 
anolhrr  man  u'ere  hU,  The  menUe&s  la^h  uf  )e;ditusy, 
of  ignominy,  a[  mtirk«^ry,  h;td  f;dl(?n  upon  thi*  yotmg 
priest  and  left  him  quivering. 

Yet  il'tooli^h  Antonio  thought  to  console  him  by 
pointing  at  Teresa's  surrender  to  a  third  and  more 
humble  lover,  he  was  mistaken.  Indeed.  Antonio's 
eflorl  to  slrow  tliat  Ttieia  hxd  promptings  which,  bred 
ID  the  Iwne,  miiAt  come  out  in  the  fit^li.  not  only  failed 
to  exonerate  him  in  his  brother's  eyes,  but  drew  down 
Qpon  hira  fresh  rc\'ilciucnt. 

Manuel  paced  the  room  with  feverish  tread  and  spoke 
hU  mind  ri^ht  fi^^y.  But  his  voice  was  cracked,  and 
at  tinius  tlii^d  :iway  in  a  choking  sob,  then  grew  hoarse 
and  finn,  then  wavered  away  ag^n. 

Yet  he  5aid  not  a  word  in  ludgment  of  tlic  woman, 
in  the  hr^t  place,  he  dcclaixxi  that  her  iaU  was  due  en- 
tirely to  himself,  for  had  he  not  abandoned  her  to  her 
fate  ai>d  entrusted  her  to  a  profligate  ?  Tlien  he  went 
on  to  \\\ijw  Ihi4l  Teresa.  diAgUHtt^l  with  hi*  desertion 
of  hen  had  suirmdercd  to  Antonio  in  pii]uc,  and  that, 
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disgusted,  in  turn,  with  AtiloiioV  d«iKTlLon  of  her,  fthe 
had  surrendcrecJ  to  u  Diircl  And  in  thift  he  pfirlly 
s|>okethe  tnilh. 

TTtc  Jcmit'i;  bearing  of  his  first  and  lightest  cnjes 
was  not  without  dignity,  and  thorngh  he  nippt-d  out 
many  bitter  tcinis  upon  Antonio,  he  jucasmed  the 
same  amount  out  for  hinueH.  At  length  he  de- 
manded what  proviii^ion  Jiad  been  made  lor  the  gir]. 

^'Lt-t  me  speak  plainly."  said  Manuel;  "  not  (or 
my  *;(kc,  but  tor  hers.  Were  I  not  a  priest ,  you  vixnJd 
1h'  many  thou^nds  of  goldeti  ounces  It-s*  rich  than  you 
arc  at  prtatnt.  I  dciiuand,  a_s  my  fight,  that  out  of  this 
extra  portion  you  should  make  her  a  ftiU  allowance. 
Give  lier  such  yearly  pension  as  wiU  keep  her  and  her 
children  in  comfort,  and — out  of  temptation/' 

Antonio,  with  a  very  good  ^emblaiKe  of  injurerl  iii- 
no<TTirp,  lumcd  on  him  rqirnarh fully. 

"  That/'  said  he,  "  is  already  provided  (or.  and 
handsomely.  Dost  thou  think  1  am  ft//  badness.  little 
brother  of  my  souK  because  thou  art  so  fiodly  ^  " 

And  when  Manuel  seemed  satisfied  with  this  answer, 
Anturtio  Iw^jr  wondering  how  he  might  send  a  Hllle 
mont^  Id  Tfii.-^^  in  sutisl'4nli;t1jiin  nf  his  wind,  lt?it  he 
be  found  out,  At  length  he  fell  to  whi^thng  ^nd 
balancing  the  empty  bottle  upon  bis  iorcftngcr,  and 
evcr>'  time  that  Majiuel  turned  his  back  he  would  thrust 
hi^  tongue  into  his  cheek  and  wink  at  the  cheerful  bla[2e 
u|x^n  thi-  he;LTlh,  that  being  the  only  element  which 
M*c-nird  In  him  *ymi>Alhf(ic, 

After  a  while  the  Jesuit  grew  calmer,  and,  in&tead 
of  further  rcvilcmcnt,  bethought  him  of  a  passage 
which  asks,  "  Why  bcholdcst  thou  the  mote  that  is  in 
thy  brother's  eye,  but  percdvest  not  the  beam  that  is 
in  Ihiiieowneye  ?" 
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It  was  in  the  cold  dawn  of  a  winter's  morning  that  the 
merchantman  which  was  to  carry  away  the  last  Jesuit 
drew  ofE  from  the  quay  side.  Manuel,  on  deck,  waved 
his  farewell  to  Antonio,  and  tried  to  smile.  Then,  in 
ths  seclusion  of  his  cabin,  with  blocks  and  tackle  still 
rattling  overhead  and  a  deep  gloom  on  the  water 
outside  the  portholes,  the  exOe  wept  bitter  tears. 

Manuel  had  never  learned  that  it  is  better  to  have 
loved  and  lost  than  never  to  have  loved  at  all,  nor, 
hearing  it,  would  he  have  believed. 

That  day  was  a  turning  point  in  his  career.  He 
sought  in  this,  as  he  sought  in  everything,  the  divine 
will  that  directed  the  divine  hand,  and  he  concluded 
that  it  was  God*s  chastisement  for  his  levity  in  turning 
aside  from  foUowing  Him. 

He  opened  a  Bible,  and  turning  over  the  pages  at 
hazard,  his  overstrung  mood  caused  him  to  wonder 
greatly  that  the  passages  which  first  caught  his  eye 
should  be  so  apposite.  The  first  text  that  stood 
out  in  bold  relief  was  that  concerning  Mammon,  and 
he  saw  that  by  the  snbstitution  of  womankind  for 
Mammon,  the  words  might  be  intended  for  himself. 
"  No  servant  can  serve  two  masters  :  for  either  he  will 
hate  the  one,  and  love  the  other  j  or  else  he  will  hold  to 
the  one,  and  despise  the  other."  This,  to  his  keen 
imagination,  seemed  like  a  pleading  from  on  high,  a 
reproach,  a  sorrowful  remonstrance. 

Then  some  quick  passion  overcast  the  face  of  this 
jealous  God,  for  Manuel's  hand  opened  the  Bible  a  hun- 
dred pages  further  on,  and  a  voice  thundered  at  him, 
"  The  wages  of  sin  is  death." 

Wretched  and  overwhelmed,  he  tremulously  closed 
the  book,  and  re-opened  it  among  the  earlier  chapters, 
in  hope  of  finding  them  less  wrathful.    Straightway 
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there  stood  before  hh  aching  eyes  this  passage :  "  Be- 
hold, I  will  raise  up  evil  against  fhee  out  of  thine  own 
houffce,  and  !  will  take  thy  wives  before  thine  eyes,  and 
give  than  unto  thy  neighbour.'* 

He  read  the  word&  in  Riief  and  consternation*  The 
latter  portion  of  this  threat  had  been  consummated. 
It  thcrcforif  lidd  hH  uiccntioii,  ;ind  in  bitrcrneiri  he 
thought  he  Tr<JiE<x)  that  the  very  God  w»»  speaking 
to  liim  from  between  the  sacred  pages. 

As  tor  the  iormcr  portion,  as  yet  be  hardly  kxw 
that  it  was  intended  for  him,  neither  did  he  compre- 
hend how  it  might  be  fulfilled. 

Even  his  reading  of  the  fen  or  twdve  verses  that 
followed  did  not  suggest  a  development  which  Manuel 
bad  nestr  even  dreamt  oi.  As  yet  he  had  not  iolt  ajiy 
kc<m  longing  to  look  upon  Li»  child.  The  love  wa^ 
therei  but  it  was  hidden^  and  needed  confrontmg  w'ith 
the  subnt;tncr  for  ih;  awaki-nmg. 

From  that  day  Mfiniicl  convinced  himself  that  there 
was  only  one  kind  of  love  which  might  not  end  in 
bitterness,  the  love  of  iiis  Ciod, 

Arrived  at  Antwerp,  he  passed  inland  to  the  home 
of  the  Jesuits  near  Ghent  (for  when  has  Belgium 
spumt^l  them  ?],  ;ind  hexe  lite  sensitive  pl;int  sn'iiu-d 
to  fihnvcl  up  for  all  human  ties  and  instincts,  opening 
out  its  petals  only  in  the  ^Icnt  bc^ons  of  that  unutter- 
able glory  which  poured  down  into  his  chamber  when 
others  were  asleep. 

By  day,  he  would  often  lutger  in  that  part  of  the 
dark  cloisters  nearest  to  the  chapd,  kneding  at  a  point 
where  the  swelling  of  Uic  organ  and  the  \^ices  of  the 
choir  at  practice  v.'crc  softened  only  by  the  oaken 
panels  that  stood  between.  As  the  or^n  rose,  so 
swelled  t]»e  heart  of  Manuel  towards  his  God,  ai^d  Ihus, 
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wHIiout  speaking,  K^Liing  only  at  tlie  dark  vaulted 
roof  above  and  clasping  his  IuukIs,  he  fdt  so  carried 
awjiy  by  his  emotions  that  surely*  he  thought,  hia 
soul  was  comimining  with  the  Most  High. 

But  such  devotion,  >'eamiQi;  for  the  concrete,  must 
in  the  end  personify  th«  Godhead.  God,  ai  the  Awful 
Creator,  allowi^I  no  such  |iersonifi4:^tiuti,  but  God  at 
llie  Saviour  became  hi«  AJJ-;ib?>orbing  ttiemc,  and  ho 
could  onlyrcaliac  thcM;  ddticj  ^p^\Tt.  For  the  Father 
he  had  a  reverential  awe,  yet  he  Iclt  that  it  was  the 
Father  Who  had  an^nt^*  rebuked  bim.  To  th«  Saviour 
he  rendered  all  the  enthti^astic  homage  of  his  warm 
rulure,  feariog  net  vvbu\ctn,  sure  of  Hhi  syoipatby, 
re^icii^  in  HU  love.  Tliere  were  nights  when  the 
ycHuig  priest  wn^  upon  hid  knecA  by  the  open  casement 
tor  hours  together,  his  hands  folded  itcross  his  bostun, 
silent  and  entranced.  He  seemed  to  see  many  things, 
Jacob's  ladder,  the  Holy  Spirit  descending  in  the  form 
of  a  dove,  but  above  all  things  he  saw  one  caitial 
Figure,  with  radiant  face  and  outstretched  hands,  om 
the  Lake  of  Galilee,  stilling  the  tempest,  standing  in 
the  Garden  of  Gethscmanc,  and  always  with  Hb  face 
towards  Manuel. 

Hiunfm  love,  lie  told  hnnself,  had  gone  out  of  his 
life  for  ever.    It  was  insiiffitiait, 

"Tbe  guatA  of  appictite,  ths  ctoudA  of  caret 
And  Morm'S  of  dtiajipoULtmcnt  ;iU  o'crpoat^ 
H9nc4lorih  no  carifity  hope  with  Hcavm  Bh^l  share 
Thia  hcAit  where  pwwo  scrtncljr  thinn  at  bst-** 

He  did  not,  however,  ask  himself  if  the  new  order 
oi  things  would  idwayn  be  i»ufficient.  He  assured 
hiirsdf  with  coididencc  that  all  thought  of  Ziuman  ties 
and    affections  had  been  bajiishcd  from  his  heart, 
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that  he  htid  foresworn  them  ns  was  bidden  to  the 
rich  >x>ung  man  who  came  asking  of  the  Saviour  what 
he  must  do  to  inherit  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven. 

He  appeartd  to  bocome  whole  hearted  in  the  serxice 
ftl  the  CoiujMuy,  and  devoh^d  his  great  htte!ltgerK:e 
to  their  welfare,  ojid,  atlcr  a  few  more  years  had  passed, 
there  W(i5  not  a  »tngle  member  of  that  great  Iraleniity 
who  stood  higher  in  l:Lvoiir  thnr  did  Manuel.  He  had 
a  genius  for  exprc^irg  himself  in  either  French  of 
Spanish,  and  heevcn  wrote  wdi  in  Latin.  A  congratula- 
(ory  L*ddresA,  a  farewell  testimonial,  a  record  of  some 
great  festival,  an  appeal  to  some  great  sovereign,  was 
never  so  poJishcii,  w  sympfilhetic,  or  so  spealcing»  as 
when  entrusted  to  M.inuel.  In  time  his  convent  be* 
came  famrw*  Ihronghout  France  and  Belgium  for  this 
one  thing,  ;iit(1  whrnrvcr  fhc  sister  colleges  had  any 
such  project  in  hand,  they  would  say.  "  Ixt  us  skctdi 
out  the  main  idea,  and  send  it  on  to  Ghent  for  elabora- 
tion,'' And  they  ^\ould  send  the  raw  material  to 
Ghent,  After  a  week  or  two,  lo  I  it  would  come  back 
made  into  a  marvel,  l»^tutifully  writtrji  on  parchment, 
illaminatfd  at  every  initial  letter  with  gold,  azure 
and  vermilion  ;  but  this  was  the  least  remarkable 
thing  about  it.  The  delighted  monks  would  hnd  liiat 
Manuel  had  not  only  read  the  words  they  sent  btm, 
he  had  read  mudi  more,  and  here  were  such  graceful 
exp^e^*ioIl*,  set  forth  sif  appealing^y  and  with  al 
simplicity,  that  they  wondered  how  these  thoiights  oi 
thctrs  could  have  been  conveyed, 

Unt  there  wait  ulwa>'S  a  something  about  the  yx>ung 
Jesuit  wtiicli  might  best  be  described  as  a  failure  to 
confine  his  i(ka>  within  his  task,  True,  hall  his  atten- 
tion to  this  daily  routine  was  wortli  the  whole  atten- 
tion of  many  otlier^  ytt  there  h  some  dire  spirit  of 
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retribution  that  hovers  in  the  wake  of  such  slighted 
duties.  Duty,  it  would  seem,  calls  for  a  different 
degree  of  fuMhnent  from  each  man,  according  to  his 
powers,  1 

And  there  were  some  who  thought  that  Manuel's 
character  was  too  impressionable,  too  susceptible  to 
human  influence,  for  his  attainment  of  that  high  ideal 
of  perfected  Jesuitism  which  must  be  wise  as  serpents 
and  harmless  as  doves.  This  they  perceived  by  in- 
stinct, without  knowing  one  jot  or  tittle  of  certain 
things  which  Manuel  had  never  confessed. 

By  a  special  dispensation  of  the  General,  he  was 
enabled  to  take  the  four  vows  at  an  earlier  age  than 
obtains  in  the  majority  of  cases. 


69 


CHAPTER  V 

The  MtrtAani  of  Vtntt^. 

THE  village  of  Cinco  Caminos  lies  but  a  mile  from 
Santst  Fe.  Kelwcm  ibe  two  places  tin-  olfidals 
of  (he  *'  consunio  "  h^vc  their  shelter  and  their  scales- 
Being  outside  the  consumo,  the  tavcms  ol  Cinco 
CamiDOs  can  sell  as  good  a  copita  o!  eguardicntc  for 
one  penny  as  could  be  purcliased  in  Santa  Fe  for 
twopence- hulfiJcnny,  Other  commodiUes  are  aUo 
clieujir-i,  tlioiigt]  not  in  tliis  |iropoTtian,  and  (liuii  it  i» 
that  the  village,  with  these  advantages  and  its  fishing 
trade,  keeps  up  a  chct^ucrcd  existence. 

Sometimes  at  sunset  one  would  meet  a  etring  of 
ox-carts,  with  the  beasts  goaded  into  a  dumsy  gallop 
in  order  to  pass  the  consumo  before  (lie  prohibited 
hours  of  darkuevs.  Those  carli-i^  who  failed  in  gH 
wcigJied  and  checked  in  time  were  forced  to  sit  down 
alongside  the  hut  until  the  morrow,  an  inilietion 
which  they  bore  with  a  sliRjg  of  the  sJiouldcrs  and  an 
exchange  of  cigarettes  with  oUiers  equally  unfortunate. 

Having  (:;i<ised  the  con^mno  and  the  cvo^  road 
leading  tXov^ti  to  theseii  (lh<^  rntiHt  stjmdid  T<Kid  or  ihr* 
village,  inhabited  cnly  by  fshcr  folk),  the  fir^^t  tljing 
one  noticed  was  the  barber's  ^op,  just  eastward  of 
the  cliurch,  with  a  blue  and  white  Mriped  curtain 
ftcrofis  the  doorway,  and  a  pole  from  wliich  danced 
a  miniature  shaving  dish  ol  brass. 
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Pfuntcd  ox'er  the  window  was  an  inscnplion  rea^ 

"  Here  leeches  aj«  sold  and  koir  is  cut.,** 

Lizards  peeped  through  the  green  lattice  and  lis- 
lenwi  to  the  j;oe8tpfromwithtn.  Soroetimee thej- were 
un£a\XEur>~  anecdotes  that  the  Ikards  heard,  tn  uhicfa 
case  dicy  would  change  colour  and  scutll<^  away. 

Next  came  a  crohhlcd  »pace  with  some  twenty 
acacias,  hvc  a  side,  and  behind  it  the  httlc  )<ellow 
church  of  San  PabJo. 

Nearly  opposite  to  the  chxirch  was  the  schoolnus- 
tcT^s  hoiisc,  and  irom  its  scorching  balcomir^  nnt*  might 
bear  the  monotoitou^  bujur  of  the  (hUclren  of  aji  jiflcr- 
noon  rcpcdtirg  .sciiptural  verse*  after  their  weary 
teadicr. 

Sometimes  the  lesson  wouJd  be  interrupted  by  tho 
misbehaviour  of  a  pupil,  or  the  voice  of  the  maater 
would  bt'  ht^rd  pxclaimirg.  "  Pcpc,  wipr  thy  nose 
and  tjy  to  undersland/'  or  "  I^lita,  take  thy  fist  out 
of  thy  mouth,  lor  it  l^ocks  the  way  to  thy  little  com- 
prehension." 

The  next  houf-e  wa^  that  of  the  village  priest,  tlbc 
ground  floor  being  tenanted  b>-  a  deaf  and  dumb 
c:ob1>ler. 

Then  came  the  mayor's  house,  then  a  short  space 
along  the  dusty  road.  and.  last  of  all,  tJic  Fonda  del 
Trini. 

Overlooking  this  village  atands  the  Jesuit  College  oi 
Santa  Fe,  nestling  half  way  up  the  hill.  From  its 
deserted  ti'iiifii'.'^  imt-  may  gain  an  imptr-ssU'e  view  of 
_the  icrtile  vale  beneath. 

Amongst  other  moving  objects  in  the  hndfcape  ts 
group  of  women  with  bundles  on  their  heads.    They 
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are  returning  from  the  river  Guadalote  with  their 
burdens  oi  \v;iiheil-ciut  dotlie?;,  hiuliig  (rainj>ed  eiglit 
milft*  or  mon;  ^loiig  dusty  roads  in  a  scoirliiiig  Min,  and 
all  for  sixpence  a  day  I  To-night>  by  moonlight  or 
some  other  borrowed  bght — ior  they  cannot  aRortl  ii 
candle  of  their  own — they  must  needs  bo  ironing  the 
dctfaes  that  the  hungry  children  have  been  drying  on 
Ih?  beach  opjjtisitjr  ihe  village  all  day  long. 

To  thi;  Idt,  and  tuwitida  the  nug^r  factory,  descends 
a  |>iUhway,  fenced  in  with  piti  or  alt>c,  and  whal  with 
U>e  deep  blue  ot  the  sky  nnd  sen,  the  light  greenish 
blue  ol  the  aloe,  the  red  ironfitone  of  the  loitier  hills 
behind,  and  the  sugary  emerald  carpet  down  yonder 
in  the  ve^^,  there  are  contmsts  enough  to  make  the 
dullest  eye  look  brighter, 

'  Lifting  one's  gknce  over  the  intt^rmedtutc  hills  of 
red  ironstone  diequered  by  dumps  oi  olive  tree^i  and 
dwrirf  palinf,  the  ndge  oi  higher  moiuititins,  blue  ^ 
tUr  bluom  of  a  plum,  rise*  in  tlip  far  distance,  gloomy, 
silent,  Jmpendrabic,  its  summit  capped  with  siiow. 

As  one  whcds  suddenly  round  to  look  at  tlicsc 
mountams,  they  seem  to  smile  grimly  as  though  they 
would  say,  "Wliatl  At  !asl  you  have  noticed  us  I 
We  could  have  waited  for  cenlarie*  I  " 

Sfanding  here,  ont;  iKHujmtis  conscious  of  [.\w.  [if.v- 
fume  of  orange  blossom.  Wience  docs  it  come  ? 
Look  Car  down  into  the  vcga.  Hard  by  the  bridge 
across  the  Guadolote  stands  a  ^ca  surrounded  by 
palm  trees  and  orchard*.  So  dear  is  the  trerablinfi 
air,  one  may  see  tliat  the  trees  are  covered  with  snow- 
wtitlt?  bloofu, 

Tlie  icent  of  orange  blossoms  ia  borne  to  one  on  the 
wiiKl  over  u  distance  ol  fally  two  miles,  and  the  Moor 
has  K\>ndcrdd  that  Urn  odotir  stionld  eorry  farther 
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than  any  other,  and  has  used  it  to  symbolize  the 
presence  of  his  love. 

This  is  the  vale  of  Santa  Fe,  and  those  who  look 
upon  it  from  the  hill  top  can  only  cast  themselves  upon 
the  ground  to  dream,  and  ever  go  on  dreaming,  with 
the  chirp  of  the  cigarr6n,  the  far-off  murmur  along  the 
beach,  the  tearing  of  weeds  by  the  goats  that  graze  be- 
neath and  the  fitful  bursting  into  song  of  a  muleteer 
down  yonder  on  the  king's  h^hway,  heard  yet  un- 
heard. All  blends  itself,  Life  is  whispering  her  love 
dream,  Sleep,  all  smiling,  pushes  her  aside  for  a  brief 
moment,  stoops  down  and  kisses  the  idler,  folding  him 

in  her  arms. 

«  «  *  *  « 

On  a  certain  evening,  some  three  or  four  years  later 
than  the  visit  of  Antonio  to  Manuel,  the  villagers  of 
Cinco  Caminos  who  chanced  to  be  standing  near  the 
Uttle  parish  church  of  San  Pablo,  which  building  is 
the  personification  of  plainness  and  poverty,  bedaubed 
with  yellow  ochre  and  cracked  in  every  wall,  were  sur- 
prised by  the  sudden  clamouring  of  a  fisherman  at  the 
door  of  the  priest's  cottage  just  in  front  of  them. 
Shortly  after  admitting  this  visitor  the  good  priest 
came  hurrying  out,  crossed  over  to  the  miserable 
barn-like  church,  and  was  followed  by  an  acolyte, 
whom  the  fisherman  had  also  summoned  from  lower 
down  the  village, 

'  These  ominous  signs  drew  together  some  score  of 
loiterers,  who  wagged  their  heads  to  one  another  as  if 
they  knew  what  they  portended. 

Presently  there  arose  the  tinkling  of  a  little  bell, 
the  men  whipped  off  their  caps,  and  all  bystanders, 
young  and  old,  sank  upon  their  knees  in  the  dusty  road, 
crying,  "  His  Majesty  I  His  Majesty  I  " 
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A  stranger  !oc)king  :;iround  him  would  have  seer  no 
kin^  whatcvsT.  but  lie  would  have  noticed  that  the 
priest  and  acoI>'tc»  attended  by  a  younger  boy,  all 
three  in  robes,  came  f^weepinpi;  out  of  the  church  door 
ELnd  pa£t  the  du^ty  acncin^,  mto   tlic   rof^d   be>'ond. 

The  acolyte  bore  a  tiny  custodi;t  oi  silver,  shaped 
like  a  temple,  in  which  was  a  consecrated  wafer.  The 
boy  swung  incTnsc. 

They  bent  tlieir  steps  towards  a  wretched  little 
cottagrc  at  the  bottom  oi  the  village  street  which  led 
down  to  the  sea. 

This  street  yv^  tilthy  with  ofTal  of  every  kind,  but 
pnnci|);U]y  with  th<^  gut»  ^n<]  hesds  of  fish.  The  dust 
was  thu:kly  ititereprrscd  with  herring  bon^s  and  ^€Alcs, 
from  which  the  fierce  sunshine  evoked  a  noisome 
stench^  and  occasionaliy  a  slatternly  wi(c,  with  tucked- 
up  petticoat  and  bare  feet  and  calves,  would  poke  her 
head  of  matted  hair  outside  aiid  shoot  another  buckct- 
fiJ  to  keep  Iht-  slink  from  p(-ri-*(hing. 

Little  brown-^kinnrd  n^iked  rhildnrn  rolled  in  the 
dust  outside  the  cottage  doors,  pelted  the  fowl,  rode 
on  the  pigs,  and  cried  whcji  anything  touched  them 
OD  their  sores,  of  which  indeed  they  had  a  goodly 
harvest. 

Aniveil  ni  the.  lowest  cottage  in  the  street,  the 
pric9t  fust  entered  done,  the  others  standing  upon  the 
tfareshold- 

On  a  wretched  wooden  bench  there  was  a  itraw 
mattress,  and  upon  the  mattress  Teresa  lay  dying. 

Two  Htlle  uichins  of  boys,  uhtrnporing  vrty  hard, 
were  removed  by  tlie  Siiiiit  fisltcnnan  who  had  come 
to  summon  the  priest,  and.  liaving  reo^ivcd  a  heart>' 
cnff  apiece,  were  shot,  like  any  other  rubbish,  out  into 
the  street^  where  the>'  Mnughtv.'ay  fell  upon  theii 
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dirty  tittle  kn^cs,  in  imitation  of  the  pco]>]c  round  the 
ibreshold^  The  elder  wiped  his  itox  with  his  cap,  the 
yoiLnger,  h^vinj^  tto  cap»  perfonncd  this  operation  with 
his  arm.  sind  both  of  them  went  on  btubbcruig  wiUiout 
furtlKi  mlcHcrence. 

Meanwhile,  inside  th«  cottnge,  the  prie«t  was  bend* 
ing  hi&  head  down  over  the  dying  woman  and  lUtening 
to  her  1^^  confession,  Fcvci  had  wasted  her  cheeks 
and  limbfi.  and  her  eyes  appcarcxi  iargc  in  their 
^ock€1!i.  Her  tace  was  over&prcad  with  the  ghastly 
poUor  ol  death. 

After   9    brief   confession,    put    forth  with    many 

nsffs^  ;tnd  gas^phi({!it,  with  cJutchiug  at  tL<^  msittrcss 
and  wilb  staring  cyr»,  nhc  bcxamc  Jn^enHblc.  The 
prieat  Mas  just  about  to  beckon  to  the  acoMc 
when  the  woman  opened  her  eyes,  plucked  him 
feverishly  by  Uie  robe,  and  bade  him  bend  down  cJoMT, 
whereupon  ttliesaLd— 

"  My  wi  1 " 

*'  Which  wn  f  "  asked  U*e  priest. 

"  The  elder  one/' 

"  What  IB  youi  wish,  my  daughter  ? " 

"  \^^ion  he  reaches  an  a^  of  discrelion*-]f  be  can 
evcJ*  read — bend  closer!  ** 

The  priest  Icnreied  his  ear  until  it  ahmnl  gj^ixed  thcf 
lip^  of  the  dying  woman,  whose  fila^y  eyes  ^Uictl 
anxiously  towards  tlic  door,  then  tocussed  themselves 
upon  the  far  distance  :md  g;tzi*il  through  the  narrow 
cnibmsui^,  with  two  iron  crow  bars,  which  served  as 
n  window. 

After  A  ttuiinenl's  pause.  Teresa  collected  what  r^ 
mained  of  her  ebbing  senscfl,  and  whi*j3crcd— 

"  In  the  orchard  beside  tJic  well  where  I  used  to 
theciotfaw— forthecLlcalde^tmdei  the  stoncsl" 
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Tlicsc  words,  not  bearing  any  obvious  sequt*[,  Ihrr 
priest  contmued  listcniit^:,  thougii  for  a  long  spdl  he 
heard  nothing  but  tite  ticking  of  his  own  watch,  tho 
laboured  breathing  of  the;  SKk  woman,  and  the  whim- 
pering of  the  ch:ldr«D  outside.  Presently  Teresa 
rnnliniicrl — 

'*  One  stoaic,  a  very  big  one — under  it  a  casket 
—in  it  is  something— a  great  secret  in  writing— that 
may  be  worth  a  lortunc— wlicn— he— ia -" 

Here  she  broke  ofl  a^ain  aod  f^tarcd  vacantly. 

"  When  he  i*  a  num.  eh  ? "  completed  the  priest, 
raising  Ills  Urntl  «rd  n^giirttrng  her. 

Tlic  woman  ttimc^l  hi^r  awful  eyes  upon  him  (or  a 
momcQt ;  then,  with  one  laat  cETort,  sat  up  and  raised 
a  piercing  scream  which  was  audible  right  down  along 
the  sea  shore,  and  was  answered  by  a  yell  from  the 
kneeling  chEdren  outside,  and  a  tremulous  "  lAy !  " 
iroin  ilw.  (xshfv  folk  round  the  doorstep, 

Tlirowing  up  her  arms,  Terc;>a  fell  back  insenatblc. 
atid  never  uttered  another  sound. 

The  priest  b<rckoncd  to  the  acolyte,  who  brought 
fn  the  host,  which  sliortJy  was  administered. 

Theii»  after  a  brief  prayefj  ihe  acolyte  st-?ppcd 
fr^rbvard,  m\<\.  liMiking  inio  Ilie  w[JTti;iii's  nmutli  1o  sec 
if  the  consecrated  wafer  had  been  swallowed,  cwked  in 
a  loud  voice,  according  to  ancient  custom,  ''  Has 
His  Majesty  passed  ?  *' 

The  wafer  having  passed  and  the  ceremony  being 
concluded,  the  priest  went  out. 

Shortly  aftetwMrds  the  death  rattle  was  heard  in 
Teresa's  tluoat.  and  witliin  iweiUy-four  Iiours  the 
paiub  cofBn  wu^  tilled  with  another  ghastly  burden, 
and  this  burden  liaving  been  cast  ;Dto  a  shallow  grave 
some  eight  inches  below  the  suHace,  the  coffin  was 
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removed  by  night  and  reserved  for  the  next  oc- 
casion. 

And  in  pronouncing  the  burial  service  the  good 
priest  smoked  a  cigarette,  not  from  any  feeling  that 
was  callous  or  irreverent,  but  simp!y  because  the 
graves  were  all  of  them  very  shallow,  the  wall  niches 
badly  closed,  and  the  sun  exceeding  hot. 

When  the  priest  was  seated  at  his  frugal  meal  that 
evening  by  moonlight — for  the  moon  was  very  full 
and  his  purse  was  very  empty — he  recollected  that 
this  poor  woman  had  caused  no  little  sensation  a  few 
years  ago,  when  she  was  yet  in  better  circumstances 
and  clad  in  silk  and  satin.  ■   > 

It  is,  or  used  to  be,  a  common  enough  thing  in  those 
parts  for  women  to  offer  up  their  first-bom  upon  the 
altar.  The  child  was  not  of  course  sacrificed,  but 
merely  dedicated,  the  Christ  being  prayed  to  accept 
him  living  or  dead.  In  this  might  be  seen  a  curious 
grafting  of  popular  religion  or  superstition  upon  the 
orthodox  faith.  The  priests  opposed  this  act  in  many 
cases  and  kept  watch  against  it. 

Once,  late  at  night,  Teresa,  having  bribed  the  verger, 
was  foimd  holding  on  to  the  great  altar  in  the  Cathe- 
dral of  Santa  Fe,  her  face  transfigured,  her  eyes  riveted 
upon  the  Saviour's  face,  which  was  feebly  lighted  by 
two  candles  upon  the  reading  desk. 

The  child  was  seated  upon  the  altar,  his  wondering 
eyes  staring  into  the  pall  of  darkness  around  him. 

The  Saviour  and  the  woman  seemed  to  be  regarding 
each  other  intently,  and  those  who  happened  upon 
this  midnight  picture  declared  that  the  lips  of  the 
image  had  moved  as  if  in  answer  to  the  suppliant^s 
dedication. 

Who  can  say  what  feelings   swayed  the  poor  girl, 
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what  words  she  spoke,  or  whether  her  offer  would  be 

atxepted  ? 

Yet  the  incident  goes  to  prove  that  Teresa  was  not 
altogether  bad,  nor  as  reckless  as  Antonio  had  painted 
her. 
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CHAPTER  VI 

Whan  hid«*t  tboa  in  thf  tratfura  cavM  joid  c<llfl. 
Thou  hoUow  ftoundiiLg  aad  mysterious  tmia  ? 

ftri^l  things  wluch  gliam  uoracktfd  ot  ^nd  to  vaiit." 

TH\l  two  boys  who  were  cast  out  iiom  the  death- 
chamber  of  Teresa  were  her  children.  Wlicn 
lh^'  h^  cried  their  fin,  they  fell  asleep,  and  on  the 
morrow  they  woke  up  hunf^iy. 

The  fisherman  whn  liad  U:eii  angry  at  ll^cir  whinipcr- 
iDg  y^^A  not  wilfully  cruel  to  them.  Indeed,  con- 
sidering the  liArdnes»  of  his  liie>  tik  scanty  earnings, 
and  hift  long  hour*  ot  labouring  at  the  nets,  he  was 
ratlier  a  tolerant  foste-r-talher.  It  inuat  be  renicni' 
bered  th;it  the  law  could  not  obli^  him  to  shdtcr 
them  at  ftll.  though  maybe  the  tribunal  of  vOlagc 
opinion,  added  to  the  influence  oi  the  pncsl»  counled 
for  much  in  his  consenting  to  give  them  shelter.  As 
lime  wmt  on  the  children  became  more  uMrlul. 

Tlicy  would  fetour  thi.-  dirty  floor  and  boil  the  earthen 
pipkin,  fetch  water  from  the  viUagc  fountain  in  the 
cobbled  squ&ic  beneath  the  acacias,  and  ihcy  even 
made  ^lift  to  cook  the  wretched  me^,  though  this 
required  but  little  knowledge.  For  who  cannot  lM>il 
dikkpeu*  tind  fry  «prat>  upon  a  i^kewcr  ?  A  big  haul 
of  fish  wonld  sometiiDCs  mean  a  lump  of  bacon  fat  to 
boil  with  the  chickpeas  and  cabbage,  thou^fh  more 
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ofter  it  mdled  inlo  iplrituous  vapour,  and  left  nol  a 
mt'k  bohmd- 

AMien  iW-y  grrw  older  the  Iroys  w^ere  of  greater 
service  iit  tlic  fishing  than  iu  Ihe  house,  and  the  fisher- 
maiiT  taking  tuito  himsdf  a  new  lady-love,  in  whose 
eighl  they  found  lillle  iavour,  their  lot  in  hlc  wiis  even 
harder  Ihan  before. 

Tfitif  foster  fuilier  ilSd  not  qtiite  forget  them.  He 
W.1S  the  Nntaiy  (or  Esrribnno)  oi  his  boat,  and  he 
arranged  with  the  proprietor  (or  Patr6a)  that  (he  elder 
ot  the  two  should  assist  the  carrier  with  his  donkeys 
m  carr^THR  fish  to  market.  This  lad  w*as  c^led  El 
Chopo,  and  he  soon  learned  to  manage  tiis  rat-tailed 
donkey,  v^^ttini;  on  the  be;uh  »-illi  fishy  panniers  to 
receive  his  portion  ol  the  inroming  netful ;  then,  lo^ided 
with  sprats  still  wriggling,  off  he  would  gnllop  to  the 
old  Moorish  markct-pIacc  oi  Santa  Fc.  The  younger 
child  was  nicknamed  El  Pclio,  for  he  had  iost  a  patch 
€>i  hair  on  one  side  of  his  bead.  It  was  his  business, 
V'hen  th*^ni'l,  wiUi  tt^  heaping,  quiveitng  mas?,  of  sprain 
waspulledinisljorc,  to  pounce  upon  the  hist  of  iittlt-fihh 
that  wti^lcd  through  the  meshes,  and  to  gather  them 
in  a  ba^ct  for  wadiing  in  tlie  surt  and  placing  in  the 
panniers,  and  in  this  way  many  pounds  of  fii^h  were 
recovered  every  lime  the  net  came  shiviering  in.  Wlien 
the  *;<'a  yielded  f;it  ]iai\'ests  Ihe  lads  had  enough  to  eat» 
and  wmctiinrs  ihr  Patr6n  woiJd  evcji  fling  tliem  a 
copper  each  as  he  stood  at  the  door  ol  his  hut  with 
wclMincd  belly  and  smoking  a  cigarette,  his  face  all 
flushed  witli  aguardit'nte.  But  in  winter,  when  fish 
was  scarce  and  the  sea  vras  rough,  they  went  hungry, 
at  times  for  d^ys  tc^etluM,  and  were  driven  to  rum* 
nuLglng  in  the  garbage.  If  tliey  complained,  the 
fidhennai   wouk)   fling  a  stone   at   them.    At  such 
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times,  whco  El  Chopo.  the  elder,  found  Pcl5o  wUim* 
perkig,  he  would  Icel  so  troubled  for  his  brother  as  to 
foaqgct  hU  own  pangs,  and  would  yietd  hini  whatever 
wretched  mor?id  he  could  fmd.  Suniiner-linie  w^s  not 
ao  bad,  for  if  flab  were  not  (orthooming,  there  were 
plenty  of  orch^irds  to  be  robb'^l*  cars  d  m^st  to 
pluck  and  boil,  and  oven  prickly  pear?. 

Havinf{  ni(*nlione<I  that  the  boys'  foster  father  was 
a  Notarj\  I  may  have  ghen  ycni  the  impres^on  Ihal 
he  was  learned.  On  tJ^e  contrary,  he  could  not  read 
or  write.  What  Ls  more,  he  rould  not  tell  the  time, 
and  had  you  afked  him,  "  What  o'clock  i$  it  ?  '*  he 
would  h^ve  upiinle<l  al  the  sun  and  fluid,  perliap^. 
"  thret*  slicks!"  m«'»mng  that  the  sun  vm^  three 
niA>^ls  high  in  the  hcAvcns,  looking  from  the  prow  of 
a  ialucha  with  the  sun  above  the  poop. 

Urown-Iaccd,  brown-Jefi:gcd,  with  breeches  reaching 
only  to  the  knees  and  a  band  of  white  cai-co  extending 
the  breeches  some  three  or  four  incheslower,  thb^iwarthy 
toiler  of  the  detp  could  not  tell  H  from  a  biiU'«  fofit. 

He  wore  a  hro,id-bnmmcd  liat  wifh  a  round  peaked 
crown,  and.  whenever  the  boat  was  painted,  the  hats 
ofthccrcwwcrc  painted  also.  In  fact,  you  might  know 
what  boat  a  man  belonj^ed  to  by  the  colour  of  his  \xa\. 

Not  only  did  each  boat  cairj'  a  Nt>taryH  but  it  was 
served,  in  addition,  by  sevci;il  tliict.  of  depiii  I  merits 
wboM  ofBces  bore  titter  in  n  patois  of  Arabic-*Andalue, 
the  mor€  important '  bcin^  the  chief  skipper  (Mandaor), 
tbc  prowman  (Prov6),  the  sounder  (Calaor),  the  helms* 
man  (Pop6),  the  block  greaser  and  assistant  to  the 
skipper  (Amocle),  the  netsman  (Alargaor),  who  ^uat!> 

*  BuJ  thf  fotkvitig  ar#  nco^ittd  off  dais  ^tso  -  FJ  Etp^ttf/^ 
Ei  Esfy^ck^pMiJs,  Ei  Cruy^,  Ei  MUttmi,  Et  Sciam/^iianJ, 
Ei  Cuotttkro^  Et  /f  rrg^;,  Ei  Ytntkor,  trnd  Lm  P<isaJ^*t. 
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owr  ihe  roUed-up  net,  puUIng  it  into  the  bo^t  cir 
paying  it  oiit,  ajid  a  few  Porriiits  (assistants  of  general 
art) :  that  id  to  say,  in  phtin  English,  h^uidy  men. 

I  must  not  neglect  the  complement  ashore,  [i>r  it 
inducted  in  Chopo  and  Pcl4o,  and  was  headed  by  the 
second  skipper  (Se^undo  Mandaor).  Here  also  was 
the  tanii'i  (Mabgic)  waiting  with  his  donkeys  (o  bear 
the  fi.'^i  to  market,  and  his  assistant.  El  Chojxi,  gene- 
r^tly  »tood  beside  liim. 

'I'o  take  tJicm  on  one  oi  many  moming-j,  Felio  is 
squatting  beside  the  net  mender  (Sotarrai)»  and  before 
them  stands  the  swabber  <ConiIk^).  Tlic  two  baiikct 
captains  (Fatrfincs  dc  Canasia),  arc  helping  the 
Poirinos.  fiotjam  and  ictsam  ol  Santa  Fc,  who  enter 
into  no  icrmal  bond  or  contract  with  the  proprietor, 
but  have  a  ri^T,  like  all  comers,  to  pull  on  the  ropes 
and  take  their  miserable  share  of  the  results, 

On  thtt  tup  oi  thr?  sJiingly  hank  sits  El  Chopo  beside 
his  donkey,  the  donkey  lying  down>  the  Ind's  brown 
arm  thrown  round  his  neck,  the  sun  svtcltering  down 
on  both  of  them.  He  i£  looking  far  out  to  sea,  tar 
beyond  the  distant  fatuchafi  and  goatskins,  far  beyond 
the  horiion.  Beside  him  squat  the  coilcrs  (Gardines), 
whose  duty  it  is  to  ctiil  thf?  ropes  and  itets  up  n&illy 
as  the  Porrinos  pull  them  in  towards  the  top  oi  the 
bank.  TIie>'  have  just  fini^ed  stowing  the  net  away 
at  the  bottom  o(  the  boat,  130  fathoms  of  net  and 
1,600  fathoms  of  rope. 

The  crew  and  the  Porrinos  put  their  shoulder  to  the 
boat,  wMch  is  prowed  like  a  gondola,  and  lias  an  eye 
painted  on  either  bow.  Without  Uiis  eye  no  fisher- 
man would  put  off  fiom  ^Ikore,  lor  the  bout  must  1x^ 
allowed  to  s^te,  ■At\d  it  has  been  so  painted  ev-er  since 
the  time  of  the  PliOMiicians. 

83 


I 

I 
I 


THE  PAGAN  AT  THE  SHRINE 

The  boat  now  iUdes  a]on^  gr^^y  baulks  of  timber 
and  flopR  into  tfie  water,  rocking  an<I  rolling  a^  thou^ 
it  wrrr  ("Xfilr^J.  Alntig  l}ir.  Imviit  att  lungiiig  inl1;(tod 
goatskins,  to  be  tt«xi  as  net  buoys.  The  barc-lcgged 
crew  paddle  in  alter  the  boat  and  jump  aboard. 

The  Sounder  now  hands  one  end  o!  the  rope  to  the 
Porrinos  ashore,  then  they  push  off. 

The  pTopri«1or,  a  fat,  cleai)*4haven  man  with  coar^ 
lip«,  dul?>cd  like  tJ\e  fisherman,  hul  M;mcwb^l  mere 
Dcwly,  and  with  bare  legs  and  zrm^s  hkc  theirs^  returns 
to  his  hut  and  aguardiente. 

This  hut  IS  m^dt*  of  old  boxes,  canes,  and  canvas. 
By  th«  door  tlourish  on^  or  two  banana  trees  ;  in  their 
sliadow  U  lyhig  a  doiike)' — the  whole,  a  pretty  picture. 

To  return  to  the  bchit,  howler,  thr  Prowman 
BOW  stands  in  the  prow,  and  hands  a  goatskin  to  the 
Sounder  at  every  320  fathoms,  watching  the  rope  and 
the  cork  fioats  tliat  arc  spaced  in  between  the  gont<^kins. 

The  Sounder  peers  into  the  watcr^  cstimaies  the 
distance  of  the  bottom,  and  points  out  the  direction 
of  Ihe  tide,  in  which  matters  he  is  a  spechUiHt. 

The  net  must  be  drifted  with  ihe  tidi:,  cbc  it  would 
roll  over  and  over,  or  even  lie  in  zig-za^.  If  the  watch- 
ful skipper  suspects  that  the  net  is  badly  disposed^ 
he  w'ave^  his  hat.  and  the  Porrinos  ashore  begin  lo  pull, 
which  lightens  the  rope  anrj  stniighlcn^  out  the  net- 

Wlien  lirst  the  ret  is  cast  into  the  water,  theao^ 
honest  hihermen  all  take  off  their  caps,  and  bowinfj 
their  black  h<«df.,  cry  tn  chorus,  "  May  it  please  Our 
Lady  La  Virgcn  del  Carmen  that  we  kill  a  great  multi' 
tudeof  6sh/' 

Thk,  I  admit,  is  very  pretty.  Yet,  al.ist  if  you 
heard  whM  they  say  [which  God  forbid!)  whenever 
the  net  comes  empty  I 
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El  Chcpo.  when  her  saw  the  heacl^  all  Ixjwod  in  pniycr 
oiil  yonder  in  the  hottU  woukl  s^'eep  oft  hi*  own  dirty 
rap,  snci  iTiak(?  *hi(t  to  pray  m  best  he  could.  Yet 
wlif-n  th€  nets  camr  in  badly  fillrtl,  or  rmply,  Iip  never 
joined  in  tlie  blasphemous  oiitoy  ot  his  ciders,  and 
always  looked  surprised  at  them.  It  seemed  to  him 
Ulo^cal.  H  it  be  a  favour  on  the  part  of  the  Vir^^c^n 
del  Carmen  to  put  lull  into  the  net,  stingy,  thought 
lie,  it  cannot  be  nn  injury  on  her  part  1o  abi^taiii  fix^ir 
flitu  good  dwd.  In  this,  ns  in  m;iny  thing*,  hr  ilif- 
fercd  from  ihoscr  around  him. 

After  m^kin^  a  long  circuit  the  vessel  heads  lor  the 

3TC.  and,  on  arrival,  llic  sea  being  calm,  the  erc;v 
desert  her,  Ihrowinp  down  anchor  and  leaping*  ashore 
with  the  olht^r  end  of  the  ropt'.  You  nniitt  now  imngme 
lhenr(  dispnwdin  (hrfnrmof  alellrr  U,  i,6oofiiihonift 
lon^.  The  two  ends  of  this  letter  U  arc  being  hauled 
a^orc  by  two  separate  groups  ot  i'orrinos,  with  one 
or  two  hundred  yarda  of  shingle  in  between  Ihcnj. 

Each  Ponino  has  a  six-fooi  length  oi  gra&s  cord, 
with  a  liglit  weiglit  at  the  end.  Hit  *lin(^s  Iht?  weighted 
end  arrow  the  net  rope  wilh  Mich  dexterity  that  the 
cord  tightens  on  itself.  Turning  his  back  to  the  sea, 
he  pulls  this  cord  over  his  shoulder  and  leans  at  the 
angle  of  greatest  effect,  sometimes  fort>*-feve  degrees, 
holding  on  to  the  end  ^^-itb  botli  hands  upon  his  chest, 
uid  burymg  hi«  toes  in  iht^  sliingle  lo  |j:im  (food  hold, 

"  Come,  thou  I "  fihoutA  tlic  foronost  Parriuo  to 
PelAo,  and  Telio  picks  up  p,  cord  and  oomcs  lazily 
forward  to  help.  "Come,  thou!"  shouts  another 
to  El  Chcpo.  But  the  lad  is  buried  in  hi«  reflection)^, 
and  docs  not  bear, 

Al  first  tlw  rope  scarcely  serms  to  budge,  and  tliese 
two  groups  of  patient  men,  staring  hard  at  the  pcbblesi. 
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silent,  and  red  in  the  neck,  have  no  more  visible  effect 
than  BO  many  flics.  Gradually,  however,  the  net  begins 
to  move,  and  &iowly  Uie  mca  plod  up  the  baak  Co  where 
tl»  ootlers  are  beginning  to  coil  the  rope,  each  making 
me  of  ttie  foothold  tliat  the  others  have  left  behind. 

A«  timt*  govs  in\  the-  tojic-  ix>m(^  in  fa.stc-],  niiti]  at 
length  it  is  only  a  flvc  minuter'  journey  lor  eadi  Por- 
rino,  tnsra  the  time  when  he  paddles  in  the  watcr^s 
ed^  and  hitches  on  his  eord,  to  the  moment  wheEi 
he  thro^iv^  it  off,  just  os  he  reaches  the  coiler,  and  runs 
iKick  down  tlie  incknc,  twirling  liis  cord  and  shouting, 
*■  I  Ya  vwmr  I — AlteaJy  il  aiiiii:^  I  " 

Look  seawards. 

The  Mediterranean  b  calm  to-day— aomclimcs  it  is 
smooth  as  glass— and  you  am  5cc  a  few  large  black 
dots,  like  flies  on  a  mirror,  lyinf;  in  a  curve  and  mov- 
ing tlowly  land^A'ards.  Tliese  are  the  goal-akins.  In 
between  ihcm  arv  Miialli-i  tlol*.     Tht^^  .ur.  [\w.  r-ork». 

Patiently  the  two  bands  of  haulers  toil  up  the  bank ; 
now  a  Porrino  runs  seawards,  shading  his  e>'e£  to  sec 
it  the  hall  are  jumping,  hitches  on  his  cord>  and  hides 
li^  face.  In  time  the  rope  comes  in  yet  quicker;  the 
Poninos  commerce  lo  iing. 

At  this^ouiid  Ih'Tskippr.T,  tlieprowm;ui,fh*-sniniiler, 
and  tlic  hcimsiaan  come  out  of  the  httlc  hut  by  the 
banana  tiecs.  wiping  their  mouths  with  their  salt  and 
bairy  brown  aims.  Some  go  to  one  end  of  the  rope, 
some  to  the  other. 

Tlic  PorriiiOH  aru  working  still  faster;  the  journey 
is  rwluced  to  thret?  TDinutc-s  ;  (^arJi  shmil-'i  *'  \  Ya  vi^iir  I 
i  Ya  vicnc  T'  as  be  splashes  into  the  water  and  bc^ns 
to  haul ;  the  others  grunt  "  ;  Ya  vicnc !  "  with  what 
braatb  tbe>*  have  to  spare,  and  look  down  at  the  peb- 
bles with  purple  faces. 
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Now  expectation  is  written  on  the  faces  oi  Ihc 
boat's  erew,  who  stand  ankle  deep  in  the  water  and 
Bbade  tlieir  ey^.  looking  out  at  the  sun-'Speckled  sea. 

Atkst! 

Tlie  fjiHl  few  iheshes  of  the  net  begin  tc  come  In. 

"i  Ya  vicnc!     iYa  vienc! 

The  Sounder  and  Prcwman  take  hold  ;ind  dexter- 
ously sling  the  net  round  and  round  the  rope,  puUuig 
off  th^  jeUyfish  and  starfish. 

/\Ire-idy  several  goatskins  have  been  unhitched 
aiuJ  aisl  ;ishorK-  The  U  li^-'*  grown  smniller  and  inudi 
narrower.  It  is  now  more  like  a  hairpin.  The  two 
groups  oJ  haulers  arc  only  a  iew  ynrds  apart. 

Faster  and  lasler  comes  in  the  net. 

Out  comes  the  tat  Patr6n  from  his  hut,  strolls  down 
the  beach  with  his  hands  behind  his  back*  then  rests 
tlieni  on  his  hijis  as  he  stands  beside  ihe  rupes  inttnt 
upy(i  the  narrowing  space  enclosed  bei^'cen  the  corkj. 
The  rorrinos*  song  gro^^-s  loader.  This  is  what  they 
sine— 

'^For  the  Prownua  talcc*  the  tunay  Pah, 
And  tlic  Sounder  lakes  llic  Irnf^am  ; 
Tbe  Notary  blls  tto  pocktta  fall, 

The  Skipper  he  tftkes  tha  ccoam. 
When  cvoy  onr  ot  the  otlu^ra 

Tlic  PorriiiO  tukcs  Itii  ccnU  iiway. 
And  A  hol^  torn  out  oi  hit  hrrck. 
(JEicIra ioud]  And  a  bole  tora  out  d  hia  bnok.*'^ 


'  Another  vemion  mn^*- 

"  HI  MandAor  ac  LI«va  los  pulpot 
Et  Piovf  Ics  CAlanuru  y  pijotfiA 
Y  \m  primes  paniaoa  de  <»m 
Socnii  !■  cbnqoelA  FOt&, 
Socui  b  cbftqucU  rou-&-A-a." 
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^'Ah"  says  the  Patron,  witli  his  sulky  eyes  fixed 
upon  the  corks,  "  and  lo-day  "tis  only  Ihc  last  yc'U 
gee,  I'm  Uiinking !  " 

Whereupon  he  lets  Ioom  a  Iriglitfal  oaUi  at  the 
ex|it'n!U?  oi  Our  J^iiy  \^  Vfrgm  clH  Carmen, 

'*Nay/'  saj-s  the  skipper,  as  two  or  three  seagulls 
swoop  down  towards  the  net,  squealbg  like  ungrcased 
pulley  hlocks,  '*  yonder  eocnc  the  birds," 

"  Aye  I "  returns  the  Patr6a  after  a  pati^,  during 
which  tlie  eEidofture  grou-s  rapidly  unaller,  and  corks 
;uiil  nrls  Hy  I;iiiilw;inl  At  n  nmciiti^  [liu-v.  '' Yoti  are 
ight  f    Blessed  be  Our  Lady  La  V'irgcn  drl  Canncn  I  ** 

"  Blessings  on  licr  I  "  echo  the  Porrinos. 

Within  three  minutes  the  enclosed  strip  oi  water 
ts  lashed  by  a  myriad  oi  panic-stricken  fish,  and  looks 
like  boiling  quicksilver.  The  se^igulls  Qy  si:reamiiig 
mer  ihe  a|^!t>ifi^d  surf;ire.  Kvei  and  auim  some 
artJul  cai'd  it^xps  righl  over  tlic  rope  into  the  cxpaiue 
beyond,  but  many  are  caught  in  the  iacX  by  the  e^iger 
ftoogulk,  who  heed  the  hshcmicn  as  httlc  as  the  h»hcr- 
mcn  hoed  Ihtm. 

''jViva  la  VSrgcu  del  Cannen  I  May  she  bc 
UessMl" 

"  I  Ok^  I    Hurrah  for  the  little  hss  1 " 

Some  dozen  hshenna^  tucking  their  stiort  breech^ 
over  their  thighs  and  yelliiig  with  excitement,  wade 
into  thi^  margin,  and,  sci/ing  the  fine  meshes  of  the 
Copo,  pull  it  high  and  Jty.  hoaiw  with  triumph,  (or 
the  haul  iscxfxUcut  and  will  load  three  or  iour  donkeys* 

The  carrier  comes  for^-ard,  pulling  his  donkey, 
motions  to  El  Chopo,  who  goes  to  (etch  the  third  donkey 
from  b&ilde  the  Iiut,  and  comes  foPA-ard  leading  a 
donkey  by  ea<:li  hand.  A  crowd  of  villagers  has  col- 
lected round  the  net,  but  the  fluttering  of  tlte  fish  is 
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audible  abo\'L<  their  chatlt-r,  aiid  a  «prAy  of  silver  sealer 
goes  flying  like  cliaff  kom  every  mesii  and  o|JCii* 
ing. 

'-^  Mo:»t  of  llic  fish  arc  di[iiinutivc.  and  wri^lc  tbcir 
lives  ;vway  in  a  ra]>id  uncea&ijiK  vibration,  but  tiierc 
arc  one  or  iwo  larger  fish  which  laip  now  and  then 
irom  bcnc^tti  the  whitv  ma^s  of  tjirats,  Uka  a  sudden 
eruption  of  some  silvery  volcano. 

Lutly.  there  arc  Ihc  cuttlefish  and  jcllyfisb,  which 
betray  no  emotion  wlutcvcr- 

The  Plowman  stands  in  the  middle  of  Uie  net  when 
opened  -iTid  pick's  up  basketfuls  of  fishn  handing  them 
to  xht:  Biitket  Qiptutn^  to  bestow  them  in  the  donkey 
patioicrs. 

TIjc  Notary  keeps  an  eye  \ipoD  every  load,  and 
notches  it  on  a  slick. 

One  or  two  ci  the  fish,  curiou&ly  marked,  art  re- 
jected by  the  Frowman,  who  dings  them  out  to  sea  at 
ann  %  leri^tti  (oi  bdiijj  iiuIuL-ky,  wtiicli  nt«U  mn-^l  hurt 
thdr  frrUng>, 

El  Chopo,  having  his  pannien*  both  lull,  jumps  upon 
his  don  key  1  ^traddlek^j^f;^  behind  the  panniers. 
fthouis  "  I  Arr^  !  *'  and  off  he  goc*  to  market, 

Pel^o  is  hcljiiitg  to  gather  in  the  straggler;. 

All  the  donkcj's  having  gone  off,  and  the  net  bein^f 
empty,  the  coilers  take  it  in  hand  and  tlie  fi^iermen 
gather  round  the  Notary. 

Tlie  ancient  method  ol  ''cut  and  come  again," 
whereby  each  man  obtains  his  share,  is  beyond  the 
COcnprfflKtULiun  nf  nur  mnsl  gifted  muthemalicians. 
Tlic  only  thing  that  ^ppcai^  dear  on  the  face  of  it  is 
that  the  Porrinos  come  o3  worst  of  all,  and  it  has  been 
calculated  tliat  if  there  are  thirty  bands  all  told,  and 
the  fish  only  sell  for  thirty-^  reals, 
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"The  Forrino  takes  teu  cents  away, 
And  a  hote  torn  out  of  his  breck/' 

Ten  cents  are  less  than  a  penny  and  the  hole  is  for 
being  saucy  t 

Yet  these  brown-skinned  ragamuffins  knew  but  little 
of  discontent,  and  often,  when  hungriest,  would  sing 
a  loud  song  to  draw  the  air  out  of  their  poor  empty 
bellies. 

Not  so  El  Chopo.  He  was  not  contented  with  the 
present^  yet  he  was  hopeful  for  the  future,  with  the 
sanguineness  of  childhood.  He  was  quiet  and  un- 
complaining, it  is  true,  but  he  felt  that  life  held 
something  better  for  him  than  this.  Around  him  he 
saw  a  lovely  and  rejoicing  Nature,  yet  his  lot  was  very 
miserable.     Why  the  contrast  ? 

Sometimes  he  spoke  to  the  village  priest,  who,  when 
he  could  spare  him  time,  told  him  that  the  only  way 
to  climb  the  ladder  was  to  be  content  and  himible. 
And  the  priest,  going  home  to  his  wretched  bare 
room,  would  sigh  and  shake  his  head  at  tickle  fortune, 
thinking  of  the  Bishop  and  his  palace  in  Santa  Fe, 
or  even  the  Cura  of  San  Lorenzo,  who  lived  on  the 
best  of  the  land  and  went  to  the  evening  tertulias 
of  great  ladies. 

Those  who  were  much  stronger  and  older  than  El 
Chopo  called  him  a  '*  dreamer  "  and  a  "  monk."  His 
equals,  however,  had  found  that  his  mild  eyes  could 
lighten  up  with  a  dangerous  fire.  At  such  times  his 
aim  was  unerring,  his  dreams  forgotten,  his  fist  for- 
midable. The  lad  had  a  strength  of  muscle  beyond 
his  age.  Strange  to  say,  those  who  remembered 
poor  Teresa  in  her  saucy  moods,  when  they  saw  the 
boy  like  this  would  point  at  him  and  cry,  "  That  is  a 
true  son  of  '  La  Chopa.* "    And  thus  he  was  nick- 
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rLantecl  '*  El  Chopo,"  which  does  not  mean  a  "  pophr,'* 
hai  a  certain  kind  of  fish  caught  on  the  coa^t  of  Santa 

The  lad  was  bluc-ey«d»  curly-haired,  and  of  iair 
complexion.  His  intelligence  was  irrepresaiWe.  Facts 
that  other  boys  accepted  with  the  trustfulness  of 
youth  this  youngster  dissected,  wrestled  with,  and 
many  times  lejerted  4&  fidse. 

Hero  worship  being  common  to  all  countries,  it  is 
only  in  the  nature  of  things  that  £1  Chopo  and  Pclio 
should  £C€k  them  out  a  leader.  Possibly  hero  wor- 
ship was  mor?  powerful  with  Pcldo  than  with  his 
brother,  yet  in  any  case,  if  only  fur  ^U-preservation» 
it  was  nerfi^sary  (or  the  lads  to  take  one  side  or  other 
in  the  contorts  between  the  viirious  cliques  and  (ac- 
tions, ol  which  there  were  many  in  Santa  Fc, 

Thdr  leader,  appropriately  cnongU^  was  nicknamod 
"E\  CapilAn/'  and  PelSo  boUci-x'd  hhn  to  be  "El 
Gran  Capit&n  '*  himsdf .  £1  Chopo  knew  better, 
To  him  they  s«f-orc  allegiance,  and,  when  stone  throw- 
ing aflrays  took  place  in  the  dry  river  bed,  it  was  upon 
his  side  tliey  (ought  and  bled  nnd  sliouted. 

El  Capit.in  was  several  years  thdr  senior  ;  In  tact, 
he?  wn^  ;i  hitblih^ilrhoy  of  srrventceri,  and  vms  intent 
Upon  learning  to  play  an  old  guitar  which  had  three 
times  been  broken  and  as  many  times  patched  up. 

There  were  days  when,  in  spite  oi  a  cloudless 
sky  above,  the  breakers  were  so  heavy  as  to  prevent 
all  laying  out  or  drawing  in  o(  nets.  This  often 
happens  tin  the  caLHt  of  And.iliKl^,  hh  the  result,  no 
doubt,  of  di^uTl»ncc*«  in  the  Mediterranean  ebe- 
wtiere.  On  such  occasions  the  bds  would  son^etimc* 
climb  halfway  up  the  hill,  and,  seated  upon  a  rock 
overlooking  the  sea,  would  hatch  blood-curdling  con- 
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^piracies  for  Uie  dtw:onifiture  of  all  fuher  boys  on  the 
other  Mdc  of  Sant^  Fc 

To  the  right  bAnd,  a5  f ax  as  cue  could  mc,  lay  the 
fertile  vcga  oi  Santa  Fc,  with  cmciald  green  sugitt 
can«5.  amonj;  which  the  eye  could  trace  a  network  ol 
canaU  for  irrigation. 

The  floury  main  road  cut  the  ftugar  field'v  in  twain 
as  it  pa.s«ed  over  ihc  river  and  tin  inlo  the  distance 
westward  and  out  of  sight.  At  times  a  httlc  doud  of 
dust  would  rise  fitfully  at  some  point  or  other  along 
this  ro^d,  vdien  th«  sleeping  Zephyr  turned  him  over 
in  his  dreams. 

El  Capit^D  would  bring  bis  guitar  with  him,  and, 
gaiiog  far  out  to  nea,  would  soon  grow  weary  of  th^ 
younger  boys'  clialter,  and  would  answer  tliem  in 
peevish  snatches,  whilst  he  plucked  with  hi^  faltering 
Angers  at  the  strings-  He  was  in  lo\e  with  a  tjsher- 
girl  of  Cinco  Ouninos. 

One  afternoon  the  three  hays  were  pcrthcd  upon 
the  rock  until  sunset.    They  held  iortb  thus : — 

Ei  Ch^Po  :  "^  What  happens  to  the  sun  when  he 
sinks  into  the  water  ?  " 

Capildn  :  **  Ho  goes  out,  to  be  sure." 

Pridti :  ''  j  Curau^Tcs !  What  a  hissing  Iw.  must 
make ! " 

m  Cbopc :  "  Then  how  is  it  that  be  comes  up  over 
the  hills  again  in  the  morning  all  alight  ?  " 

Capiidn  :    *'  That  Is  another  sun.  ihickhcat] !  " 

El  Chopo:  "No!  U  is  the  same  one-  I  have 
lieaid  tlm  priest  say  so.'* 

Capitdn : "  Fatltcad  I  Have  you  never  heard  them  talk 
of  *  IJac  sun  oi  yesterday  '  and  the  '  sim  o!  to  morrow/ 
and  'the  sun  of  Spain'  and  'the  sun  of  France'? 
Why,  every  country  has  its  sun.  and  so  has  every  day," 
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(Ten  mlnuW  ^Itnce.  EI  Cliopo  medit;itivci  but 
not  convinced.) 

Pddo :  ''There's  seven  o'drxik  sounding  from  the 
Cathedral.     How  the  v,"ind  blows  \  " 

CapUdH  :  **  That'&  buoiuyc  the  demon*  arc  shiv'er- 
ing  up  yonder  in  the  hills." 

PMo:       Vcsl     J  know!" 

Capitin :  **  At  Las  Anitnas  it  will  blow  mudi 
stronger,  for  Ihen  Uicy  not  only  shiver,  but  gnash 
their  Iccth  and  Hap  their  wing,i  into  the  bargain.*' 

El  Chopo  :   "  I  don't  bdie%e  ;l  word  of  it," 

(Receives  a  amaek  rtcros*  the  head  with  El  Capitin's 
giiiLtr,  and  i»  silenced  by  superior  force^) 

PcUlo  :  "  Look  yonder  \  Thi^rc  s  a  squad  cf  infan- 
try coining  along  the  road  from  the  Guadalotc.  What 
a  tluiit  thc>'  raise  !  " 

The  Gmtar :  '•  Plimpety-pliinpely-plirap/' 

Capitdn :  '*  My  brother  is  a  soldiei/* 

Peido  :   "  And  veiy  v^hanl,  di  ^  " 

Ca/nidn  :  "  I  should  just  ihink  so !  " 

Et  Ch<fpo :  **  What  has  he  done  ?  " 

CapU4H :  '*  One  day  he  ju^t  i^pittcd  »  Carhst  on 
his  bayonet  when  another  Carlist  nins  at  liim.  My 
brother  makes  no  more  ado  bat  lifts  his  rifle, 
with  b.iyimi^l  ;iti(l  CuilLsl  and  ail,  and  spits  tlie  sei:x)nd 
Carlifit  with  the  ten  indic;}  that  were  left." 

PeldQ:  "ijcsfisi" 

The  Guitar:    "  Plimpcty-plimp,  pUmpcly-plimp/" 

Capudn  :  "  That  i^*t  alh  Another  CartUt  charges 
him.  He  lifts  his  ride  to  his  shoulder  with  both  the 
ile^td  men  spitted  on  it,  and  filioots  tlie  third  one  dead 
itA  a  nail.'* 

Et  Chopo :  "'  11  Duot  have  been  a  very  long 
bayonet." 
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Capiidn :  "No,  the  Carlists  were  thinner  than 
fish  bones." 

El  Chopo  :  "  How  could  he  see  to  aim  at  the  third 
one?" 

Capiidn :  *'  Your  idiocy  surpasses  everything  I 
You  can  do  nothing  but  ask  me  chuckle-headed 
questions," 

(The  squad  of  infantry  marches  past  the  foot  of  the 
hill  with  a  cheery  **  pom pety-pompety- pomp  "  of  the 
bugle,  and  a  strident  *'  plimpety-plimpety-plimp " 
of  the  guitar.  The  boys  watch  them  disappear  to- 
wards Santa  Fe,  the  cloud  of  dust  gradually  settling 
in  their  wake,) 

El  Chopo  :  '*  Look  what  a  red  glare  the  sun  has  left 
behind  it,  and  how  it  shines  along  the  crests  of  the 
rollers." 

PeI4o  :  "  Yes.  It  looks  like  a  roadway  covered  in 
blood." 

El  Chopo  :  *'  1  wonder  what  is  beneath  the  water  1 " 

Capiidn  :    "  Sprats." 

El  Chopo :  '*  No !  I  don't  mean  that.  You  don't 
understand,  1  mean,  I  wonder  what  is  right  down 
in  the  dark  parts  at  the  bottom,  right  deep  down  ever 
so  far." 

Capitdn:  ^*  Eels  I" 

(El  Chopo  sighs  heavily,  and  looks  pensively  out 
to  sea.) 

The  Guitar  :  '*  Plimpety-plimpety-plimp." 

Capiidn  (clears  his  throat  and  sings) : 

"  At  one  o'clock  my  mother  bore, 
Christen 'd  me  in  an  hour's  delay. 
At  three  my  vowa  of  love  I  swore : 
At  four,  it  was  my  wedding  day,"^ 

^  From  the  Spanish. 
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Ei  ChopQ :  *'  It  makes  mc  feci  very  glad,  and  yet 
very  sad.  when  t  watch  the  sky  at  sunset.  Evxry* 
thiDg  looks  so  difftreot  somehow.  s\ich  times-  I  fee! 
— I  ieel— I  don't  know  what.^' 

CapUin  :  *'Tliat"s  fiisily  cxpUincd '*  (plimfiety- 
plimp.  pUmpety-plimp)-  '^  If  God  made  you  with 
an  empty  head,  and  your  stepfather  Jeavcs  you  with 
an  empty  belly,  i  caracoles !  " 

Et  Chopc  :  "The  priest  talks  of  a  person's  soul 
being  hungry.     How  can  that  be  ?  " 

Capita :  '*  Hungry  for  consecrated  bread,  that's 
whit  he  means. '^ 

£f  Chopo  :  **  But  that  bread  goes  down  the  same 
WAy  as  all  other  bread." 

Cnpitdn  :  *'  Sawny  !  Tliey  both  go  in  ;it  the  same 
mouthy  but  'I  nuui's  ihroat  lia^i  Iwo  holes  imide.  Just 
because  you  can't  see  them !  " 

(Fddo  insists  upon  holding  EI  Chopo's  jaws  apart 
and  staring  dowTi  his  throat  for  no  little  lime,  ad- 
mitting much  sea  breeie,  TUt  guitar  continues 
"  plimpely^plUnp,") 

Ptliifo  (cxtitedly) :  "  Yes,  yea,  I  can  see  it.  j  Jes6s  ! 
I  can  see  it.  Which  hole  does  the  oTdinar>'  bread  go 
down.  CapitSn  ? " 

CapMn:  "To  the  left/' 

PMo:  "And  the  holy  bread?" 

C4tp%i4n  .-  "  To  the  right." 

Pddo  :  "  And  do  tlicy  never  go  wrong  ^  " 

CapiUn:  '■Ne\'er!" 

bl  Chopo  (coughing  violently! :  "  You've  let  a  lot 
ot  dust  blow  down  my  throat." 

Capitdn  :  "  Make  the  most  of  it ;  it's  all  the  sup- 
per yoiill  gel  !o-night-" 

(CapjtAu    »ings  aiiotltcr  ^^r^,    Tlie  olheni    jiuiae 
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tlieir  knees  nod  wAtch  two  seagulls  which  soar  down 
Irom  the  hill  into  th«  crimson  pathway  along  Ihc 
ocean,  and  it  seems  to  El  Chopo  ttiat  they  l>eaj  with 
fhcm  the  List  dying  cadence  of  the  singer,  and  carry 
liis  voice  (ar  oi>t  to  sea.) 

Thus  did  El  Cliopo  ^pend  his  leisure  hoiii?.  The 
world  WU5,  for  him,  ;i  va^t  womb  fiiU  oi  mcLivcUotis 
poSftibiliticfi.  Instead  of  taking  €\xT>ihing  as  a  mat- 
tcr  of  cour^,  he  grew  into  the  w:iy  of  seeking  tor  the 
cause  of  each  effect,  and  watching  for  the  eSect  of 
cveiy  caase. 

Naturally  hi9  scope  wa^  limited,  for  hi»  intellect, 
which  liad  the  eltrmcnti*  ot  Krealntss,  was  a*  yet  un* 
tninocl.  Thu«,  he  ii*^^\'tr  paused  to  ask  why  a  ston^ 
should  lalt  to  the  ground,  nor  to  argue  out  the  reason 
why  wind  <ihoiild  extinguish  flam?,  these  appealing 
to  be  self-evident  facts  whose  hases  did  not  call 
for  in^'cstigation.  Vet  a  thunderstorm  kept  him  pon- 
dering for  days,  and  the  whisperiiij*  of  the  waves  tn  a 
sea.  shell  waA  a  phenomenon  over  which  he  had  Uin 
awaike  for  honn  ;ind  houi'«. 

Nature,  in  any  shape  or  form,  aroused  his  keenest 
curiosity,  and  the  distant  purple  ridge  of  snow-capped 
mountains  was  his  mystery  oi  mysteries.  The 
oeean  seemed  to  hold  some  secret,  to  laugh  at  him  and 
bid  }um  find  it  out. 

His  one  gre;tt  ambition  wxs  to  read  and  write. 

He  did  not  envy  the  rich  Ix^aple  their  wealth ;  lie 
merely  envied  them  the  great  powxr  for  acquiring 
knowledge  which  their  education  brought  them. 

After  his  fish  were  disposed  of  up  tn  Santa  Fe,  ho 
would  sit  on  ihe  donkev's  back  ivith  his  bare  brown 
legs  .istride,  or  lioth  on  one  side,  as  the  spiiit  moved 
hull,  but  alw<L)-s  well  ar^lrm,  and  \^x>u!d  jog  ilong  b>Ack 
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in  silent  conte^mplatioii,  ^i^iining  the  »hop!«  ard  caltfs 
and  CA&tmg  an  envious  gl-incc  at  the  slindoi^y  portn] 
nJotigside  Ihc  CathedmJ,  where  sat  the  public  letter- 
writer,  mending  his  quills  h^lf  hidden  by  3  screen* 

Aftrr  the  diligence  arrived  of  an  evening  there  was 
always  mudi  *idliiig  of  newspajters  in  (lu^  principal 
streets  and  caf&.  Voices  would  then  he  upraisr^  in 
the  chemist's  and  the  barber's,  one  proclaiming  the 
new*,  others  declaiming  their  comments^  the  deal 
onc^  ^''igging  tlicir  hcad$  to  ^low  how  close  th«y 
followfrd  it. 

How  sad  it  made  El  Chopo  to  watch  some  loiterer 
in  a  window  scat  beckon  to  tJic  woman  who  sold  jjajwra 
and  lottery  tickets,  toss  her  a  penny,  and  lean  back 
in  lii£  cliair  with  a  sigh  as  he  opened  the  oracle  lo  iwe 
what  had  bebllen  cr  what  was  about  to  befall.  Some* 
timr^  lip  Imiighl  ni-wsjuijm'^  himsHf,  Sex'f*nil  of 
tbc  letters  he  already  recognized  at  sight. 

t\s  he  grew  older  the  priest  would  take  more  notice 
of  him.  What  did  he  mean  by  patting  him  on  the 
shoulders  and  saying,  ''We  must  learn  to  read;  we 
must  li'ani  to  read  and  write  "  ? 

Tjltle  lif^  nK-dml  siu  h  niging  if  only  llie  rhanre  were 
given  him  I  But  the  prict^t  never  got  any  (urther 
thOB  $u^c&tioai£,  and  he  had  rot  the  hc^rl  to  beg 
lessons  from  the  villngc  s»t.  hoolmastcr  ol  Cinco  Caminot, 
for  he  knew  full  wdl  th^^t  this  learned  m^n  lacked 
sympathy. 

And  well  may  a  man  run  short  of  sympathy  who 
never  receives  such  goods  fioin  any  external  source 
of  replenishment,  whose  worries  are  scarcely  less 
numerous  than  his  otTspring,  and  whose  stomach  \ie5 
with  hi:«  jx>cket  and  tobacco  pouch  in  constant  cmpti* 
ness. 
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Amoiig  the  various  face^  that  £L  Chopo  ^w  to 
kDOW  cm  hU  way  to  tn;tr1cet  vr;i«  that  of  a  kindly  old 
fentlcnuti  who  oncc  «r  twice  tuicl  stot^ped  him  and 
^vcn  him  a  copper.  The  old  man^s  name  waa  Don 
RamOn  Gofii6Jc<, 

One  day,  mMtirg  El  Q^opo  perched  upon  his  donkej' 
along  the  high  road,  he  kft  the  footpath,  and,  rati- 
ng one  hand  upon  (he  donkey's  mane,  he  eyed  the 


L"  What  vrHi  this  pannier  (etch  in  the  market  now  ?  '* 
BaidhiG< 

"FUteien  reals,  maybe/'  replied  £1  Chopo. 

"Well,  takti  it  to  my  hoiuu;  1  ''  Kiid  the  old  man, 
imDing, 

And  where  ia  your  bon3C,  sir  ?  " 
The  other  side  ol  Sante  Fe,  where  the  road  leads 
to  (lie  salt  pyramids  on  the  beach  ;  yoii  will  ftnd 
it  oi>  liK'  left  at  thL'  comer  of  a  path.  It  is  ^Iwdnl  l>y 
eucalyptus,  and  used  to  be  a  farmhouse.  Con  you 
find  it  ?  " 

"  Vcs."  replied  El  Chopo. 

And  Uie  old  man  loosing  the  donke>*  and  turning 
back  to  the  path  with  a  cheerful  "Good  day"  the  lad 
cmterrd  nff  in  Ke^rch  of  iTie  house  in  (|tu?tttoii. 

It  was  a  pretty  villa,  with  gardens  Utck  and  front. 
When  he  knocked  at  the  door  a  l>cauti(ul  little  gill 
came  out  ai>d  opened  it,  her  hands  all  covered  with 
6oor,    A  servant  stood  behind  her. 

E!  Chopo  fell  a  sense  of  awkwardness  that  had 
never  trotibleil  hiit\  liefort^,  and  ^tood  silently  looking 
at  thid  chiki  in  the  very  act  of  lifting  down  his  basket 

measure  out  the  tish. 

The  girl  broke  into  a  pretty  little  rippling  laugh, 

id  the  servant  behind  her,  with  one  hand  upon  ihe 
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door  frame  and  the  oUier  upon  her  hip,  smiled  curiously, 
and  said — 

"  Wliat  aib  thc^,  charr^  ?  *' 

Then  he  explained  about  bis  meeting  with  Don 
Ram  Ad. 

"  I  hope  you  will  not  cheat  us,  boy  I  "  said  ttie  child, 
atiU  laughing. 

'*  Cheat  you !  " 

His  eyes  flashed  ut  her,  and  he  tniusfrtred  the  (ish 
to  B.  bucket  brought  by  the  scn'int  without  another 
word.  ITicn  he  was  lor  leaping  on  his  donkey,  with- 
out so  much  as  counting  his  fifteen  reals,  when  the 
ch0d  called  alter  him— 

"  Boy,  come  here," 

He  came  to  the  doorstep  again-  He  looked  down 
with  shame  at  his  dirty  feet  and  tattered  clothes. 

"  Hoy,  why  are  you  so  sulfcy  ?  " 

He  shnigged  hlis  shoulders  without  looking  up. 

"  Did  I  say  anythii^  to  hurt  you  ?  " 

Another  slirug. 

"  Why  then,  look  you,  I  wiil  say  something  lo  make 
amends.  1  think  you  are  &  ver>'  pretty  boy,  and  1 
like  your  eyes." 

"  I  Jests !  "  cried  the  servant  behind  her,  and  pulling 
hfj  aside,  and  laughing  heartily,  she  skmnied  the  door 
in  El  Chopo's  face. 

That  night  El  Chopo,  lying  on  the  floor,  his  head 
pillowM^d  on  a  ooil  ol  dry  rope,  dreamed  of  Paradise, 
The  little  maid  seemed  to  liim  the  embodiment  of  that 
happier  life  which  he  so  longed  for.  He  pictured  her, 
as  only  a  child  artist  could  piL'turr*  hr.r,  in  lir^ivrnly 
robes,  and  wearing  a  jewelled  crovm  upon  her  dark 
tresses>    In  his  sleep  she  stooped  and  kissed  him. 

Thus  many  years  passed  over  the  heads  oi  El  Cbopo 
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and  Pel&o,  and  the  brutalizing  influence  of  this  sordid 
dreary  life  they  led  among  the  half  starved  fisher  folk 
had  wonderfully  little  effect  upon  the  elder  and  more 
intelligent  of  the  boys,  for  he  was  blessed  with  a  kindly 
imagination,  and  was  able  to  weave  great  fabrics  in  the 
air  for  hours  and  hours  together,  earning  for  himself 
the  same  title  that  was  thrust  upon  Joseph  by  his 
brethren. 

As  for  Peldo,  the  hard  life  made  him  cunning  and 
apathetic.  Under  other  conditions  the  lad  might 
have  given  greater  promise,  but,  not  being  able  to  hft 
himself  above  the  level  of  these  conditions,  he  allowed 
them  to  shape  him  to  their  mould.  And  this  is  the 
case  with  millionSj  who  incur  our  scorn,  not  for  what 
they  are,  but  for  what  Providence  has  seen  fit  to  make 
of  tiiem. 
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*'  Th«  curie  siiU  burning  k  bb  Ixcoit  and  btain, 
And  y«t  he  d<tth  remain 

Patic^it  the  while,  and  tmn<itiil  and  coatcnt : 
The  i/ioti«  ftoul  Liith  fiamtxl  imlo  iiadi 
A  »ecoii(1  ruiiuri*,  lo  ^vJ^t  in  f>ain 
A*  io  ItA  own  OLUott^d  clcmoit  t " 

AFTER  twenty  ycais  of  exile,  the  Jc&uits  were 
recalled  by  O'Donnell  it  the  instance  of  the 
r^gnlng  house  of  France.  Even  a  couple  of  years 
brforp  this  open  invk^ilion,  however,  matters  had 
assumed  a  more  promising  aspect. 

It  vr^  at  this  crisis  that  one  Padre  Ignacio  made 
hi3  appearance  in  Santa  Fc, 

Sixteen  years  in  exile  had  wrought  umcli  change 
in  ilie  priest  whom  we  knew  as  Manueh  White  hair 
Wiis  mingled  with  the  brown,  the  noble  forehead  was 
not  unhuTowed  by  wrinkles,  the  e>'es  had  sunk  a  tittle 
in  their  sockets,  and  the  head  was  no  longer  as  upright 
&&  it  used  to  be. 

Padre  Ignacio  arrived  by  the  diligence  one  sum- 
mer's evening.  Instead  of  going  on  to  Santa  Fe  and 
putting  up  at  the  Hotel  of  the  Four  Nations  «r  the 
Alameda  Hotel,  both  excellent  institutions  in  their 
way.  he  alighted  at  the  little  Fonda  del  Trini  in  the 
village  of  Cinco  CanunoG. 

The  Fonda  del  Trini  is  one  of  those  resting  phcts 
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which  Ihc  hig^h  road,  passing  eAst  and  "Kcsi  through 
Santa  Fe,  o£Ecr3  to  thirsty  travellers.  In  thi»  oofiis 
one  might  waste  adreamy  hour  over  a  capita  ol  t>r^n(lv. 
a  cup  o!  coffee  ud  a  cigarette*  It  boa&tcd  one 
spare  bedroom,  and  so  it  had  caUcd  its^U  a  "  Fonda." 
ThiA  bedroom  had  been  cnga^d  and  ]i.ud  for  soine 
weeks  beforehand,  in  anticipation  of  the  tuvellerS 
arrivuJ. 

Tl^e  window  was  (haded  by  an  awning,  and  looked 
out  over  a  parral,  or  courtyard,  covert  with  vines 
on  flat  tnrllUwork,  It  wa^very  plr-asant  of  an  evening 
to  Mt  at  Ihe  open  window  In  the  ^tarhght  and  gaze 
thiou^h  i\ni  a]>crtiir(?s  of  Ihe  vine  ^t  Hit:  foms  in  llic 
lamplight  down  below.  Sometimes  the  guitar  and 
castanets  would  assert  thcmscJxTs.  hands  would  clap 
time  to  music,  and  dainty-  feet  would  trip  lightly  in 
response  to  some  gallant  invitation. 

Tlic  one  WdnHDm  h.ul  been  well  piiti!  for,  therefore 
the  landlord  and  hia  wife  hiid  no  need  to  be  over 
porlicular.  Vet  the  day  before  the  Jesuit  amvcd, 
5a>'S  good,  Uon  Face  to  his  tat  hcJpmatc— 

"  This  priest,  seeing  who  comes  to  bespeak  his 
rooons.  should  bp  a  Jesuit." 

"  Ayt  t     So  says  the  village  priest," 

^  I  have  half  a  mind  to  send  Don  Ramon  a  mc5' 
«gc." 

"  A  message  ?  " 

"  To  bid  him  lake  back  hw  money  and  give  me  back 
my  room." 

"A>-e!  Vm  none  too  happy  over  it  myself.  Tlie 
Alcalde  says  all  Jesuits  arc  poisoners,  and  I  with 
two  little  ones  that  would  lake  lo[ii]>ops  off  Old  Nick 
himsdf  I  The  barter  says  that  ill-luck  wiU  fall  on 
the  boose." 
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'*  And  what  says  the  priest  ?  '* 
*'  SAy5  naught !  It  isn't  what  he  says,  it's  the  way 
he  looks  aoid  sighs  and  pauses.  The  things  he  leaves 
unsaid  frighten  one  more  than  all  the  other  fools' 
twaddle  put  together.  But  there  ''—a  deep  sigh — "  the 
mtJJieyS  ginxl  immey,  Pacot  " 

"  Wdl  1  let  hiui  ii^y  the  night  before  we  begin  to 
talk." 

Arrived  Opposite  thU  wayside  ii\D,  the  priest  came 
forward  to  the  doorway  and  stood  for  a  moment  bow- 
ing lo  the  landlady.  His  iacc»  rvidenlly,  was  rot  so 
very  appalling,  (or  the  landlady,  as  though  obeying 
some  strong  impulse,  curtsied  and  kissed  his  haiid» 
whilst  the  landlord  rehcved  him  oi  his  handbag  and 
bestowed  it  in  hi^  room, 

''  1  never  saw  evil  behind  such  a  face  as  Utat,'^  said 
the  UndUdy  when  her  husband  oune  downitbiiis, 
leaving  the  Jesuit  in  his  bedroom. 

Don    Paco   shrugged   his   shoulders   and   gnintcd 

"Wait  I" 

"  What  eyes,  man,  what  ^yesl  ** 

"  What,  mim  ?  '* 

'*  Thine  \     Pish  !  " 

Scarcely  had  Padre  Ignacio  come  downstairs  when 

he  was  visited  by  one  Uon  Kamdn  Gon2^C2«  a  wealthy 

old  countryman  o(  Santa  Fe,  who  bad  travelled  in 

France  and  Belgium. 

Don  Ram6n  was  proprietor  of  the  sugar  factory 
of  La  Aurora  and  of  many  humtl  acres  of  siigar-ginwiiig 
meadow  land.  He  made  no  attempt  to  disguise  his 
sympathy  with  t^ie  Jesuits,  though  when  que^ioned 
as  to  his  actual  dealings  with  that  body  the  old  man 
shook  his  white  head  ;md  was  silent.  When  people 
asserted,  huwevur,   that  his  prosperity   was    largely 
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due  to  thcii  influence,  and  that  part  of  hb  »«altli  was 
really  held  in  tni5t,  he  never  actually  denied  the  state- 
ment, though  always  endeavoaring  to  chaiige  ttie 
conversation,  in  his  brusque  manDer.  And  your 
planish  country  gentleman  of  the  old  type  has  a  way 
of  lidng  l>oth  blunt  and  diplomjittr. 

After  their  greetings  and  coiLgratiilatioiis  had  bcvn 
exchanged^  Padre  Ignacio  and  Don  Rani6n  seated 
themsdv-cs  at  a  little  square  tabic  under  the  giant 
vine^  and  a  smoking  hot  dinner  was  placed  before 
them,  together  with  wine  from  Jcr42. 

Their  conversation  wa«,  for  the  most  p^rt,  in  French, 
although  interjections  were  oflco  let  fait  in  Spanish; 
and  whc^c^■cr  they  pcrcei^-cd  that  nobody  was  within 
earshot,  they  conversed  tn  Spaniah  altogether. 

Eavesdroppers  might  have  gathered  that  Don 
Ramdt  was  there  to  welcome  the  herald  of  tlie  Jesuits, 
lo  offt^r  Tiiin  all  |K)ssihlc  hom^tge  ^nd  nss]st;m(«,  to 
give  him  whatever  iniomiation  and  ad\-icc  might 
seem  most  useful,  and  to  render  an  account  of  his 
Stewardship,  it  %-as  noticeable,  however,  that  the 
good  father  never  once  referred  to  the  coUege  or  any 
other  property  as  directly  belonging  to  the  Jesuits. 
In  fact,  he  cuLiiteou^ly  iateriitpted  liis  ccimjiaiiion 
whomever  such  aj^umplions  were  made, 

"And  when  Don  Antonio  Nicto  handed  you  the 
kej"*  of  ilie  CollegCt"  said  fadrc  ignacio.  after  se\-cral 
maltere  had  already  been  discussed,  '*  did  you  fmd  it 
in  good  condition  or — how  ?  " 

Don  Kamtin  shrugged  his  shoulders,  tightened  liis 
elbows  against  liis  ribs,  and  extended  his  forcanna 
with  the  hands  outspread  and  the  poims  turned 
upward'  Tliis  posture,  joined  to  a  certain  purging 
of  the  lips  and  raffing  of  the  eyebrows,  was  a  polite 
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mtimAtimi  thill  he  preferred  to  vty  as  littk  as  possible. 
For  Don  Kam^  knew  fuU  well  that  Antonio  wua  Iho 
Jesuit's  brother, 

"  Antonio/'  coiUinued  the  Padre,  "  is  stiU  in  M;iclrld. 
Some  say  that  he  has  contracted  certain  ti<^  whu-h 
bind  him  Uicre,  olliers'*  (and  here  the  Jesuit  smiled 
sceptically)  "  maintain  that  he  ha^  biid  tJie  iounda- 
tiOD  of  a  proi^pcrous  business,  and  ta  likely  to  double 
his  proeot  fortune,  However  that  may  he,  it  is  im- 
probable that  he  will  return  to  Santa  Fv.  Do  not 
thcieforr  be  ovcrscmpulous  in  speaking  yonr  maid," 

Don  Rain6n  lurnetl  his  wine  glass  round  and  round 
between  his  tltumb  ^^nd  fuieJinger.  regarding  the 
golden  liquor  with  a  perplexed  frown.  Presently  he 
spoke. 

"  Without  beating  about  ttie  busJi,  if  you  ask  nw 
to  speak  rny  mind  fr^rdy.  Dun  Anlriiiii^N  line  of 
conduct  whilst  in  Santa  Fe  was  not  only  rcniorlcable 
for  its  omission  of  those  duties  whicJi  were  given 
him  in  trust,  but  was  even— |\"aya!— wafi  even 
scandalous." 

The  Jesuit  pushed  liis  plate  aside  and  leant  for- 
ward on  hb  elbow:s,  regarding  Ins  companion  with 
eager  curiosity.  There  was  even  a  slramcd  look 
about  the  blue  cyc^i  and  a  sudden  pallor  in  the  face. 

'■  Was  even  scandalous,  eh  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  other,  still  frowning  at  his 
wine,  "  for  a  man,  look  you,  that  comes  rollicking  into 
a  quiet  town  Uke  S^nta  Fe  anil  u^  follov^vd  ten  days 
later  by  a  mistress,  a  peu^iint  womim  (rom  the  North, 
and  in  a  certain  condition  which  boots  us  not  to  talk 
about — a  man  who  beari  himself  tliuft  is  scarcely  one 
to  be  asisocialed  witli  the  Company  ol  Jtsus,  But 
I  oCfeiid  your  car  ?  " 

104 


THE  PAGAN  AT  THE  SHRINE 


"  In  no  way,"  retried  Ui«  Jc9>uit,  c]i:3mg  his  Uiroat. 
am  vrithout  any  personal  feeling  in  U>c  matter, 

wish  you  honestly  to  speak  your  mind  ;uid  to  yield 
me  your  impreselons,  leavmg  mc  to  accept  or  reject 
as  God  directs  me" 

''Well,  tliew.  I  itppiil,  it  Wits  ;i  scmdiloiis  thing. 
It  h  most  shjjiieful  (hat  a  m^ui  ,s]u>u]d  wreak  such 
wrong  agamst  a  woman,  but  when  that  man,  in 
addition,  hold^  the  honour  of  a  great  fraternity  in 
hand,  such  conduct  pa^es  my  comprchcn^on/' 

"Such  men."  rvpljed  the  Jesuit  hoaredy,  with  hi* 
eyfs  aflarae,  ''  .shtniUI  certainly  be  atoned  to  death." 

"  Aye  !   you  speak  ji:5lly.** 

"  T^iou^h  it  lie*  in  tJieir  power  to  make  some  little 
reparalioir     i  mean  towards  the  woman/' 

"  Yk»,"  returned  Don  Ram6n,  "it  lies  in  their 
power  to  do  so,  but  they  never  do  it." 

*'  You  mean ?" 

^'  I  mean  this — that  Don  Aiitonio  begat  two  ctiil- 
dren  by  this  poor  woman,  and  then  def^rtcd  her/' 

!,  "  Deserted  her  ?  "  echoed  the  Jesuit,  as  in  a  trance. 
f  "  And  lefl  her  utterly  unf^fxivided  tot," 
'*  And  wh.Tl  bframc  of  htT  >  " 
p  The  other  laughed.     Vet  liis  laugh  had  something 
P  that  bittemc35  which  men  acquire  with  a  know- 
edge  oi  this  world's  cruelty  and  misery. 

"You  know  the  old  adage  1  "Hunger  and  the 
Devil  each  claimed  to  be  tlie  uglier,  and  laid  a  wager. 
Wt^rnaii  wns  Tuai!*:  tin-  JLiTige*.  and  Hiinjjf'i  won  the 
wager.'  After  some  few  changes  and  viciA^itudes, 
she  became  the  companion  of  a  poor  fashcrman,  who 
treated  her— -i  vayal  —  as  sacli  people  are  wont  to 
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away,  where  he  stood  looking  into  a  clump  ot  banana 
troc9  witb  bis  back  to  Don  Ram6D. 

Presently  he  returned  to  the  t:ible,  remarkiD^  with 
asjoile — 

'^  I  am  ev^r  suspicious,  and  I  thought  I  heard  a 
cninching  ot  the  gravel  behind  the  bushes/' 

"  For  my  part,  i  heard  nothing/'  said  Don 
Rvn6n. 

"Fof;give  my  interniption,  I  liavc  a  fad  which  I 
tnist  you  will  allow  me  to  indulge.  In  the  northern 
clime  whence  I  havx  just  arrived,  oiir  sky  is  so  oJten 
eloiidy,  our  Jceblc  moon  so  sickly,  t]»at  the  ^kirious 
Ajkdalucian  moonshine  steuUng  through  this  vine 
reproaches  me  for  keeping  a  lamp  ahght.  Seeing  that 
our  meal  is  ended,  T  propose  to  pxtingui^  this  arti- 
ficial light,  and  revel  in  the  natural  one/' 

"  By  all  means/' 

The  phest  put  out  the  lamp,  and  seated  him^f 
again, 

"  And  now,  my  dear  Don  Ram^u.  what  is  it  you 
were  saying  ?  Ah,  yes.  that  tlic  iishcnnan  (rcatcd 
this  woman  very  ill/' 

"  bhc  slaved  from  early  morning  till  late  at  night 
beside  the  other  women  at  the  waiJiinR  trough,  and 
many  a  day  she  trudged  with  naked  feet  to  the  river 
Guackdote  with  lier  burden/' 

'*Hahr' 

"  When  the  winter  rains  and  gales  put  a  stop  alike 
to  fishing  and  to  washing,  it  is  said  that  she  and  her 
Uttlc  ones  were  without  a  crust  to  eat  for  days  to- 
gether, and  sometimes  were  even  driven  to  begging  in 
Santa  Fc,  or  raking  among  tlie  nibtush  heaps/' 

"  And  did  she  not  say  a  word  ?  did  she  not  publish 
her  vrongs  ?  " 
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*'  How  so  ?  It  was  common  knowledge  tbat  ^ 
w^  the  cast-of!  mistress  ol  Don  Antonio.*' 

"  To  be  Mire,     I  remember  now/' 

"  H«w<!vtfr,  i*1mI  ii  dfi[ie  is  done        " 

"  But>  my  dear  »r,  in  a  way  vix  may  still  make 
fparation/'  said  the  Jesuit,  n:.-ing  Jrom  his  choir  and 
;hding  up  and  domi  between  the  n;sh  chain  and 
trunks  of  vine,  '*  This  woman  and  her  children  must 
be  rescued  from  Uieir  inUery.  I  wili  make  il  niy  own 
particular  duty  to  look  to  il,  and  at  once." 

"  Vou  cannot." 

"  Cannot  P  1  must  and  wtU.  Wlio  shall  pre^^ent 
me>" 

"  She  is  dead  and  btiricd," 

Tlie  Jesuit  stood  looking  down  at  him  for  a  while, 
and  hia  back  beir^  turned  to  the  nifionlight,  Don 
■Kam6n  wa^  unable  to  note  whether  any  keen  emotions 
were  exerting  tlwrnsdvcs  in  hia  features. 

Wlien  he  A'aX  down  hifi  companion  felt  sure  ttiat  a 
mo^n  had  escaped  from  those  pale  and  tij^lilt^ned  lip«. 

He  also  lemarkcd  that  from  that  moment  Padre 
Ignacio's  interest  m  all  the  further  new5  he  had  to  tell 
him  was  purely  mecfianical.  Often  when  an  answer 
was  required  it  was  not  lorttKOmmg. 

Ncvertbdesft,  h«  pretended  not  to  notice  these 
OmbsioDS  and  patiently  w^tclrd  Ihmuj^h  the  list  of 
Iheir  oonunon  Fn1r^lic-^  and  prubable  AUpixjrtcns. 

Don  Raro6n  saw  fit  to  analyic  public  feeling  m  great 
[detail. 

Whibt  public  feeliJig  is  thus  submitted  to  the 
microscope,  let  us  pause  for  a  moment  to  ascertain 
its  tendency  and  weight. 

Long  before  Padre  fgnacio  and  Don  Ramtin  had 
EniAhed  their  mcaJ  of  chicken  and  rice,  the  hoards 
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were  awakened  by  a  buj7  of  heated  convereaiicn  inside 
the  bjirber\  shop.  yn<3  after  the  Padre  had  been  left 
iiUmt-  ;jml  was  g^i^ing  at  the  moonlight  stealing  be- 
tween the  leaves  and  tcndrilSn  (lie  imjxirt  of  his  arrival 
bad  been  exhaustively  examined  (rom  some  iiftcen 
distinct  and  separate  points  of  \iew,  ten  inside,  three 
at  the  window^  and  two  in  the  doorway. 

Of  these  fifteen,  liovrever,  orJy  ore  was  being  shaved. 
The  remainder  luid  jost  lookrd  in. 

The  viUagc  priest  was  there  seated  uponabeDcJi.thc 
schoobnaster  was  under  operation  in  the  shaving  chair, 
th<r  mayor,  or  Alcalde,  who  also  -w^s  a  goatherd,  stood 
scratching  hh  head  with  one  liioid  and  hojdtng  his  hat 
in  the  other,  wliilst  a  dojren  of  the  more  well-to-do 
fishfimien,  t>oatowners  ;uid  tradesmen  were  leaning 
against  varioita  greasy  comers  ot  the  ^hop,  inside  and 
oat.  One  man,  ^ated  on  the  ground  in  a  comer, 
however,  is  worthy  of  our  pas&Ing  notice. 

He  wore  a  soft  felt  hat  somewh:it  tall  in  the  crown, 
not  quite  so  pointed  and  conical  as  the  gipsy *s  sugar- 
loaf  hat.  but  halfway  between  this  type  and  the  low 
hemispherical  crown  that  is  often  seen  to-day. 

From  underneath  this  hat  fell  streitming  a  long 
red-spotted  handlcerehiel  over  the  na{>e  of  his  neck. 
He  wore  a  gatly-roloumt  jarket  hJingiiig  hussar- 
fashion  over  Ids  sitouldrrs,  and  round  his  waist  was 
an  Ample  crimson  sash,  wound  round  and  lound  him 
scvcia!  limes,  and  forming  a  handy  receptacle  tor 
knives  or  contraband  tobacco, 

Open  leather  leggings  encased  his  tegs  below  the 
knees,  am!  Ifoni  eadi  kiiiw  <langt(nl  a  leathfv  ball  ;nid 

He  was  short  in  stature,  and  thb  shortness  was  fur- 
ther accentuated  by  a  stoop,    The  no&e  wa£  long  and 
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light  and  thin.  Tl;*-  tycs  were  tonall,  ard  hidden 
under  very  bu&hy  bUdc  eyebrows.  The  mouth  was 
ugly  and  derisive,  the  face  was  clean-sbavcn. 

The  link  that  hold  this  man  to  Cinoo  Caminofi  was 
hb  eropIoyinCTit  in  the  deserted  Jesuit  Coll^  on  the 
Hll-top,  ;VMhf.ie  he  liad  been  cu-stLxlian  iut  Ute  laht 
six  or  fiexen  year»,  occasionally  Umn^  a  Loujile  o( 
brm-Jaboureis  to  make  up  ancais  ol  ^ardcnmg, 
and  sometimes  not  being  ^if^iblo  for  weclcs  and  wc«ks 
together.  His  somewhat  my»;teno<i&  manner  of  exist- 
ence, joined  to  his  uglinE«$,  had  caused  the  childrirn 
to  chmlen  him  "  Tio  Pataa."  This  nickname  clung 
to  him  p6Ttinaciou.sly,  and  it  suited  his  derisive  humour 
to  accept  it. 

Ho  Pala*  received  his  pay  from  Don  Ram6n  G0Q2&- 
lex,  who  would  often  visit  the  college  and  cntimc!  its 
condition.  It  whs  MiWc|i}init  to  surh  vT«ts  that 
Tlo  Patas  came  down  sorc-hcadcd  to  the  tillage  and 
hired  himself  further  asatstance.  Kcccntly,  however, 
he  had  been  in  and  out  of  the  \ilUgc  more  trcquentfy. 

One  of  his  htUe  fads  wus  to  consider  himself  a  mem- 
ber of  lite  J^iiit  orxl^r  and  to  tpe;ik  of  the  Company 
an  "  wr."  Anuthf-r  rotiMstrd  ui  ;i  mcist  grnmliIiK[tirnt 
way  he  had  oi  addressing  Listeners  with  an  ek^aot 
wave  of  the  arm.  his  cigarette  held  gracctully  between 
his  thumh  and  forchngcr,  the  httic  Anger  stilfly  ex- 
tended, the  hand  sweeping  rx>und  and  round  in  hon- 
lodtal  circles  to  punetaale  each  sentence. 

He  spoke  witli  an  evident  rdish  of  every  word  he 
uttered,  and,  for  want  of  an  audience  on  the  tiiI]-top, 
had  sometimes  been  known  to  harangue  the  empty 
rr,  commencing  "  Gentlemen-" 

Having  just  concluded  a  fierce  and  well-Toaaded 

iod,  he  put  his  cigarette  back  into  his  mouth,  half 
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Closed  Tits  eyes  as  (he  smoke  enctrclec^l  hU  face,  and 
listened  for  the  agreemeat  or  opposition  of  his  audii^nce* 

Of  the  scho<ilma5tcT  nothing  w^s  visible  save  his 
two  arms  and  hands,  which  were  held  out  on  either 
side  of  the  barber,  who  was  stooping  o^'er  his  head 
from  t«-hifid.  The  assembly,  however,  riveted  (hrir 
eyes  upon  tlie  ^hoohnasier's  hands,  whidi  weie  very 
doquent,  somelinies  clenching  themselves  aiid  shaking 
convulsively  with  pathoa  or  conviction,  at  others 
Ktitliy  extended  in  an  appeal  to  one's  sense  of  reason, 
and  even  turned  palim  downwards  and  paddling 
along  in  the  air  whilst  their  owner  waa  seeking  for  n 
dindiing  phra:&e  to  throw  at  the  head  of  hi*  enemy. 

The  oil  lamp  suspended  low  down  fiom  Llie  ceiling 
projected  the  Mmdow  of  the  schoolmaster's  hands  all 
over  the  walb  to  left  and  right,  and  when  he  waggled 
his  left  hand  thumb  he  made  the  alcalde  blink,  and 
when  he  shaped  his  thumbf^  and  forefingers  as  if  he 
were  l;iking  a  pinch  of  salt  (a  gesture  made  ose  of 
when  the  argument  was  very  subtle)  he  seemed  to  be 
plucking  at  tlie  pricsl'a  b^d  head  with  a  hand  of 
gigantic  size. 

There  were  times  when  the  schoolmas let's  mouth  was 
filled  with  the  conventional  walnut,  which  inthoAedays 
was  often  made  use  of  by  lantern-jawed  customers 
in  order  to  afford  the  barber  a  convex  surface.  During 
such  moments  his  hands  were  all  that  were  loft  to  hun, 
for  the  walnut  was  large,  and  had  served,  with  occa- 
sional swilling,  througli  many  and  many  a  month. 

"Enough,"  &aid  the  schoohnastcr,  "of  personal 
abuse/* 

"Well  said;*  remarked  the  priest. 

"Our  friends  the  Alcalde  and  Tto  Pata*  are  in- 
clined  to   base  their  arguments  upon  each   other's 
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parcnta^  and  honasty.    That  is  not  the  point,   Wh&t 
are  \vfi  here  lor  ?  *' 

"  To  get  shaved/'  suggested  t!w  barber. 

"No!"  s)iniil«Til  tlir  schoolmaster  indignantly,  nnrl 
gtaring  at  the  barber  upside  down ;  *^  that  is  a  minor 
coont,  Wc  arc  here  to  decide  whether  or  no  the  Jesuits 
shall  return  to  Santa  Fc  ;  Ihal  is  the  point." 

Acclamation  from  the  window  and  hasty  retreat 
of  an  fnquUitive  lizard. 

^*  Thai  n  i\w  pciinl.  And  how  to  decide  tliat  point  ? 
There  arc  two  po^ible  methods  of  attacking  every 
problem,  synthesis  and  anal>'sis." 

"And  paralysis,"  ventured  the  Alcalde,  looking 
round  the  room  to  see  whether  ho  had  put  his  foot  in 
it.  Nobody  was  ^niling.  so  the  alcalde  tliought  he 
liftd  soared  a  point.  The  schooltnAslrrV  two  li;tnds 
wherewith  he  hAd  thrown  '**>Ttthcsis"  and  '"analj^sis" 
at  his  audience  looked  not  a  httlc  surprised,  but  the 
worthy  man  owed  the  alcalde  six  hundred  reals,  so 
he  made  the  best  of  it,  and  said, — 

"  Our  much  esteemed  alcalde  i»  a.  man  of  original 
thought.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  there  is  a  third  method 
of  af^punent,  which  one  might  call  '  paralysis/  It 
demands,  however,  no  little  ftrcngth  of  lungs,  and 
vdulst  admitting  that  wc  might  tackle  our  subject  in 
all  three  way&— that  is  to  s^y  by  *  synthesis,  analysis 
and  paralysis/  I  propose  to  coniinc  my^f  to  the  two 
former,  in  view  of  thdr  greater  logic  and  impoit* 
ance." 

"  Well  Kud ! "  cried  those  outside,  who  liad  not  a 
notion  of  what  he  meant. 

"  And  having  decided  upon  our  system  of  investi- 
gation, let  OS  proceed  to  put  it  into  practice, 

rhe  question  as  to  whether  or  no  we  can  tolerate 
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the  Jesuits  in  Santa  Fe  depends,  f  opine,  upon  how 
the  Jesuits  will  behave  ihemsdves  ?  " 

"So  far  I  Ain  witli  you,"  assented  Tlo  Patas. 

*'Vcry  well,  then"  contm\ted  the  schoolmaster, 
"in  order  to  build  up  an  idea  ol  what  their  conduct 
will  be  in  the  future,  we  firet  must  ascertain  what  it 
has  been  in  the  past.*' 

"  Precisfly,"  replied  the  priest. 

"  Prccisciy.  That  is  to  sayn  in  order  that  wc  may 
perform  the  complex  operatioii  of  synthesis,  we  must 
firet  deal  with  the  scarcely  less  complex  problem  of 
analytiK.*' 

Th<*  schoolmaster's  hands  being  opened  wide  and 
Stiff  in  an  appeal  to  c.ommoR  sense,  his  audience  has- 
tened to  declare  that  this  point  was  obvious,  especially 
as  it  did  not  appear  to  involve  any  decision  whate\*er. 

"Well,  then"  resumed  the  schoolmaster,  thrusting 
aside  the  haiid  o(  the  barber,  who  was  about  to  replace 
l^ie  Widnut  inside  his  hollow  rheeks,  "  let  us  6rst  com- 
rrnriKr  with  the  recital  of  what  we  well  and  tndy  know 
the  Jesuits  to  have  done  or  left  undone.  Having 
agreed  tbo  list  o£  good  and  evil,  we  will  afteivp^ards 
proceed  with  the  second  and  more  difficult  operation 

"  Item  No-  T,  lee  it  be  declared." 

Hereupon  the  barber  succeeded  in  forcing  the  walnut 
into  the  schoolmaster's  mouth,  who  contented  himself 
with  holding  alolt  his  dosed  fist  as  an  intimation  thai 
each  item,  when  approved,  should  be  counted  by  the 
cxtMi&ion  of  its  corresponding  finger, 

•ntem  No.  I,"  said  ihe  Alcalde.  "  Tlie  JesuiU 
IKKSOocd  the  wells  and  cau^  the  plague.*' 

"  Il>ou  art  a  tiar !  "  cried  TEo  Patas. 

''  I  am  the  Alcalde,"  remonstrated  the  other  with 
much  dignity, 
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For  wjint  oi  good  men  ihvy  made  my  father 
Akaldc'  **  laughed  Tlo  Tatas.  repeating  an  ancicol 
qoip. 

Pie  schoolmaster'a  hands  were  here  seen  to  open 
and  to  chum  the  air  in  a  weary  and  deprecatmg 
mannej,  tlii?  piiesl  iwi^htd  und  initrmiiird  Uul  the 
proceeding  kcked  famiiility.  tseeing  wKirh  thofsc  out- 
aide  urged  that  the  disputnnts  should  apologize.  The 
Alcalde  -ind  TSo  Fatn^,  however,  being  old  Iricnds, 
were  all  the  more  embittered  with  cadi  other  now  that 
Ihry  lutd  fallen  out  in  argtimtrnt. 

"Item  No  I,  the  Jesuits  poisoned  the  wells/'  re- 
peated the  Alcalde,  setting  his  tcclh  ftrnily. 

"  Then  1  only  lament  ore  thinR,"  said  Tlo  Patas. 

"  What  dost  thou  lament,  man  ?  "  aitked  the  Alcalde 
unguardedly, 

**T]ia1  thni]  hniKl  iihrady  given  up  w^trr  ajh}  taki^n 
to  drinking  mm/' 

At  this  point  there  arose  such  a  tierce  altcrc&tton 
that  the  schoolmaster  took  the  walnut  out  ot  hb 
mouth  and  sat  upright  in  his  chair  with  face  be- 
daubed in  soapsuds  endeavouring  to  queH  ilie  outciy. 
Tw«  of  the  bystandt^nv  uislit^l  in  l*fwet«  Tio  Patas 
and  the  Alcalde,  and  the  priest  protested  loudly  at 
such  riotons  behaviour, 

Eventually  the  disputants  wer»>  pacified,  ever^'  one 
resumed  hi-*  st;ition  as  before,  and  the  barber  went 
on  shaving. 

Nevcrlhdess.  Tio  Pal^s  gained  his  point,  Tlic 
wells  were  ruled  out  ot  order,  and  the  schoolmaster 
as  yet  had  not  extended  a  sin^e  thumb  or  hnger, 

*'  Item  No.  2"  ^id  the  Alcalde  resignedly  ;  "  the 
Jesuits  practised  ininiof;Uity/' 

"Forgive  mc,  gentlemen/'  interrupted  Tfo   Patas. 
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"  for  troubling  you  with  one  or  two  remark^^.  Our 
Company  is  far  above  tlie  aspersions  of  this  (;en11«< 
m^n.  Even  were  wp  not,  lioWffV*rr,  Ihptc  \vi  » 
Castitian  proverb  which  says, '  he  who  haa  a  roof  of 
glass  should  not  throw  stones  at  his  neighbour.'  If 
this*  be  so''— here  he  grinned  derisively  and  waved 
hts  hand  id  the  Alcalde — "  what  think  ye  of  a  man 
who,  Ih'ing  with  ;knother  msn\  wife,  yet  dares  to  call 
out  upon  us  for  immondity  ?  " 

Hie  Alcalde  winced  at  the  roar  of  laughter  which 
followed  this  accusation,  but  knowing  it  to  be  true, 
he  accorded  it  silent  contempt^  and  continued  ex- 
citedly— 

'•Tlie  truth  h  the  truth,  however  the  Jesuits  may 
parry  and  evade  il.    They  are  born  without  shame. 

You  cannot  change  the  markings  ol  a  beasi " 

"  That  argument  smcUs  ot  foats/'  chuckled  TSo 
Pata&. 

It  now  became  evident  that  the  matter  could  pro- 
ceed no  further  on  these  lines,  and.  the  bystanders 
inten'ening  once  more,  the  Alcalde  worked  himself 
into  sucli  a  fur>"  that  he  strode  wit  of  the  barber's 
%lKJp  muttcnng  curses  upon  all  whom  it  contained, 
and  very  nearly  foaming  at  the  mouth. 

When  silence  had  been  restored  and  the  ^niest 
had  made  and  lighted  another  cigarette,  he  thus  ad- 
dressed tlie  assembly — 

''Gentlemen,  far  be  it  from  me,  a  humble  priest, 
lonng  all  mv  neighbours,  whether  good  Chnstians 
or  Jesuits,  and  wrestling  with  thft  6evi\  ^ven  da^'s  a 
week — far  he  it  from  mc  to  cast  aspertifujs  nn  mi 
mighty  an  organization  as  the  Company  of  Jcsv^. 

"  I  have  always  refused  to  do  so,  and  shall  ever  so 
continue.    Our  worthy  schoolmaster  has  a&kcd  for  a 
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list  of  those  accusations  which,  at  various  times,  have 
been  brought  against  the  Jesuits. 

"  Without  in  any  way  upholding  these  accusations, 
I  venture,  as  a  purely  impartial  onlooker,  to  fill  up  the 
gap  which  no  other  person  here  present  elects  to  deal 
with.  I  must  ask  you  to  bear  in  mind  that  I  merely 
repeat  what  I  have  heard,  and  place  it  before  you 
without  comment,  for  what  it  is  worth, 

"  Be  it  known,  then,  that  there  are  those  who  accuse 
the  Jesuits  of  overweening  ambition,  who  say  that  they 
stop  at  nothing  in  order  to  climb  above  men's  he^ds 
into  a  position  of  tjrannical  power. 

*'  It  has  been  said  that  even  the  poison  cup  has 
formed  an  item  in  the  multitude  of  means  to  attain 
their  ends.  Exempt  from  the  vow  of  poverty,  it  is 
their  custom  secretly  to  acquire  great  wealth.  At 
one  time  they  possessed,  in  South  America  alone, 
some  hundreds  of  square  miles  of  territory,  over 
seventy  thousand  head  of  cattle,  and  a  vast  retinue 
of  servants, 

"  This,  remember,  is  not  what  I  say  myself,  but 
only  what  I  have  heard  from  others. 

"  In  all  countries,  so  they  say,  the  Jesuits  have 
secretly  acquired  much  property.  For  the  most  part 
this  property  is  held  through  the  mediation  of  lay- 
men, who  are  merely  their  puppets '* 

"  And  what  if  it  be  true  ?  "  interrupted  Tfo  Patas ; 
"  what  if  the  sugar  factory  kept  three  score  of  men 
emplo5'ed  when  the  Jesuits  possessed  it  ?  Whom 
the  Lord  loveth,  his  bitch  litters  sucking  pigs  !  Why, 
when  they  went  away  it  fell  into  a  ruin,  and  those 
who  laboured  there  were  starved  I " 

"  Very  well,"  assented  the  priest  with  dignity 
"  far  be  it  from  me  to  prove  to  yon  aught  else  than 
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wh^i  you  say,  I  luv«  no  intere&t  v^halever  in  ko 
dojtig.  Now  let  1I&  proceed  to  other  mattenk 
There  arc  those  who  accuse  the  Jesuits  oi  impiety 
and  idolatry, 

**  lo  proof  of  thcfic  assertions  it  has  been  t«bown 
thsil  in  Giina  the  Jesuit  misMonariesH  finding  th<?  na- 
tives unwilling  to  forsake  thffir  idols,  grafted  a  kind 
of  spurious  Chrbtiaulty  oti  to  the  existing  paganism, 
and  by  that  means  -wtrc  en.ihkd  to  ^yoid  collision 
With  the  people,  if  this  be  so,  and  1  only  repeat  what 
has  been  t^  tome,  it  vrould  suggest  that  the  Jesuits 
w<*rr  moR*  anxious  to  further  tht-ir  worldly  aims  and 
ambitions  iban  lo  proach  the  Gospel  of  Girist. 

'*Tbis  accusation  is  so  grave  that  I  leave  you  en- 
tirely to  judge  of  ita  solidity." 

The  piiest,  liowevejr,  resumed  his  cigarette  with  so 
heavy  a  countenance,  and  shool:  his  head  with  liuch 
palpable  conx-iction.  that  liifi  Ibtenci^  doubtrH  not 
for  one  moment  what  were  his  inmost  thoughts,  Tto 
Patas  was  the  next  to  speak. 

'*  China>  look  you,  gentlemen*  is  many  a  hundred 
miles  away " 

"  Many  a  tl^ou^nd/'  corrected  the  j;choolira5ter, 
who  had  risen  from  the  sliaving-chair  and  w^is  wiping 
hih  chin, 

"  So  murli  the  worse  for  the  story,  when  it  arrives, 
When  one  know^  how  much  a  tale  may  gather  between 
here  and  Madhd,  how  the  devil  are  we  to  believe  a 
ttoiy  that  has  travelled  some  thousands  of  miles  ?  " 

"  Lastly."  resumed  tlirprii>l,"  it  has  been  said " 

At  this  instant  there  was  some  tittle  commotion 
around  the  door,  and  the  Alcalde  pushed  hia  way  in, 
holding  in  his  hand  his  hdton  of  ottice,  and  accom- 
panied by  the  Alg\iaci]»  or  village  constable. 
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"  Thtft/*  thundered  th«  Alcalde,  faring  all  arotrnd 
htm,  *'  is  a  notour  mef^ltng." 

"  FiftHlr^lkks!"  eJACiilit^  the  pncsit  and  the 
schoohnastcr  in  a5toniahjn«nt< 

"  Is  a  riotous  mcctinir/'  repeated  tbc  furious  Al- 
calde, "  and  as  Hueh  mu«t  be  suppressed/' 

Several  munnurs  of  indignauon  here  arose  among 
the  byvt;inder^, 

"  Und«st<iiid  mp.  genOemen/*  con1inu<Hl  the  A!- 
caMe,  '^  I  come  but  to  suppress  the  riotous  and  treason- 
able portion  of  this  rocetin^.  Hic  respectable  and 
orderly  portion  remain  with  God  and  without  my 
interference/* 

"  And  which  is  the  riotous  and  treasonable  por- 
tion ?  "  a»kecl  the  schoalmaAter. 

The  Alcalde  miade  no  answer.  but«  siting  to  the 
Alguacil,  he  cast  himselE  upon  Tio  Fatas  and  lifted 
him  under  the  armi,  and  the  Alguacil  having  iin- 
pri^orcd  an  ankle  in  citlier  hand,  the  procession  went 
out  of  the  door. 

After  they  had  gone  some  distance  up  the  village, 
the  Alcaide  dragged  his  victim  down  a  side  street,  lor 
several  of  the  idlers  bad  toUowed  them  from  the 
barber's. 

"Wicre  are  you  taking  me?'*  aitked  Tio  Fat»s, 
when  they  sat  him  on  the  ground  to  rest* 

"  That  where  are  we  taking  you  }  '^  repeated  (he 
Alcalde,  panting  and  lookir^  with  a  tromi  towards 
the  Al^iuacd,  who  took  oQ  bis  cap  and  commenced 
lo  scratch  his  head. 

"  Aye,  whcrr  iirr  you  taking  me  ?  '* 

"  Why  didst  thon  call  me  such  tilthy  names,  me, 
the  Alcalde,  amt  b^for^  so  many  picpie  ?  Dost 
thou  think  that   i   have  no  seli<respcct }    By  God, 
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thou  fiast   called  me   all  the   foulest   terms   in 
dictionary/' 

*'  Tilt  stupidity  oi  thb  animal !  "  cjacuJalcd  Tio 
Patas,  turning  up  the  whites  oi  Jus  eyes  to  heaven. 

"  It  is  the  truth." 

''  What  f  "  thundered  TIo  Patas,  springing  towards 
the  other  in  an  ^ipjuient  freiuy  uf  indigimlion,  "  dost 
thou  date  say  before  witiK^ss^'-s  that  [  called  thee  all 
the  foulest  tenns  there  an: }  " 

**  Thou  soidst  1  was  an  adulterer,  a  har,  and  on 
ass." 

"  Did  I  call  thee  A  cheat  ?  " 

"  No," 

"  Or  a  bandit  ?  " 

'*  No." 

"  Or  a  Uiiei  >  " 

*'No." 

"  All  of  which  thou  art.  Then  give  thanks  to  Ciod 
that  I  said  so  little." 

Saying  wTiidi,  TSo  Patas  handed  tlie  Alcalde  a 
cigarette,  which  at  ftr^t  he  reiuMxl  to  take,  but  being 
compelled  wiUi  mucJi  vtolcncet  at  latt  acci^pted  it  and 
even  lighted  it  froon  the  flame  which  the  other  biudled. 

"Nevertheless "    resumed    the    Alcalde,    ^lio% 

wrath  was  not  quite  dead. 

''  Smoke  and  hold  thy  peace,"  said  TEo  Patas.  and 
be  found  another  cigarette  tor  the  Alguacil,  and  last 
of  all  took  one  for  himself  out  of  a  &]>eciai  petaca 
whence  only  lijmscU  was  ser\xd.  Those  who  passed 
that  way  for  some  little  time  afterwaid^  saw  nolhiug 
but  tlircc  inc^ndcKcnt  sparks  in  a  line  along  the  low 
«tODe  wftll,  aifcd  each  spark  in  its  turn  would  grow  more 
vivid  And  illuminate  a  countenance;  then  it  would 
defend  to  a  lower  Ic^'el,  whereupon  a  voice  would 
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arise  in  friendly  convene,  and  presently,  the  red 
spark  resuming  its  position,  the  voice  would  cease 
and  one  of  the  other  sparks,  commencing  to  glow  more 
brilliantly,  seemed  to  portend  that  an  answer  was 
coming  forth. 

Now  the  defender  of  the  Jesuits  having  been  ab- 
stracted from  the  assembly  in  this  most  sudden  fashion, 
there  were  only  left  the  accuser  and  the  judge. 

And  this  accounts  for  my  being  imable  to  tell  you 
that  any  definite  conclusion  was  formed  on  this  occa- 
sion. Report  has  it  that  before  another  twenty 
minutes  had  elapsed  the  schoolmaster  was  seen  to 
yawn  and  stretch  himself,  the  barber,  subsiding  in 
an  easy  chair  beside  the  door,  was  heard  to  snore, 
and  the  priest,  looking  contemptuously  around  the 
barber's  shop,  was  observed  to  rise  from  his  bench, 
to  gather  up  his  skirts  and  to  stride  out  home,  gazing 
up  at  the  stars  and  wondering  what  God  was  thinking 
of  to  station  him  amongst  these  idiots,  with  only 
twelve  reals  a  day  wherewith  to  bless  himself. 

And  the  lizards,  having  assured  themselves  that 
nothing  more  was  happening,  disported  over  the 
lintel  to  their  hearts'  content,  and  the  cigarr6n,  per- 
ceiving that  at  last  he  might  assert  himself,  com- 
menced, at  first  tentatively,  to  chirp  forth  his  one  and 
only  note,  then,  growing  bolder,  sent  forth  such  a 
triumphant  clamour  that  at  last  he  obtained  an  an- 
swer from  some  six  or  seven  sympathisers,  and  they  all 
gave  thanks  that  the  village  had  gone  to  sleep. 
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"  Yet  had  his  aspect  noilung  cJ  Tusvvn. 
Bat  lacii  a  face  as  prociiaoil  liim  aincn:^ 
Nothing  rMervcd  or  *ulfcn  was  to  *«, 
Btkt  swcci  rcjCAfd-i,  anJ  plc«Ab£  sA&ctJty; 

ON  ttic  following  morning  Padre  Ignacio,  who  ^]1 
night  long  had  barely  closed  his  eyes  for  hali  an 
hour,  was  surpnscd  by  the  sudden  opening  of  his  door, 
when  a  swarthy,  black-eyed  danisel.  with  short  petti- 
coats around  her  ankles  and  a  red  carnation  in  her 
hair,  came  (o  his  bfrdside  and  announced  that  tii 
compliance  with  his  orders  she  had  prepaied  liw  cofifee 
and  was  there  to  bid  liim  rise- 
Without  more  ado  the  young  woman  next  stepped 
over  to  the  ehair  on  which  rested  the  good  father's 
clothii^,  felt  his  wo(^en  under-vest  and  exrlaimed 
"  i  Jcsljh  !  "  whf-n  she  found  huw  ihick  it  wa*,  examined 
his  hose  and  boots  inside  and  out.  and  marvelled  that 
everything  shcnld  be  so  heavy. 

*■  I  have  come  iiom  a  cold  climate,  daughter" 
answered  the  astonished  priest,  "and  1  will  thank 
thet-  lo  leave  mc  alone  and  close  ihc  door." 

After  which  the  Jesviil  diesaed  hinisdl  and.  coming 

downstairs,  sat  moodily  tuktng  liia  coflcc  at  the  same 

tabic  under  the  vine  where,  overnight,  he  had  supped 

with  Don  Ramon. 

Having  uniilied  hi:»  coftee  and  having  spent  half  an 
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botiT  in  writing.  Padre  Jgnacto  went  forth  to  *'  take  the 
For  nearly  a  mile  he  ^^-as  allowed  to  &aiioter  aloaig 
Lite  unmolested,  but  tumjrg  down  on  to  the  E>each 
and  liu\U)^  iUe^  road  bc^liitid.  ht^ubserval  Huit  .1  j^roup 
of  youn^;  ra^dmnHin^  were  hovering  in  his  \^^ke.  Pre- 
senUy  he  discerned  cncs  ot  "  Jcsujl  "  ;uid  "  Inlidcl," 
wltidi»  from  being  h^li  audible  at  tiret,  had  gradually 
become  louder  and  louder,  and  before  x'ery  long  he 
heard  a  whirr  in  the  air  l>eliiTid  hiiri,  which  was  follownod 
by  the  ratde  ol  a  stone  on  the  fJehhle^  to  his  right*  then 
another  wlLirr,  smd  a  second  projectile  flew  past  him 

^     OD  the  leU. 

j  The  Jesuit  turned  to  face  his  persecutori,  who 
pau^xl  to  lock  at  him  and  half  drew  bark  ;  then,  after 
a  niGmfnt*s  thought,  he  strode  to  where  the  fir^t  pebble 
seemed  to  have  fallen,  and,  making  believe  to  pick  it 
up,  raised  his  aim  aloft  with  a  round  black  object  held 

^^etween  finf^er  and  thumb. 

^P  ^  Look  I  "  he  cried ;  *'  what  it  is  you  have  Uirown 

^t  me," 

The  noble  face  was  so  kindly  and  tile  blue  eyc»  so 
smiling  that  the  inquisitive  children,  little  by  UtUc, 
drew  towards  him  in  a  shambling,  ashamed  fashion, 
and  alter  a  brief  interval  he  was  surcoundtd  by  a  group 
of  brown^sktnned  urdiins,  the  bluest  and  most 
elaborately  ;ij>jiartlled  of  whom  was  eij^ht  years  M, 
and  (Knao^rd  of  a  hat,  a  nliirt  and  ^  |>air  of  breeches* 
whilst  the  youngest  was  only  about  tour  and  was 
clothed  ma"  complete  frog  suit/^  us  the  Spaniards 
say,  or,  to  talk  in  plaia  EngU^*  as  naked  as  he  was 
bom. 

^H   Fourteen  brown  lingers  were  being  steadily  sui^ked 

^Bfed  tweiity-eiifht  eyes  loukcd  ste,idily  towards  the 
Jesuit's  upraised  hand. 
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"  Wbicb  of  yoti  ca^^t  this  first  stone  ^  "  asked  P&dre 
Ignado.  Thirteen  brown  fingers  inunediatdy  indi- 
cated the  ail(>nt- 

"l^H>k  t"  v»H  tlic  priest,  "what  thy  sfonc  has 
turned  to/'  and  he  handed  hiin  a  small  bronze  coin. 
All  eyes  were  now  opened  very  wide, 

"  Where  fell  the  second  fitonc  ? "  aakcd  the  priest. 

The  ehorus  ol  fu^^ers  here  indicated  iLs  resting  place 
with  the  utmost  candour. 

Padre  Tgnacio  strode  onwards  and,  stooping  ilown 
rapidly,  lifted  his  h^nd  aloft  once  more.    This  time 
something  was  seen  to  glitter  in  the  sunshine  like 
t  burnished  sUver. 

"  Who  cast  this  second  stone  at  me  ?  '* 

Thistime  there  wa.^  a  riot,  fully  eight  voices  dainting 
lo  have  done  tiie  deed. 

Tlie  pricat  selected  the  nearest  hand,  and  placed 
therein  a  new  two-real  piece  of  silver,  saying — 

•'  Look  what  thy  stone  has  tnmcd  to." 

After  the  excitement  had  somewhat  subsided.  Padre 
Ignacio  glanced  over  the  various  hands,  ;iiid  pcTceivin^ 
that  the  yonn^ter  in  frog*s  clothing  still  held  a  pebble. 
it  feigned  to  be  much  concerned,  and,  wringing  his 
idSi  crtcd  in  a  voice  ot  angubh^ 

^Drop  that  pebble,  child  i  thou  knowest  not  what 
thoudost/' 

The  child  let  fall  Uie  stone,  and  commenced  to 
cry. 

"  Have  you  heard/'  asked  Paclre  Ignado.  addressing 
the  group  in  general,  "  have  you  heard  what  happened 
to  the  children  that  cast  stones  at  San  Oportimo  ?  " 

Silence. 

"The  first  stone  they  cast  at  him,**  said  the  priest, 
looking  ver>-  serious.  "  became  a  coin  of  bronce.    The 
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Atone/'  he  continued  after  a  pauM,  and 
to  a  ma|c»t[c  chant. 


bcranu;  a 


raiaing 
coin  cf 


■A£k 


■^ 


bis  vuia- 
Silver " 

Then,  in  a  hoarse  whisper,  he  Leant  towards  the 
childrcD  with  a  frowD,  and  a^ed— 

"  But  know  ye  wh^t  happened  to  the  one  that  threw 
the  third  ? " 

No  one  knew. 
No!"  thxindcrcd  the  priest.    "None  of  ye  know, 
ol  your  mothers  and  Eathcrs  and  they  wili  not  tell 
yoa.    And  why?     Because  they  dau  not," 

Saving  which,  he  gathered  his  gown  around  him 
and  c;ilnily  sttude  away. 

The  groiijj  wut-!iril  hiH  departure  in  silence. 

Presently  the  oldest  ol  the  desperadoes  &poke. 

"  I  don*t  bclio'c  anything  would  happen  at  all." 

"No!"  cried  another  quickly.     "Nor  L" 

"  Let's  throw  one  and  try."  proposed  a  third,  keep* 
his  handi  lightly  foldul  hdiiiid  his  back. 

'*  T  know  what  would  luippen  to  the  one  who  threw 
the  third  ;^tonc/'  remarked  the  pe^unist  ot  Uic  party 
mysteriously, 

"What  ? "  cried  the  others,  gathering  round  him. 

"His  arm  would  wither  up." 

This,  by  some;  was  jeered  at^  but  there  were  othets 
who  hekl  their  peace, 

"  U,"  cried  the  wit  of  Uie  party.  "  the  iir^t  ttone 
turns  to  copper  and  the  second  to  silver,  why,  clearly 
the  third  would  turn  to  gold/' 

•'Clearly!"  shouted  half  a  doicn  voices.  "Then 
let's  throw  one  and  try," 

But  nohody  raised  his  hand. 

Then  the  second  oldest  boy.  who  hitherto  had  not 
tpoken,  called  out  that  the  Je*utt  being   already  out 
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of  reach,  the  most  sensible  thing  to  do  was  to  go  and 
spend  the  little  they  had  got,  and  with  a  rcsoimdiag 
war-whoop  the  crowd  went  scimpcrin^  up  the  beach 
towards  the  village,  and  reinforcements  having  joined 
thtuti,  A  Ihick  tjoud  of  dust  w;i>v  presently  seen  along 
the  high  road  citreering  madly  away  upon  5ome  six 
and  thirty  feet. 

The  Jesuit  noted  this  phenomenon  with  a  t^uJet 
smile  of  ^tisfaction,  and  reaching  the  finn  damp  eand, 
pursued  his  way  along  the  water's  edgp,  his  hands 
foldi^l  Whitid  him,  And  bending  his  head  in  thought. 

So  absorbed  waa  the  ^ood  father  with  his  meditation 
that  alter  walking;  h^df  ix  mite  he  almost  collided  with 
another  mdividwal  who  oirried  an  open  book  and 
whose  pallid  careworn  countenauce  and  great  white 
eyeballs  confronted  him  iu  mule  surprise  when  he 
came  to  a  sudden  standstill. 

The  figure  before  him  was  lank  and  lean,  and  the 
dean-shaven  face  posse&sed  that  stubbly  blackness 
which  renders  some  men  darker  when  fresh  from  the 
barbcrW  h^ncis  th^tii  otlier^  who  have  not  ahaved  for 
more  tli^n  a  week. 

The  clothes  were  mended  and  re^mcndcd.  and  the 
whole  attire  t>ctokGaed  the  most  pcnunotis  respect- 
ability. 

It  was  the  village  schoolmaster,  the  day  being  one 
of  many  '*  f*-;!*!  "  daj-s. 

For  hb  portion  of  the  "  feast  "  the  man  of  le^min^ 
carried  a  small  wooden  toothpick  behind  hi?  ear,  and, 
thud  equipped,  wa»  ready  tot  any  sudden  emergency 
of  eating. 

Tlius  unexpectedly  confronting  eaeh  otlier,  the  two 
strangers  bowed  and  paF«ed  the  time  of  day,  and  fell 
into  friendly  conversation. 
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I  will  not  di??guUe  from  yoii/'  ^d  the  scliool- 
aiaster  at  length.  "  that  I  kjiow  who  yoii  are." 

*'  You  suipnse  mt,"  c:cciaim<;d  ihc  priest,  cievabng 
libcyebrcw«;  "  and  pray,  sir,  wbom  havo  I  Ihc  honour 
of  addrc«»ing  ?  " 

Thv  srhoolmH!%trr  wavt-d  hts  hand  round  in  a  rirtli? 
to  iDdicate  the  lionzon  of  ^e^  and  land*  and  made 
answer — 

"  Vou  are  ^pealcing,  sir,  to  the  hungriest  tridividufJ 
ia  ail  this  ^'o^t  domain.  Thu»,  sir,  does  society  repay 
the  sdiolof  aod  philc4ophef." 

"Atel"    said    thr    Jr<uit,    "wc    hiive     mtidt    in 
common,     f  take  you  to  be  the  school  master  of  Ihis 
pueblo  ?    The  Company  of  jcstis,  sir,  has  ever  devoted 
itself  to  the  education  of  the  young ;   its  cry,  unhkc 
that  of  Uie  clergy,  haa  been  '  Onward/    The  Company 
forniulated  the  very  flr»t  methods  a^ied  in  tlie  National 
Sith'Hik  of  Spain  ;  Ihc-y  roiitntl,  ;il  jii-TNtrnt,  the;  edu> 
calional  system  of  France,  which  tUry  have  completely 
rc-modcllcd,    1  am  vain  enough,  sir,  to  couple  my 
name  with  youra,  and  to  claim  that  men  like  you  and 
me  are   the    creator*  of  thought  and  character,  the 
moulders  o(  the  young  idea,  the  potters  to  whom  b 
givt^n  a  ni;L<(K  ni  ^ha[H*tt-ss  day  whcif^wilh  to  fahluon 
a  mind.    And  wc  do  it,  5ir,  we  do  it.    And  what  is 
our  reward  ? " 
^  WcU  might  you  ask  I  "  sighed  the  schoohnaster. 
"  Our  reward,  my  dear  sir,  is  this,"  ccmtinued  the 
Jesuit,  threading  hia  ann  familiarly  through  that  of 
%  Pij<nji;mi(m.     ^'  Ytm  ure  paiJ  ^i  ndMei;tble  pittance, 
idiculou&ly    trivial   in   comp^mson    witli    the   woHc 
performed,  whilst  I  am  exiled  and  ;tcnt  to  wander  in 
cign  kmdfi.'* 
''How  trucl"  replied  the  other,  deligiitcd  to  be 
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thus  treated  by  one  who  wore  those  m:irks  o*  superior- 
ity and  eminence  in  hii  face  and  speech  which  to  one 
mic^ht  guini^y,  [ndcred,  h;df  oi  men's  hatred  for  tlie 
Ji-Miils  an\f^  from  mvy  oi  Iheir  distiriclioit.  Anci 
continuing  his  conversation.  Padie  Ignacio  accom* 
panicd  the  schcoIiTiastcr  along  the  margin  oi  the  laJty 
water  tor  nearly  half  an  hour,  kaxing  the  simple  man 
bewitched  with  his  condescension,  humility  and 
grace. 

At  length  Ihey  |i;ir1e*E|. 

'^  My  dear  sir,"  said  the  Jesuit,  cLaspiiig  his  hand, 
"  yoar  conversation  has  charmed  mc.  I  had  not 
thought  to  be  so  (ortunatc.  When  one  remembers 
that  this  viUage  is  a  thousand  miles  away  from  the 
great  universities  of  Leipsic,  Paris  and  Vienna,  and  to 
fird— bless  me,  good-bye,  sii,  1  hxjk  iorw;dTd  loineetiiiy 
you  again." 

1'hc  schoolmaster  flourished  his  most  elegant  fsn^ 
well, 

"By  tho  way,"  remark^  Padre  Ignacio,  smiling, 
"you  might  mention  to  the  good  priest  of  the  parish, 

Don " 

"  Don  Francisco  Lope*  " 

"  Don  Francisco,  that  if  perchance  this  e\'ening  at 
the  dinner  hour  he  should  be  able  to  b^^nd  hie  steps  iti 
th*-  direction  of  my  humble  inn,  the  Fonda  M  Trim, 
I  have  a  few  words  to  say  to  liim/' 

"  With  much  pleasure,  and  I  kiss  your  hands" 
The  schoolmaster  turned  his  face  towards  the  ^-iHagc 
and,  humming  a  tune  for  the  first  time  that  week,  he 
disappeared  along  the  high  road  and  sought  out  the 
parish  priest. 

Ttiat  worthy  rec^Keci  the  invitation  with  pretended 
scorn,  yet  it  cost  him  trouble  to  suppress  his  gratiilca- 
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lion.      A*  for  hte  coriowty,  it  was  as  evident  Aa  the 
nose  upon  hts  iacc^  which  k  saying  much. 

At  fir^  be  refused  to  go,  hut  lh«  schoobnuter 
persuaded  him  with  such  glowing:  praise  of  the  Jesuit's 
urbanity  that  the  poor  priest  gave  way  with  much 
apparent  reluctance  and  amenicd  with  the  very  worst 
^raoe  he  eoiiU)  pOAi^ihtly  4X»minand 

"Thi*  Jfftiiit  has  bewitched  (her/*  said  the  priest 
banicrin^ly  oa  he  bade  the  schoojnoastcr  food-h^e  in 
the  cobbler's  doorway. 

"  Nay,"  repli^  the  schoohnastei,  "  but  he  is  the 
only  man  who  has  ever  shown  %igt^%  of  apprectating 
me" 

"  That  is  to  lay.  he  hw  plied  thee  with  flattery." 

**  J  Hombre !  The  comphmcnt  plcftsc^  mc.  Thy 
Bible  sa>'s  that  a  man  n  never  a  prophet  in  his  own 
coontiy," 

"  f  will  ansi«-er  thee  from  thy  avm  copy*books/' 
ref^ied  tbe  priest.  "Thy  Jesuit  icrmiiid.'i  me  of  the 
proverb,  'Too  much  courle^y,  too  much  cnift/  " 

And  eltmbin^  once  more  the  bare  brick  staircase 
whoM  tread»  were  c<lged  with  oah,  the  priest  called 
out  to  hU  ancient  servant  that  she  need  not  cook 
more  beans  for  the  evening  meal  than  she  wanted  for 
hersdf,  and  as  for  the  few  saitiiiif--s  llif^y  had  better 
be  eaten  now  ;  more  ^as  the  pity  he  liad  jjought  them. 

Those  were  the  da^-s  when  old  Spanish  customs  as 
to  the  hours  for  t>reakfaitin9  and  dining  were  stiJi  in 
vc^ue,  and  the  meal  of  ttie  day  was  taken  at  twelve 
or  one.  People  retired  to  rest  at  ten  o'clock  or  even 
nine,  French  customs,  however,  were  |>r;i(ht;JIy  crop- 
piag  up  in  famUic«  who  wished  lo  be  thought  well 
travelled  and  rehncd. 

Thus  it  was  that  if  a  man  asked  you  to  dine  you 
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knev^  not  whether  to  prcacut  yourscU  at  noon  or 
fivCDtidc  unlcas  he  added  *"  Spani^  time  '*  or  "  French 
tlnw/' 

Padre  Igiucio  Lid  6et  tJiic  doubt  at  rest  by  mention*- 
ing  the  rvcning. 

Arrived  at  the  Fonda  dct  Trini.  the  Jesuit  prfest 
came  forward  courteously  to  greet  the  village  priest 
ftod  tM^^d  him  to  be  seated. 

Two  little  wineglasses  were  brought  to  th^m  on  a 
tray^  And  besid^r  tlie  glasses  stood  a  bottle  o1  ctirtoui 
idiape. 

"AllcAv  mc."  said  Padre  Iguacio  presently,  rising 
with  a  smile  and  taking  up  the  bottle,  ''to  initiate 
you  iiito  one  oi  our  Northern  vic«s.  Give  mc  your 
&unk  opinion.'" 

Wliereupon  the  Jesuit  filled  the  two  glasses  from 
thr  t)f)ttTr,  and  having  lasted  his  own  porlioii,  sHt 
awaiting  the  verdict  of  the  priest. 

"  It  is  not  bad/'  conceded  the  latter ;  "  it  reminds 
me  of  spint  of  Gcnex-Sp" 

"  Your  discernment  is  not  to  be  cheated/'  laughed 
the  Jesuit.  "  As  a  matter  of  fact,  lliis  liquor  h  twin 
bnillir-i  lu  the  spiHt  you  mention.  Vi-t  il  1x-]oiigs  to 
a  special  class,  made  only  in  the  Low  Countries,  and 
hitherto  unta^tcd,  1  bchcvc,  in  Southern  Spain.  1 
bcfi  you  to  have  some  more." 

The  village  priest  held  out  his  empty  glass  and  drew 
it  b»ck  replenished. 

"  Tlie  Dutdi  are  a  wonderful  pec^le/'  remark)^  tlie 
guest. 

*•  Bow  vKxy  true  I "  murmured  I'ftdre  Ignacio, 
shaking  hift  head. 

"  A  marvcUcvs  people,  sir/'  ccoitinucd  the  other 
Willi  emphasis. 
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"  Whkh  of  ihcir  cliamctcristics  were  you  dwcUing 
upon  ?  '*  atiked  Padre  Ignacio  with  artless  interest. 

"  Od  their — ;  vaya,!— — *'  The  village  pHe*t  paused 
somewhat  at  a  lens,  ^id  ihf-n  wtmt  on,  '*  An^  lliry  nut 
the  people  wtio  produce  tlic  famous  round  cheae  ? " 

''  Quite  ri^ht.  quite  right  I  It  i&  a  cheese  of  much 
merit." 

*' And  hAvc  they  not  invented  a  special  kind  of 
linen,  and  a  method  of  binding  books  ?  " 

"Correct  lo  Uic;  letter  1  " 

"And  were  they  not— er " 

"The  Dutch,"  said  Padre  Ignacio,  coming  to  hu 
relief,  '*were  Che  people,  as  you  will  recollect,  whom 
it  coit  us  «onie  eighty  years  to  conquE^T,  and  I  fear 
that  our  conquest  was  stained  with  no  httle  savagery, 
thanks  to  the  Duke  o(  Alva.  Tlieir  dng|-ed  pertinacity 
has  Aroused  the  iidmiratfon  of  the  whole  inhabited 
filobe.  Whetiier  in  h^ittlLng  with  the  Spaniards  by 
land,  urith  the  Engh^h  by  eea,  or  with  Nature  alonf; 
their  Oykr4  and  water-ways^  they  have  s>iown  a  cou- 
rage, a  genius  and  an  endurance  which — but  I  interrupt 
you,  1  anticipate  you  ?  " 

"  Yes,  you  lias-e  taken  the  words  out  of  my  mouth/' 
said  the  other  with  a  iorgivmg  snulc. 

"Panlon  met'* 

"  There  ie  nothing  to  forgive  t  '* 

The  two  priests  bowed  to  oiic  another,  and  the 
landlord  of  the  Fondu^  having  spread  the  doth, 
placed  two  bcrwls  of  soup  in  front  of  them,  together 
with  bread  and  condiments. 

"Honour  me  by  asking  a  ble«£ing  on  tlie  food," 
saM  P^idrt-  Ignado. 

"  Nay,  that  pertains  lo  you,  n»y  dicar  sir/'  replied 
the  priest* 
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<( 


Indeed,  now——' 
Certainly  not 

I  beg  oi  you ■ 


"  I  could  not  think  of  it." 

Eventually  the  Jesuit  persuaded  his  companion  to 
Eurcept  t\ds  [^osl  of  honour^ 

Thtn  arose  a  struggle  over  iJie  wiiie^  which  was 
more  prolonged.  The  Jesuit,  however,  was  obdurate. 
His  guest  must  choo^  or  the  wine  must  remain  un- 
drunk," 

Th€  \Tllage  priest  having  chosen  ai  certain  Amon- 
tJll^ado,  the  Jesuit  was  loud  in  its  praise. 

■'I  perccivcj"  5aid  he,  *' that  I  am  dealing  with  a 
amnoissciiT," 

**Yoa  flatter  me,"  said  the  other  with  a  modest 
aiiiil9. 

"  Indeed,  I  have  never  tasted  such  wine/*  protested 
Padie  Ignacio. 

"  It  a*  a  wine,"  said  the  priest,  '*  that  I  know  better 
by  repute  than  by  experience.  Alas !  I  am  but  a  lowly 
fibephcrd,  and  s^uch  Amontillado  as  this  has  seldom 
passed  my  lips." 

-  The  Jesuit  regarded  him  for  a  moment  with  a  look 
t>F  the  keenest  Aym|>atiiy  ;  then, calling  to  the  lamUrrrd, 
bade  him  send  off  a  dozen  bottles  of  the  Amontillitdo 
to  the  hou&e  of  the  priest. 

*'  Nay."  cried  the  other.  "  you  put  me  to  shame. 
Surely  you  did  not  suspect  me  of  fishii^  for " 

'*  My  dear  sir,"  ssid  Padre  Ignado  reproachfully. 

"  Indeed,  it  h  loo  guod  oi  you " 

"  If,"  continued  the  Jesuit.  ^^  your  pride  does  not 
lie  in  the  \^"ay  of  iiccepting  so  worthier  a  tribute  of  my 
iieipect,  1  beg  that  you  ^^-ill  have  the  goodness  to  make 
no  more  mention  of  it.    What  have  we  here  ?    Chicken 
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id  rice  f^nce  more !    Dear  mc !  I  fear  tliat  you  must 
ver>-  weary  of  iiich  di*hes," 

'  Indeed,  no  I  "  returned  the  priest,  looking  lurd  at 
111*  cMckcQ. 

SoQp,  chicken  and  sweets  having  each  received 
attention,  the  hint  uiid  |^ue?it  were  eventually  lefl 
alone  viCh  their  dgarettc^  and  coffee,  and  the  wixw 
liaving  ^Tinned  the  cockles  ol  tbc  village  pricat'5 
heart,  he  gradually  became  communicative,  and 
voluntt^red  much  osehi]  infonnation. 

"There  is  one  point/*  said  the  Jesuit  at  length, 
*'  upon  which  I  should  desire  aouie  little  enlightcnmenL 
It  appears  Hut  one  Don  AntoTiio  Nieto,  who  went 
away  »ome  ten  or  twch-e  yeara  ago,  left  behind  him 
bis  cafit-ol!  mistress," 

"  Ah,  that,"  replied  the  other,  *'  is  indeed  a  pitiful 
case/' 

"  So  I  believe,"  conttiitiAd  Pydie  IgihuJit,  without 
betraying  any  emotion.  '*  tl  were  iw-lcis  for  me  to 
diagubc  from  you  that  Don  Antonio  had,  up  to  the 
tnnc  of  his  departures,  enjoyed  that  confidence  which 
ow  Society  is  wont  to  rcpoee  in  persons  of  appareitt 
respectability.  For  indeed  we  have  nothing  to  conceal. 
As  a  nation  of  Dcjii  Arlonio,  aiul  -ah  a  nieiritxrr  of  Uie 
Comp<uiy  whoK  Teputation  he  held  of  m>  little  account, 
I  naturally  take  no  small  interest,  you  understand,  in 
the  welfare  of  this  poor  creature." 

"  She  is  dead." 

"  You  shock  me !  "*  said  the  Jesuit  nith  a  rai^g 
of  the  eyeUi>wH  ami  a  sympathy  ^)  [uinfully  iiieduui* 
ical  that  no  one  would  have  credited  htm  with  a 
hciirtt     Then  he  continued  coldly — 

"  It  that  be  so  the  matter  ends-'' 
■  "  Not  entirely.    There  are  children  living/' 
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So  there  arc  cJuldrcn  1    And  how  many  } " 

"  Girls  ? " 

"  No.    BoUi  of  Uiem  boy*." 

The  affair  is  twroming  iittt-n-sting,**  said  Padre 
Ignacio.  with  a  sniiLc,  and  drawing  his  chair  up  dos^r 
to  tlie  table.    "  Arc  these  children  well  cared  ior  ?  " 

"Alas  !  they  are  quite  the  reverse." 

"  Or  educated  ?  " 

"  They  have  no  more  education  than  a  couple  of 

''  Then,  sir,  in  the  (ew  idle  hours  that  lie  before  me 
day  by  day.  I  shall  make  it  my  duty  to  take  these 
children  in  hand/' 

"  I  do  not  think  you  will  find  the  younger  very 
aiixicmit  to  improve  hinii;elf/' 
"  Ah  I  " 

"  He  is,  1  bclte^-c,  a  little  nc*er*do-w«h  and  full  of 
mischief  and  foul  worda.    The  elder,  on  the  other 

hand,  has  always  struck  me  as " 

"Yes?*' 

"  Ha«  always  appeared  to  be  »rrLljitioiii(.  He  liat  a 
mrvst  curious  disposilicti." 

"Indeed!"  rejoined  the  other.  And  for  hilly  a 
minute  he  was  lost  in  thought. 

"Of  course."  continued  the  village  priest,  aiming 
a  puti'  of  smoke  upwanb  through  an  opening  in  the 
vine,  "he  has  not  been  ;ible  to  get  away  from  hi^ 
ilnidgeiy  to  ;Lttend  the  daily  school/' 

"Quite  so,*'  replied  Padre  Ignacio ;  tticn*  sud- 
denly confronting  his  guest,  he  demanded — 

"  The    woman's  last    confession,  to  whom  was  it 
uttered }  " 
"  To  me/' 
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"  Apart  irom  that  conlcasion,  whi»c  seal  1  would 

I  dare  lo  ask  you  break,  did  you,  in  course  o(  con- 
ver^tion,  ever  gather  that  this  woman  boro  resent* 
iDent  agaiost  her  betrayer  ?  " 

"Oil,  ii«;'  tvphnl  iUtt  atliw  very  fnuikly.  "She 
hatl  mud]  iiuict  philosophy  in  her  con>titution.  All 
knew  that  Don  Antonio  had  wronged  her  and  taken 
J»cr  Irom  her  x-iUagc  under  a  false  pretence.  That  she 
did  not  disuse.  For  the  rest  she  was  not  commo- 
nitative/' 

Th«  JesuilN  l>hi<T  eyes  were  fixed  upon  Oie  sjkeaker 
ivith  a  look  ol  eagerness  and  penetration.  Apparently 
he  felt  rdicvcd.  and  saw  no  cause  to  doubt  the  vilU^ 
priest's  good  faith,  for  he  turned  his  Ease  clscwliere 
and  fell  to  ponderins- 

*' Quite  outside  lier  confensJon/'  volunteered  tbe 
priesi,  "  slir  ittii  a  liMle  ca?4et  for  her  ddt-r  dnld  when 
he  reaches  an  age  of  discretion. ^' 

"  What  did  it  contaui  ^  " 

"I  do  not  know,     Ld  the  first  place,  it  is  sealed  up 

with  much  elaboraiton.     In  the  t^eccnd,  it  b  probab^ 

e  useleu  Irifle  wliich  the  poor  wi^tcli  dotal  upon. 

could  iK»t   t>e  very  valuable,  or  she  would  have 

artcd  with  it.     I  have  held  many  such  curious  ttusCa 

my  time.'" 

"  A  soaldd  casket  I ''  murmured  the  Jesuit  as  though 

soliloquy,  and  gating  up^^^ards  at  the  moon  that  was 

ping  through  the  vine. 

Aftci'  it  few  tnotncn!s  he  changed  tlie  'subject,  and, 
ing  to  bis  companion,  said,  with  apparent  blunt- 

Do  you  know  that  your  pre:}ence  in  this  \nUage 
caused  me  to  ponder.    You  may  have  noticed  my 
ion." 
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"  1  tiavc. 
yon  f " 
*'TeU 


\Miy  should  my  presence  here  *iirprte 


me,  in  confidence  now,"  said  the  Jesuit, 
Icamxig  forward.  "  and  forgive  my  clumsiness  if, 
tn^votently,  I  have  (rcxlden  upun  forbidden  j^tmd. 
Have  you  In  some  way  offended  the  powers  that  be  ?  " 

"Offended  the  powers  that  be  >  "  repeated  the 
village  priest,  taking  his  cigarette  out  of  liis  mouth 
with  genuine  astooishment. 

"  Yes.  Have  you  incurred  the  hatred  of  the  queen, 
or  trodden  upon  the  toes  of  the  primate  ?  Have  you 
<|uarreUed  with  some  minister  of  po\v'er  ?  Have  you 
Implicated  j'ourself  with  some  forbidden  policy  ?  ** 

'*  None  of  these  tilings  have  1  done "  replied  the 
other,  opening  his  eyes  and  mouth  to  the  utmost  of 
their  capacity^ 

The  Jesuit  drew  back  and  laui3:hed  incredulously. 

"  Between  brothers  of  the  cloth,  now  ? ''  he  said  at 
length. 

"  Indeed."  replied  the  village  priest  in  till  good 
laith,  "  I  do  assure  you  that  I  have  never  given  ofienoc 
to  a  living  soul  outside  the  boundary  of  this  vilia^." 

"  Not  even  to  the  Bishop  of  Santa  Fe  ?  " 

"  Not  even  to  the  Bishop  of  Sante  Fe." 

'*  Tlien,  why^  sir,"  whispered  the  Jesuil,  drawing 
very  near  to  him  and  laying  one  hand  upon  his  knet, 
"  why»  sir.  arc  yQU  here  ?  " 

'  "  Ah-h'h  I  *'  sighed  the  priest  as  his  face  lighted  up 
with  sudden  intelligence.  "  It  surprises  you  that  1 
hai.'e  stuck  in  the  mud  In  CInco  Caminos  all  these 
yraix,  eh'/' 

"AH  these  years!"  repented  the  JeMJit.  .shaking 
his' head. 

"  Well,  yes,  but— you  in  your  turn  surprise  mc  also. 
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kte? 


toe  ts  ^  vcr>"  uv 


iw  i»  it  tb^t  your  knowledge 

replied  Padre  Tjjnacio 


Do  you 


sappow, 
'  that  your 


movcmunU  have 


almost 
not   been 


scornfully, 
follower' 

"  Blc:^  rac  !  "  said  the  village  prirs(. 

Tlic  otiicr  put  his  h^nd  in  his  bosom  and  drew  uut 
n  letter. 

"To  whom  15  this  <-nvclope  addr«3S6d?"  asked 
Padre  I^nacio,  <rxhibitin^  it. 

"  To  the  Bishop  ol  Santa  Fe,  to  be  sure." 

"  It  n  my  irtter  of  uitrcHhiittion  tt:  him.  In  due 
courM  1  ftliall  prcficnt  it.  But  mark  (hi9,  ilt^i  1  have 
made  a  point  of  consulting  you" 

"Ajidwhyso?*" 

"  Because/*  replied  the  Jesuit,  pattinf;  him  on  the 
kiwe  and  speaking  hi  a  subdued  tone  with  much 
earDGilntMii,  "  hrr~>ti]-se  my  iuT^lnicticn^  wt?ir  Ui  that 
cflect.  That  is  my  simple  answt^.'* 
h  The  village  priest  could  scarcely  bdicvc  his  c&rs. 
'  At  length,  ^hcn  he  rose  to  f-o,  his  host  accompanied 
him  to  the  gate,  and,  butlonhohng  liim  for  a  moment, 
nniafked  with  tlie  most  charming  grace — 

"T)«>  not  dtipAi't  wiUiout  accepting  my  llMnkH  fnr 
all  you  have  pubLdy  protested  in  our  behalf/' 

"  Oh,  as  ior  th^t "  said  the  other  deprccatingly, 

ith  a  shrug  ol  the  ehoulders. 

Nay,  you  would  belittle  your  good  deeds,  you 
would  fain  hide  your  light  under  a  bushel  I  feel  sure 
that  your  xoine  li;is  t-vtri  [.fuciipiurit^d  oui  i:au*«e,  <ind 
1  were  a  hog  if  I  did  mA.  render  thanks," 

"  Oh,  my  dear  sir.  it  is  a  mere  nothing/' 

"  That  i£  your  opinion.    Mine  is  difFereot.    I  moit 
ly  thank  you  for  all  the  help  you  have  extended 
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to  us,  loT  all  the  good  words  you  have  spoken  on  our 
behalf,  and  I  veiimre,  with  cuiiljdenc*?,  to  thaak  you 
in  &jntici]Mtion  lor  tavour^  ytii  lo  i-xjmt:.  We.  sluill  not 
prove  ungratefuL" 

"Sir/*  replied  the  other,  much  moved,  and  icating 
one  band  upon  ihc  Ji^iiit*s  sleeve,  *'  the  less  you  say 
oi  good  services  in  the  past  the  better.  I  will  be 
honost  vfilh  you.  Quite  unintentionally  you  have 
shamed  nie.  But  from  the  boltum  of  my  heart  I  do 
ad:^ure  you  that  whulcver  humble  service  may  lie 
vhthin  my  power  in  luturc*  whatever  uiy  duty  to  God 
and  my  bishop  will  allow  me  to  |>erform,  those  services 
arc  yoars,  tJiougli  they  cost  me  my  last  drop  of  blood. 
Good-uiglU,  sir,  and  God  be  with  you." 

Whereupon  the  priest  turned  his  steps  homeward 
alon^  the  nioonht  road,  and  the  Jesuit  with  tiis  hands 
behind  his  back  stood  gazing  upward  ut  the  tirm^iineDt. 

'*To  do  good,"  murnnired  Padre  Ignacio,  'Ml  i< 
sometimes  iirce^ary  iv  deceive.  Deceit  U  nauseating, 
but  how  much  more  diplomacy  amongst  these  simple 
people  must  yet  be  planned  and  consummated  I 

"  Yonder  seven  stare  like  a  coach  and  horses  that 
looked  down  upon  us  in  Belgium  from  so  far,  here 
seem  to  ha^e  approached  the  sombre  earth  imtH  they 
almost  hail  u«» 

**  What  is  tlteir  message  ?  I,  the  hypocrite,  skilled 
in  looking;  into  men's  hearts  and  reading  their  secrets 
without  divulgii^g  what  hes  hidden  m  my  own  most 
heavy  conscience,  mif^ht  I  not  also  be  a  ptaytliijig  in 
iny  turn  }  I  work  like  a  clock  l>ceatse  I  ;uii  wound 
up.  And  Ihe  nloi^  that  licks  nvkwy  ^j  im-irily  wnuhl 
go  ju?st  ^1^  wrll  thougli  no  one  ever  looked  at  il.  Yonder 
clockwork  above  me  will  keep  on  moving  for  all  ctcr- 
nity^  though  no  oya  see  it.    And  if  we  are  all  working 
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without  rcsuH  ?  It  tht  watch  that  was  wound  up 
lo  keep  KUard  over  craJly  Time  lies  hidden  away  in  a 
cupboard  axtd  ruiis  down  willtotit  ewi  b^'m^  consulted, 
if  Ihe  M^ti4  itiAt  ily  like  ii)i.k<?l»  aioiig  tlieir  |>;il]i>  arr 
spending  biihona  of  hor9c-p<rA'cr  to  no  putposc*  it  the 
brain  ihaX  toib  and  acbc5  vrdl  rot  just  as  unproduct- 
ivcly,  whea  all  ls  told,  as  the  upcast  and  solitary 
oyster,  why— if  such  a  chaotic  mockery  were  pos^ble, 
which  most  palpably  could  ties.'ej  be,  the  deceiver 
hiniaell  would  t>e  tlie  niiAt  deL^iveil,  and  iJie  most 
cunning  would  be  the  moat  befooled, 

"I,  wtio  inwardly  forgive  m>-jcH  my  clumsy  frauds 
t>ccau£e  1  fe<:l  my%cii  onv  stf^p  more  proximate  to 
beavQD  than  my  victim,  and  therefore  authorized  to 
entice  these  fool^  fhe  way  th^t  my  Redeemer  and 
my^H  Uiiiik  tliey  ^hutdd  ^o,  if  from  licyond  (he.  toiidj 
aro«  a  vc»ce  crying,  '  Of  all  these  creatures  whom 
thou  scornost  thou  art  the  most  easily  lured,  lor  tliy 
bait  h  nothingness,  thy  chase  is  a  vapid  <:onc<:it  of  thy 
shallow  ima^nation* — what  then  would  be  my  p!igl:t  ?  *' 

*' Mas,  how  unhappy  must  be  the  soul  that  Thirsts 
all  In  vain  for  an  unknown  l.^iigibiUty*  that  tries  to 
concct\-e  and  believ«,  and  is  ever  frustrated  I  " 

**  Almost  I  could  imagine  the  gloom  of  sudi  a  bernf*. 
and  well  can  I  perceive  how  such  wickedness  would 
bear  its  own  chastisement/' 

So  saying,  the  good  fathor  sauntered  bark  to  the 
table  under  the  vine,  where  he  sat  gazing  at  the  moon- 
ligbt  aliadows  of  tiie  Leaver  xipan  the  ground,  hh  elbow3 
on  hb  knees  and  hif  cliiu  l>uried  m  hi,';  liand.  Evi- 
dently he  W4!;  :i  pruyy  to  di^juinied  thovighu,  for  at 
times  he  would  mutter  lo  himscll — 

"A  sealed  casket  1  And  wliat  might  it  contain? 
Some  f;ii:»Uy   iiea&uicd  trinket?     Toor  girl!    Poor 
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girl  ]  1  wondLTj  is  he  dark  or  fair  ?  I  wonder.  Is  he 
curiy-haired  like  I  was  ?    Or  is  he  like  his  mother  ?  " 

Long  £iDd  deep  were  his  meditations,  and  there  were 
signs  Qi  profound  emotion  in  his  hearing.  Oncct  when 
he  raised  his  face  towards  the  beam  of  moonlight,  a 
M>m^thing  t»hone  and  gli^tcrncd  in  his  eyes,  then  trem- 
bled and  fell  to  the  ground. 

W1ien  at  length  he  sought  \m  bedcliamber  it  was 
long  past  midrnght- 
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"  And  tbmk'st  tboa,  man,  thy  seorat  wish  to  shroud 
In  the  close  bosom's  sealed  sepulchre, 
Or,  wrapt  in  saintly  manUe  from  the  crowd, 
To  hug  thy  darling  sin  that  none  may  see  ?  " 

Heber. 

ON  the  morrow  Padre  Ignacio  once  more  passed 
through  the  village,  and,  seeing  the  village 
priest  in  his  balcony,  stopped  to  give  him  good  morn- 
ing and  to  ask  him  one  or  two  questions,  which  the 
parochial  answered  with  willing  courtesy.  The  small 
fry  never  once  raised  their  arms  to  throw  a  stone,  and 
one  or  two  little  girls,  as  if  to  shame  the  reprobates  of 
yesterday,  ran  after  the  Jesuit  to  kiss  his  hand,  which 
smelt  of  Parisian  soap  and  felt  like  velvet,  whereas 
their  own  priest's  hands  were  homy  and  smelt  of  earth. 

The  village  priest  looked  on  silently  from  his  balcony, 
so  did  the  cobbler  from  his  doorstep  down  below. 

Leaving  the  village  and  passing  the  Fonda  dd 
Trinit  Padre  Ignacio  made  for  a  little  tableland 
which  overiooked  the  sea.  It  was  sown  with  maize, 
which  sighed  and  whispered  with  the  dusty  breeze 
coming  from  the  road  towards  the  sea. 

Close  to  the  water,  on  the  edge  of  the  low  cliff,  was 
a  square  enclosure  with  four  whitewashed  walls,  A 
rude  iron  gate  which  faced  upon  the  road  was  sur- 
mounted by  an  archway  and  a  cross,    whitewashed 
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and  glistf^ning  like  Ihc  walls.  In  tlic  middle  of  tlieeii* 
closure  stood  a  small  shelter,  large  enough  to  hold  a 
cottin  and  Jiali  a  dozen  mourners.  Scattered  around 
were  lude  graveatonei  aiid  many  grave*  without  any 
»tone  at  all 

One  o(  the  Jour  wails  was  m*;irly  eigiil  feet  wide, 
brbig  honeycombed  with  niches.  Somir  ni  the  niches 
were  empty,  most  of  them  were  lull,  briclccd  up,  and 
with  iDBcriptioiis  on  the  ends  tones.  There  were 
some  withered  wreaths  and  crosses,  not  many-  The 
Jesuit  stood  at  the  gate  and  found  it  locked.  Tlie 
cemetery  was  dt^fj^rtetl ,  Walking  rnund  outside  the 
enclosure  he  came  to  a  t^int  where  a  mound  hatj  been 
thrown  against  the  wall,  and  he  found  it  easy  to  climb 
inside. 

"  How  dreadful  and  how  real  is  the  aspect  of  these 
Southeni  cbamel  ground*/'  he  thought.  "What 
imtonli^hl  or  what  dark  ph;iT>tctns  coiild  aHiighl  one 
as  dfx-?^  this  little  cemetery  now  in  the  glare  of  d^y. 
My  God  I  '* 

He  stood  there  in  the  sun,  that  very  sun  whose 
ghastly  splendour  now  seemed  awful,  hun^^  and 
cniel.  Re  watched  the  trembling  eddies  of  hot  air 
rising  from  the  graves  and  niches,  he  held  hi^  hand*  ^ 
kerchief  to  his  nose  and  his  head  swam.  In  oneV 
comer  of  the  cemetery  was  a  cypress.  He  went 
towards  it  and  sat  down  on  a  gravestone  beneath  its 
^ade. 

On  his  left  was  a  sepulchre,  the  only  one  to  be  seen. 
Wliite-fiurd  aiu!  h;tlf-Fairiliri^.  the-  piu-sl    Intiieil  his 
staring  eyes  towards  11k:  stone  that  should  have  dosed     , 
it.    It  had  been  carelc&sly  left  open,  or,  having  fallcnfl 
open,  nobody  had  troubled  to  elo&e  it.    The  three 
slabs  which  roofed  the  sepulchre  had  gaping  joints 
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between  thorn  through  which  came  broad  sheet«  o( 
Minltght  and  fell  upon  a  col&n.  Something  seemed 
to  be  moving  in  thh  coffin ! 

AflCT  g-i/ing  horrified  into  lliin  j^ltvsmy  v;tu]t  kvr 
several  niincite^  h«  at  Jcngtb  made  out  a  rat,  which 
preACotlv  came  to  the  opening  and  sniflcd  and  stared 
at  tiim. 

"My  God  r  My  God)'*  cried  the  priest,  "Can  it 
be  poHible  ? " 

And  thai,  after  a  pauses 

"  To  think  that  yon  coffin  in  itn  sepulchre  i*  the 
summit  ol  honour  and  rc\'crcnce  to  the  dead, 
compared  with  Wic  nameless  fate  that  awaited  her 
]ioof  bonfH.  4N0I  even  a  five-year  tenancy  of  a  niche, 
not  even  a  stone,  not  even  a  separate  nioiuid  I 
Thrown  to  corruption  in  the  griuring  eartli,  not  for 
duty's  sake,  but  merely  1>ecflus«  it  is  not  meet  that 
human  bones  iliould  rot  and  tester  in  ttic  highway 
as  do  the  bones  of  animals  and  fish.'* 

After  a  while  he  grvw  used  to  the  poisonous  »ir. 
He  covnpcJlcd  himself  to  breathe  it,  and,  though  white 
as  a  gho5t,  he  took  the  handkerchief  from  his  tacc< 
Seeking  another  comer  of  the  graveyard  he  paused 
and  looked  upon  the  ground. 

''  This  should  be  the  place !  "  he  muttered,  "  Here 
she  lies,  one  amongst  a  score,  where  I  should  he  beside 
Jier  !  My  corpse  should  have  lain  there  first  for  her 
poor  corpisc  to  fall  across.    Oh  1  the  horror  of  it  I  " 

He  sank  upon  hi*  knee*.  First  he  prayed  to  Heaven 
for  fort^vcjieais,  then  he  looked  down  and  ^poke  to  the 
putrid  earth.  ^ 

"  Poor  partner  of  my  sin,  soon  may  1  be  Mifleitng 
tite  same  ignominy  of  cx^nuption  I  <jcd  knows  tliat 
I   little  dreamed  what    (ate  awaited  thoc  1     (   had 
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pictured  thee  a  merry  wantoii— Ood  forgive  mc ! — 
w'itli  gold  to  spend  and  silk  to  wear.  Lo  1  Tlih  stem 
piclure  thnt  God  5  Jingcr  silently  points  mc  out  to 
look  upon.  Let  Him  punish  mc  bitterly  lor  my  »in  ^ 
of  base  neglect  t  Now  my  eyes  are  opened,  now  too  S 
late  I  ^ee  tliat  the  things  we  have  left  undone  are  yet 
more  awfnl  lltan  tht-  things  that  we  Imve  done.  Perhaps 
it  was  Heaven's  tvill  that  I  should  only  be  spared  to 
look  on  thia  my  handiwork  before  my  o%vn  obliteration. 
So  be  it !  '* 

•  *  «  •  • 

He  was  ver^'  moved.  Gradually  he  bwamr  ralrner^ 
closed  tiis  eyes  Again  in  prayer,  then,  rising  from  his 
knees,  he  left  the  cemetery*  looking  back  with  horror 
and  contrition  once  or  twice,  hts  face  stitl  ashen. 

■'The  dead!"  he  exclaimed  as  he  went  towards 
the  beach,  descending  the  rocky  E^taircase  on  the  face 
of  the  little  rliiT.  "  Alas  \  On  this  side  of  puigatory 
what  can  I  do  ?     Even  masses '* 

He  bitterly  shook  his  head. 

Tnid^nr:  over  tlie  shingle  towards  that  flat  portion 
of  the  land  where  the  beach  is  but  hltle  lower  than  the 
village,  Padre  [gracio  took  more  than  half  an  hour 
to  rewch  llw-  |w>mt  where  two  groups  oE  fishentic^n  were 
pulling  in  the  nets. 

With  his  hands  behind  his  back  he  wandered  to 
and  fro,  his  eyes  lighting  upon  every  one  in  ttim. 
There  were  many  Icungers  present,  drawn  by  curiosity, 
and  n<^ody  paid  attention  to  the  priest,  for  that 
critir^l  mntni^nt  had  arrived  when  \}k  excitnl  fiiiher* 
men  htkulcd  in  the  belly  of  the  net*  sin|:ing,  dancing 
ard  shouting.  This  morning  they  had  a  miraculous 
draught  ol  ti&hcs,  in  spite  of  tlie  evil  e^-e  upon  them, 
and  those  who  had  mutter^  curses  on  the  priest 
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they  eaw  him  approach  (for  priests  are  unlucky 
when  the  nets  are  coming  in)  now  forgot  him  and 
hHjH'il  the  Pro^^-1nan  and  Basket  Captains  to  gather 
up  ihr.  wriggling  l)iMp]ri6ncs, 

Of  all  eyes  there  present  Padre  Ignacio's  were  the 
only  pair  that  never  once  loolccd  upon  the  draught 
of  halics.  Ovor  and  over  again  he  waa  saying  to 
himself,  *'  Yonder  a.  bene  oi  my  bone  and  flesh  of  my 
flesir" 

And  lib  ga«.'  WAS  rivi'(cd  upon  thr*  face  of  El  Cli(*[»o, 
who  was  watching  Ihc  httlc  crowd  around  the  net 
with  Aiknl  interest. 

Presently  the  fishemcn  bcclconed  him  to  approach, 
And  he  led  forward  his  donkey  and  helped  them  M 
the  pannierft. 

Padre  Ignacio,  as  soon  a*  this  look  place,  hurrirdly 
left  the  beach  and  made  for  the  distant  toad,  so  that 
when  El  Chopo  came  centering  past  upon  his  dcmkey 
the  priest  waylaid  him  unseen  by  the  crowd  upon  the 
beach. 

'*Stop["  called  the  Jesuit,  holding  up  hU  tuuid, 
and  the  ^-outh,  Astonished  at  this  unwonted  summons, 
checked  his  beast  and  looked  at  the  stranger  from 
head  to  foot. 

"  What  is  your  name,  lad  ?  " 

"EI  Chopo." 

"That  i»  not  a  Christian  name.  What  do  they 
call  you  besides  }  ^* 

'*  El  Chopo,  nothing  else  "  (with  a  shrug  ol  the  shoul- 
ders). 

So  long  and  ftxedly  did  the  priest  look  up  into  hie 
face  that  the  youth  felt  somewhat  embarraued.  At 
length  Padre  Ignacio  collected  himself  and  ft^  in  as 
matter-of-fact  a  way  as  could  bi 
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*'  I  am  a  Jesuit  priest  and  I  have  met  ycmr  father. 
Come  to  me  this  evening  at  the  Fonda  del  Trini  about 
aix  o'clock  and  brirfi;  your  brother,  1  lla^'e  tliat  to 
f^ay  to  botti  of  you  that  may  be  ot  interest.  How  do 
you  selJ  your  fish  ?  " 

Tlie  lad  paii^d  f()r  a  moment  witli  hts  blue  eyes 
fixed  upon  the  blue  ryrs  of  the  priest,  tlien  ansH^red — 

'*  A  real  and  a  balf  the  pound*" 

"  And  how  many  pounda  might  you  be  carrying  ?  " 
said  the  priest,  coming  close  up  to  hini  ai;d  never 
taking  his  eyes  off  the  boy's  face. 

*^  One  and  a  half  nrrobiis,  more  or  less." 

?  " 

after 

pausing  for  haJf  a  minute  and  working  his  hngers  very 
rapidly. 

"Well  done!"  said  the  priest.  '^Then  this,  I 
suppose^  would  pay  for  It  ?  "  and  he  tbni^t  a  golden 
onz-a  into  the  lad's  hand  and  strode  away. 

U  was  now  El  Chopo*s  turn  to  call  a  halt. 

'^  1  cannot  give  you  change;  give  me  a  smaller 
piece/* 

*'  Take  it  and  keep  it/*  called  the  priest  over  his 
shoulder. 

*'  Nay»  but  where  shaU  I  leave  your  fish  ?  "  shouted 
El  Chopo,  much  concerned. 

Padre  Ignacio  paused,  turned  round,  and  came 
back  a  step  or  two.  Then,  with  a  smile,  and  as  if  a 
happy  idea  had  just  occurred  to  him,  "  Take  them," 
said  he,  '*  to  the  *(:lio*»biA aster  of  Cinixi  Ciurunos. 
Leave  them  with  my  compliments,  and  beg  his  accept- 
ancc  ol  a  present  of  newly-caugbt  fish." 

*'And  tbe  golden  oQsa  ?  " 

"  WTiat  of  it  ?  " 

M4 


*^  Then  how  much  is  tlie  whole  lot  wortli 

'*  About  iifty-six   reals,"   rcpbcd   the   other, 
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*'U1wt  am  I  to  do  with  so  much  money  ?  " 

"Change  it  in  the  town,  pay  fifty-six  reals  to  the 
fishermen,  and  di\idc  what  rcniaina  between  your 
brotlicr  and  your*cll.  Let  each  biiy  whatever  pleases 
him  best.    Till  this  eveninR  !  " 

And  the  good  man  pursued  hi*  way  toward*  the 
village  with  a  reftohitior  which  forbade  any  fnrlher 
compiomise.  Tlie  lad  and  the  priest  ppisscd  the  day  In 
thinldnf  of  each  other,  and  each  after  his  own  fashion. 

El  Cliopo  wa*  somewhat  perplexed,  yet  filled  with 
St.  rfow  oi  antieipation.  He  knew  tliat  his  father  had 
been  a  gentleman,  but  never  had  fully  informed 
himftelf  ;iit  to  detaib-  Wht^nevcr  he  began  to  inquire, 
his  questions  drew  forth  answen^  which  were  grole^ijue 
in  thctr  mipo5sibiIJty»  for  time  had  daubed  truth  with 
a  vivid  pigment  of  lied.  Those  who  were  hungry  for 
romanee  whimpered  in  hia  ear  that  he  was  the  bye-blow 
of  a  prince,  whilst  tho«c  who  were  tU-dispo^d  swore 
thai  llip  two  r>l  (lunn  were  begotten  of  the  Evtl  One 
in  the  mountains.  Few  remerabrred  Don  Antonio 
Sicto,  and  less  were  certain  of  hta  name. 

Padro  Ignado.  tor  his  part,  climbed  up  the  road 
that  wendfl  past  the  Jep^uit  College  (then  desertedj, 
imd  mating  himself  in  the  i^hade  of  an  olive  tree  he 
gave  liim^eU  up  lo  a  thrill  of  jriyoiK  emotion. 

"The  eyr*,"  said  he,  "are  mine t  Tlie  hnir  is 
mine !  The  forehead  and  nose  arc  mine !  The 
mouth  and  chin  are  hers>  God !  What  a  handsome 
youth  and  what  a  goodly  vision  I  " 

Any  one  who,  passmg  by,  had  seen  tlie  good  man's 
ticaming  fai£  would  hrivi-  tlunighl  that  he  h»d  canghl 
A  «udden  glimpse  of  IMradiv^,  His  features  w^emed 
to  reflect  some  heavenly  glory.  Then  pa*Lsed  a  cimid 
and  threw  itsshadow  across  the  hill,  and  his  fac©  grew 
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fixed  and  melancholy  as  it  turned  towards  a  (ar-off 
white  enclosure,  down  to  the  right  hand  among  the 
maize  fields  by  the  sea, 

"  Vet  what  right  have  1  to  dote  upon  it  ?  Is  it 
not  my  sm  ?  VMial  was*  I  saying  only  an  hour  ;i^o  ?  " 
He  shuddered  and  turned  pale  at  the  thought  of 
yonder  liorror, 

"  But  who  is;  to  know  }  Who  is  to  guess  that 
Sir  Priest  is  no  other  than  Sir  Hypocrite  ?  This  is  a 
cloak  that  might  cover  a  multitude  of  sins  f 

"  Kay,  for  shame !  Tliere  are  other  tyes  and  ears 
than  Oiase  of  humanity,  if  what  wc  learn  be  true ;  and 
even  were  there  rone,  am  I  so  fallen  away  from  grace 
as  deliberately  to  accept  «uch  pitiful  conditions  } 
Shall  I  steal  Ireely  of  all  fruit  scive  that  which  the 
gardener  has  his  eyes  upon  ?  Poor,  roguish  Flesfi, 
bom  with  the  inbtinct  to  en  I  If  only  Conscience  lose 
sight  of  him  for  an  instant,  in  that  instant  he  ]ia& 
damned  himself  and  Conscience  too.  Wliy,  then,  did 
the  Almighty  box  up  Conscience  in  so  mi^terable  a 
sheU? 

"Come,  let  us  examine  into  it.  Here  are  three 
paths  to  choose  from. 

"  J'rnU  to  £void  this  pretty  youth  as  though  he 
were  a  thief.  That  were  cowardly,  despicable,  and 
e\xn  monit!rouK.  Alas  1  I  [irtvc  fthown  enough  tie- 
gleet  already,  and  what  tctrible  havoc  it  has  wrought  1 
Wliat  right  have  1  to  avoid  him  ?  Have  1  not  done 
him  as  bitter  wrong  as  a  father  may  do  to  his  son  ? 
And  if  so,  1  should  atone,  I  should  place  my  well-being, 
my  vecr>-  life,  at  his  ser%-ice,  Tef:2nlles&  of  aU  conse- 
quences to  mj'self.  No  I  To  avoid  him  is  impossible. 
God  forbid  I 

^^  Second,  fo   satisfy  my  new-born  longing  for  the 
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boy,  and  honestly  to  rejoice  in  that  whicb  the  Lord 
has  wen  fit  to  give  ine.  To  what  end  ?  For  my  own 
aelAfth  gnitificaUon  ?  Tliat  I  m;iy  gloat  mer  (he  mit* 
COCDC  ol  my  &Jo  ?  That  T  may  forgcti  in  the  joy  ol 
poescssiiig  hiiD,  the  beggary,  misery  and  death  that 
have  been  paid  by  another  as  hU  price  ?  And  dc4s 
the  Lord  give  him  to  me  >  Does  He  hold  iliis  forth 
as  my  reward  for  ilie  offence  which  I  have  committed 
in  Hts  ftighl  ?  Doe*  He  not  rather  give  we  to  the  lad 
for  what  I  tim  worth  ?  Give  Aim  to  pu,  indeed !  Why, 
this  is  u  yet  more  foohsh  h^'pothcsis  than  the  first. 

"  Third,  neither  to  seek  him  nor  ivold  him.  To  be 
with  him  only  to  aid  him.  To  give  him  the  assistance 
of  my  poor  knowledge.  To  atone,  so  far  as  1  may, 
for  (he  iitjui^-  I  did  him  in  begetting  Iiim.  To  tear 
myself  awny  from  htm  whenever  I  iind  (hat  1  am 
mcrvty  gmtifying  my  own  instincts  without  rendering 
him  good  service.  For  he  la  the  outcome  of  my  tin, 
and  woe  unto  the  man  that  rejoices  in  the  fruits  of 
his  own  crime  I  '* 

Anon  the  sun  buntt  forth  in  boisterous  merriment, 
and  a  muleteer  down  below  in  the  King's  highway 
let  loose  his  »oul  in  song. 


h 


"She  in  ortc  ftnd  T  am  one: 

Two  vim;  o\m  au  tlicy  liod  wrd- 

SiiKC  her  vowB  hftv<»  como  lo  noviRhl, 

Oao  and  one  are  two  instead/'  ^ 


A  grasshopper  hard  by  listened  in  silence  to  this 
sentiment,  then  loudly  chirped  approval,  as  who 
should  say  the  case  was  just  hi»  own. 

Thrttte  cheerful  devf.hjpmt-nts  m^de  ihcm'W'lvi-s  fell 
by  the   Jesuit^  and  90  subtle  is  the  rsviiLX-  of  a  sun* 

^  From  the  Spanish. 
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bcun  that  he  Miook  oS  his  heaviness  and  yields  to 
pleasant  fancies. 

"  *Siii,'  said  I !  [f  tliis  g^lLinl  youth  be  sin,  v/hy, 
Sia  i»  not  t^o  uj^ly  as  1  thought  him.  Sin  should  wear 
i\  morr  forbidding  aspect,  should  go  blear-eyed,  hunch- 
backi^d  and  hubbltn^,  with  a  bill,  *  Know  all  men  by 
these  preM?iUA.'  Bui  this  cbild  of  sin  fills  nie  with 
gladness,  and  his  face  almost—'  almost/  1  say — 
rebukes  me  for  rebuking  m>'^e]f.  God  cannot  mean 
me  lo  lament  the  bringing  into  beuig  *rO  brave  a  crea- 
ture, else,  surely.  He  liad  never  lent  His  fjur  lo  h\% 
conception.  And  iC  God  forbid  me  not.  why  not 
rejoice  ?  " 

Tlien  Ills  thoughts,  relurrirg  to  the  woman  and 
the  penalty  she  had  paid,  plunged  him  once  more  into 
bitterness;  anon  he  grew  Ijght-hearled  once  agsin, 
!ind  Ibus  his  mood  went  see-saw  up  and  down,  so  great 
was  the  stirring  up  that  the  sight  of  the  lad  had  given 
him. 

When  evening  came  Padre  Ignacio  stood  aijv'aiting 
the  two  boys  at  the  entrance  to  the  Fonda  Jet  Trini. 

He  led  them  in  through  the  Fonda  and  out  ut  ihe 
back,  with  a  hand  on  the  shoulder  of  r^rh»  and  madr 
them  sit  at  t)ie  t;ible  on  either  side  of  him,  barefooted 
though  tliey  were, 

**  So  thi.*  is  your  brother  ?  "  he  ;».sked,  looking  hard 
at  ]*el4o,  "And  what  have  you  bought  Mith  your 
money,  both  of  you  ?  " 

Kl  Oiopo  had  bought  himself  a  new  pair  of  brt-eches 
and  a  spelling  book. 

That"  said  the  priest  approvinely,   "combines 
utility  and  inslnjction/* 

Pdio  had  bought  himself  a  knifv^  a  pistolj  and  u 
pound  of  lollipops. 
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"  That,"  rcnmrkcd  their  host.  "  is  a  combination  o' 
ifttrctigth  and  twcctncs^.  and  puis  mo  in  mind  of  SamsoD 
and  the  Ikm" 

"  Who  wa.s  SaiiLsmi  ?  "  aHkfsd  EI  Gio|k>. 

''  A  mighty  man  of  valour,  who  ftlcw  tbousonds  of 
men  with  the  jawbone  of  an  ads^" 

"  Dc  you  bftUcvc  it  ?  '* 

"  I  Hombre  I  '*  returned  the  Je»uit.  looking  at  him 
^-idi  much  airitwity,  ''  siich  a  thing  h  possiSIcr." 

The  lad  iiirt  his  giut-,  intent  u^xjji  ^^itheiing  libi 
oocviction^H  Pd&o,  lor  hb  pjirl,  ^at  thert  like  a  log 
oi  wood,  being  utterly  abashed. 

Net  so  El  ClLOpo,  who  £e«[n(*d  to  lack  sdf-conscioue- 
victs.  His  interest  in  the  whok*  world  externa]  to 
himself  was  indcL*d  so  powerful  (hat  he  spent  rot  a 
moment  in  useless  iatrospection  at  Uiat  ^e  fbclng 
ftbout  fifteen),  and  perhaps  he  thought  that  otiiers 

Pvrare  much  the  san;e, 
Botli  of  the  ktds  were  tall  and  well  developed,  and 
certainly  El  Oiopo  louked  more  like  a  man  tli^in  a  boy, 
yet  in  vhiuc  of  i\  natural  grate  of  person  lie  never 
entered  the  class  of  hobblc-dc-hoys.  I'cUo  could  not 
claim  such  cxcmptioup 
This  contrast  between  the  two  was  easily  noticeable 
throughout  the  meal.  Thus  it  was  that  though  both 
of  tJiem  employed  their  hngcrs  pretty  liberally.  El 
Cliopo,  after  a  wliile,  seeing  forks  were  more  in  fashion, 
made  ahiit  to  use  one.  Pelio,  on  the  otiier  hand, 
managed  to  smear  himself  with  gravy  up  to  the  C}-C5, 
and  furtively  wiped  hi3^  hixnds  below  on  the  table- 
loth,  so  that  the  innkeepers  wifi.',  who  »n5  easily 
i]|)se1.  burst  into  tcais  when  (hey  f^howerl  her  tlie 
havoc  he  liad  wrought  and  the  slit  he  had  mode  with 
bi^  kniic  in  i^kwni^  through  the  bread 
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The  plates,  howi^er,  lie  very  much  apprectaLed, 
und  dcfUy  manipiiM^d  them  to  hide  hb  evil  deeds; 
not  foreseeing  the  moment  wlicn  the  landlord  would 
whiik  them  a^way  and  leave  him  to  lace  hig  many- 
coloured  f^uilt. 

During  the  meal  Padie  Ignacio  plied  ihc  Uds  with 
questions,  eating  but  Utile  hiin:idf  and  keenly  watch- 
ing hi&  guests  whenever  their  ;Lttention  was  tfikcn  by 
the  weU-sen'ed  lUnner-table. 

When,  however,  the  cloth  wa»  deared  and  no\ellj% 
like  b;ishfulne9;,  had  givtii  way  to  use,  Kl  Chopo  piuved 
himself  no  meagre  quc<itioncr. 

''  You  said  you  had  seen  my  fallicr  ?  "  I 

"  Yes." 

"  What  wa*  he  Kke  >  " 

"Your  lather,"  said  Padre  Ignado,  "was— (all 
imd  strong.  hi»  iaott  wa«  a  vt<ry  middling  oi)e,  mudi 
like  any  other  face  one  meets  in  a  day*5  march/' 

"  What  sort  ot  man  vras  he  ?  " 

"Why,  6ince  you  ask  mc,  lad.  your  father— was 
neither  here  nor  there.  There  have  been  wor>ie  men 
and  niaiiy  l>etter-" 

"  Yon  did  not  like  him  ?  " 

"  Nay.  I  a:wurc  you  1  liked  him  very  wet!. 

"  U  he  dtad  !  " 

'*  Dead  I  Why.  look  you,  as  to 
news  of  him  \%  none  of  tiie  newest, 
safer  to  reckon  liini  dead," 

"  Why  did  he  leave  my  mother  ?  " 

During  this  catechism  tlie  good  priest  had  been 
gettmg  more  and  more  uncomfortable,  dnimming  on 
the  taUe  with  his  ^gerb  and  looking  uneasily  around 
him.  At  this  point  he  tos-e  from  where  he  :&at 
and  gave  one  or  two  tum^  up  and  down  the  parrai. 
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When  he  came  back  he  allowed  no  tim«  for  lepetU 
tion  o!  the  quc^lion,  but,  Iv^imng  lornard  upon 
the  (able  with  folclrd  arms,  ^\d  to  (hcin  very 
pleasantly — 

"  And  now  let  mc  Icll  you  why  you  arc  here  to-night. 
Your  father  havirif;  been  a  f-ocd  friend  to  the  Jesuits, 
and  I  myseli  ba\'ing  an  hour  a  day  to  spare  for  tli? 
next  few  montlu,  !  t)«thoiight  m«  thai  perhaps  I 
mi^ht  return  n  lillle  kindness  in  *«rh  vay^  iiA  tay  in 
my  power.  1  am  no  magkiaji.  1  cannot  say  '  i'rcsto  I ' 
and  bring  you  a  bag  of  icwcls,  nor  wave  a  ma^  wand 
and  turn  hall  a  dozen  lizards  Into  pnmdug  hor^e^, 
but  90  long  as  your  wishes  arc  modest,  who  knows  but 
what  T  may  help  you  (be  it  trver  so  small  an  aid)  tow<iTds 
hilfilment. 

•'There  is  a  provcfb  which  saj^,  'God  helps  him 
who  fiets  up  betinus  in  tlie  momii^.'  Which  me^Liis, 
that  even  did  it  lie  in  my  povi-er  to  do  much  for  you, 
^til]  it  wcuild  avail  you  littlet  unlect  yoti  did  more  for 
yourselvrA. 

**  And  now,  enough  of  preaching— what  would  each 
of  you  like  to  be  ?  " 

The  boys,  very  much  astonished,  w&re  alcnt.  Pelio 
had  only  partly  understood  the  pure  Castilian,  but 
El  Chopo  hiid  iolluwcd  it  word  foi  W[>rd. 

"Speak  and  \x  not  afraid."  said  Padre  Ignacio, 
»nilin^,  "  Vou  know  that  '  Brother  Modest  nevw 
bec;Lme  a  Prijjr/'* 

At  length  «aid  El  Chopo^ 

"  1  iiJioiild  like  to  Iram  to  read  and  wrife,  aiid  theii 
to  travel.** 

And  FcJ&o.  understanding  the  issue  by  this  sample 
and  b«in£  much  emboldened,  chimed  in— 
And  I— I  should  Uke  to  be  a  buU-^hter." 
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^  \  Valgame  Dios !  '*  cried  Padto  Ignacio,  Lmgliinf  ; 
"  what  A  diQercQcc  in  tastes  I  " 

But  El  Chopo'5  answer  had  pleased  him  \'cn'  wclK 

"  Wliat  is  the  good/"  cried  El  Chopo,  looking  ttom- 
(ully  upon  his  brother,  "  of  making  oneself  a  spectacle 
in  public  ^ind  nuining  aw^y  in  jiiiik  l^reeclies  from  an 
angry  bull  ?  *^ 

''And  what  is  the  good/*  retorted  PclAo.  *"  oi  learn- 
ing to  read  and  write,  and  sitting  in  a  corner  muni 
wheo  there's  something  belter  to  do  ?  " 

"  But  without  reading,  without  knowledge  of  any 
kind,  it  is  diiTicLdt  to  travel  ,uid  enjoy  ooesdC  o\> 
jected  the  siriest,  "  and  before  we  have  done  with  each 
other  1  hope  to  sliow  good  reasons  why  knowledge 
should  be  the  first  stepping  stone  towards  any  end 
w!i::Ltever  that  is  worthy  of  our  zeal. 

'*  Knowledge  opens  our  ey<^  and  makes  us  see  moie 
clearly.  Things  wear  a  difierent  aspect  for  those  who 
have  education- 

"  Who  would  believe,  for  instanee.  that  this  bottle 
of  water  before  us  has  thousands  upon  thousands  of 
living  beings  concealed  in  it,  eiidi  one  swimming 
rapidly  hither  and  thither,  scores  of  them  disporting 
in  the  space  of  a  caraway  seed,  yet  never  jostling  one 
anotlier  ? 

'*  \Vlio  would  believe  that  there  are  lands  where  for 
months  and  month;^  daik  nighl  prevails,  and  for 
months  and  months  the  sun  is  ever  shining  ? 

"  Who  would  believe  that  there  are  fountains  of 
water  that  rise  from  the  earth  so  boiling  hot  that  an 
ox  might  be  boiled  ajive  in  Uieni,  and  fountains  of  oil 
which,  once  set  alight,  bum  without  ceasing,  and 
m^ke  themselves  seen  over  hundred:^  and  liuiidred^ 
of  miles  ? 
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"  Who  would  believe  there  are  people  that  live 
UDdcrground,  horsf^  that  toil  in  mines  cjul  bavc  never 
fioea  tight  tor  years,  caimgc;^  tlut  nisli  onward  witJi- 
out  any  horses  at  ali,  tncn  that  fiy  upward  in  baskets 
and  lose  ihems^ves  ov^r  the  clouds  ? 

*'  Vt:t  ;ill  Ui&£  tliin^H  ]  know,  through  being  able  to 
read." 

Tho  two  bds  had  ioUowcd  his  words  with  much 
interest* 

El  Cbopo  wi^  iilantly  enraptured,  and  coiild  not  tako 
his  ej-es  oft  the  Jesuit's  countenance. 

Pdio  Itft  looM--  4  miJHi  piujam^  expression  ot  atjrprisc, 
zxxd  then  rapped  out  onoUicr  that  vtn^  wor^,  lo  keep 
it  company. 

Padre  Igoacio  looked  upon  him  reproachfully,  but 
without  the  least  effect,  ior  PcUo  was  quite  ignorant 
that  this  mode  of  %-c[iting  admirdtion  wa.%  at  all  un- 
welcome, and  indeed  it  was  Uic  only  tiling  hi^  iiad  done 
that  evening  which  had  not  preyed  upon  his  conscience. 

This  incident  appeared  to  suggest  something  further 
to  the  pricftl,  (or  prisently  lie  said— 

*~  Not  only  do  1  propose  to  re^id  lo  you  ol  all  tlie*e 
things  and  to  iGirh  you  to  read  ycjursclvcs,  but  tlicic 
arc  other  matters  of  (ar  greater  weight  which  must  be 
thought  about.  Do  you  know,  boy,  who  He  is  tliat 
have  named  ?  '* 

So  meaningless  was  the  oath  that  PcUo  did  not  think 
referred  to  any  one. 

ik    you,    nrrylliing    must    have  a  hegkimlng. 
lo  do  ^-ou  suppose  made  all  tliii^gs  tn  the  beginn- 
ing T' 

How  ^ould  I  know,"  said  P«Lio,  shnigging  hb 
shoulders  as  it  it  were  none  of  his  bii5int.-S5. 

^ut  £1  Ctiopo  S4id  "  Ah  E  ^'  and  nodded  his  head  at  the 
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J<&iiit  05  mudi  a5  to  say  that  it  was  not  the  first  Ibne 
thh  probkm  had  been  before  hiri. 

'*  What  becomes  o(  ui  when  we  die  ?  "  continui-d  Ihr 
pricsL 

"  PuC3  ftdior,  you  have  only  to  walk  in  the  cemetery 
and  your  nose  will  tell  you/'  rcjjlicd  Pelio  convinc- 
ingly, and  pointing  towards  the  gr;tvcyard  on  the  cliff. 

"That  h  what  happens  to  the  body,  my  diild. 
But  have  you  never  heard  of  the  soul  ^  '* 

"  Yes,"  said  El  Giopo,  i:Qming  to  the  rescue;  "  I 
have  heard  the  priest  speak  about  it,  but  I  cannot 
follcw  what  lie  Ktys," 

"  Then,"  Juiswcrcd  the  Jesuit,  "  1  ha\'e  books  which 
will  lell  us  much  about  it-  i  liave  htioks  which  tel! 
hiiw  the  w\n\\ii  world  was  mad«  by  God  nnd  ;dl  thai 
happened  m^ny  thousands  of  years  ago.  I  propose 
that  you  come  to  mc  four  or  five  evcniniis  in  the  xveek, 
thai  you  breakfast  with  me  once  or  twice,  and  some- 
tunes  to  the  daytime  when  the  water  is  rough  wc  wiU 
sit  out  in  the  open  with  our  books.  And  before  a  year 
has  pflssed>  I'll  w^irrant  you  will  both  of  you  feci 
aatonidlLcd  at  the  wonderful  things  you  had  never 
dreamt  about." 

Much  more  did  the  good  priest  say  to  them  in 
addition,  and  when  thej'  departed  even  Pclio  had  made 
up  his  mind  lo  learn. 

As  for  El  Cliopo,  the  seed  had  fallen  in  his  heart  and 

was  destined  to  bring  forth— what  fruit  ?    For  there 

be  some  fruit  th£vt  is  wholesome,  some  Uiat  is  deadly, 
«  •  »  «  * 

As   time  p^-isf^ed  on,   Padie  Igncuio  continued  to 

perfonn  thx;  dutifs  !hat  had  been  assigned  to  him  in 

Cinco  Camincs  and  Santa  Fe,  and  sucli  waii  the  tact 

that  be  exhibited,  &o  quiet  and  irre«t£tible  was  his 
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manner,  that  before  vcr>'  Lon^  Uic  people  hod  a:iis«l  to 
regard  the  Jesuits  as  children  of  the  Evil  One,  and  the 
nrighbourhood  i^^as  quite  ready  to  tolerate  ttiair 
jifXNtTicc  once  again. 

One  day  ikit^.  Bishuji  of  S-iiila  Fe  hinrneU  c^me  down 
in  state  to  the  Padre's  liumbk  Io^kih^  tn  Cinco  Caminos 
aiKl  loaded  him  ^ith  ignorant  <:onde^cii5ion  under 
which  the  Jesnll  groaned  inwwrdlyt  but  received  it 
with  placid  «miW  o1  graliludf*. 

At  la.tl  il  bcciime  known  that  the  Com^wny  of  Jes^b 
had  been  in\'ifc<]  back  to  Spain  and  honoured  with 
great  distinctions  in  SalamancFL  and  et^CK-liere,  and 
all  eyes  in  Santa  Fe  were  centred  upon  the  empty 
coll^€  on  the  hiU'side.  On  Sunday  afternoons  tbe 
Ftm^  ifi  Trini  reaped  quite  a  littk  har\'cfil  from 
pe>Qpl€  who  Ujid  proloni^eii  their  w^dk  in  ttiat  direction, 
being  anxious  to  observe  whether  Hit  college  yet 
showed  any  lugn^  ot  life,  and  tor  a  short  season  it 
became  quite  the  fashion  to  go  "  tirt t  to  the  buU-fight 
and  then  to  tht*  Je^^uitf;," 
<    These  aniiripations  were  qniii;  warniJited. 

For  many  months  beforehand  Padre  Ignacto  and 
Don  K^[n6n  CJonzSlcz  had  been  accmtomccl  lo  pay 
aJmosl  daily  xisits  lo  the  college,  and  many  were  tlie 
bad  quartern  of  an  hour  they  gave  to  Tlo  Pjii^ix  for  his 
negligence  and  shortcoming?*.  But  Tfo  PataH  wai 
not  curbed  with  sensitive  feelings,  and  looked  doi^-n 
his  long  nose  with  an  air  that  was  very  like  tndilfcrcnce 
and  slu\if[ged  his  roond  shoulders  over  the  unpmncd 
vines  and  weedy  flower-beds,  puttbig  out  his  hancU 
and  ciying,  '*What  would  you?  With  only  two 
men  to  help  mr,  one  of  them  dc*f  and  dunib,  and 
the  other  three  parts  an  idiot  I  '*  For  both  Iiis  a^si&t- 
antft  liad  been  "  recommended." 
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Soon  there  ;irose  a  great  beating  of  hammers  and 
grunting  of  saws,  wfiich  wa^  audible  right  down  In 
Cioco  Caminos,  and  it  transpired  that  over  twenty 
workmen  were  busy  up  in  the  college  preparing  for  tlie 
great  home-coming  ot  tlie  exiles. 

Forthwith  many  applicants  for  work  began  to  wait 
upon  Padre  Ign^tcio.  bearing  letlei^  of  recommend- 
ation from  all  manner  oj  men  of  high  degree.  Bacb 
workman  thus  accredited  was  an  inevitable  source 
of  o0ence  to  his  patron  it  the  Jesuit  refused  liini 
emplo>-mentt  and  inasmucb  as  tLerc  were  half  a  dozen 
of  the  "choicest,  most  accomplished  and  mint  ImlsI- 
worthy**  arCisaits  seated  on  a  bench  outside  the  tonda 
every  morning  before  Fadrc  Ignado  was  awake,  tiie 
band  ot  workecs  up  in  the  college  soon  swelled  from 
twenty  to  eighty,  and  woe  the  day  when  they  had  to 
be  dismis^d  1 

In  dne  time  the  Jesuits  itrrived,  and  Padre  fgnacio 

vc  up  his  lodging  at  the  Fonda  dd  Trim,  smd  parted 
good  friends  with  his  host  and  hostess,  To  the  former 
he  gave  a  hjLndsomc  silver  &nuff  box,  to  the  latter  a 
silken  sJiawl  of  Manila,  and  these  good  peopk  would 
ur.vr.t  hear  v\i\  ^poken  of  the  Jesuits  from  the  day 
when  they  first  heard  Padre  Igoado's  voice.  Soon 
altcrwards  it  transpired  that  he  was  Padre  Rector 
ot  the  college,  and  all  that  know  him  wished  him  well 
in  this  high  office. 

From  l)ie  time  wlieii  Padre  Ignacio  first  met  the 
boyi  they  never  kiittw  what  tl  Wiis  to  go  himgiy 
and  in  rag^,  though  he  did  not  at  fiist  attempt  to 
lift  them  abo^-c  tiieir  calling  as  lishcr  Uth,  sa>'ing  that 
Simon  and  John  and  Andrew  hod  been  ^shermen 
before  (hem.  But  one  momlDg  Padre  Ignacio  f^uni- 
tooncd  the  two  boys  to  the  college,  and  meeting  them 
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in  the  orchard,  said  kindly  to  IVI^.  with  bis  hand  upon 
his  head— 

"  My  child,  woidd  yon  like  to  be  better  dotJied  and 
educated^  to  live  in  a  line  house  In  Madrid  and  become 
H  g4*nlli-in4t]  ?  " 

Pclki  opened  }iis  eyes  very  wide  indeed. 

**your  hthcr."  continued  the  prie^.  "is  not  dead 
after  all.  He  is  growing  old,  and  he  bidft  me  «ei)d 
j'Oii  to  him/* 

"  And  me  ? "  asked  Rl  Chopo. 

The  priest  winced, 

"  Do  you  really  wiah  to  leave  me,  then  ? "  asked 
E^lre  If^nado  with  a  smile. 

£)  Chopo  thought  {or  a  white. 

"  Nay,  it  i^  not  Umi !  "  lie  antiwered  with  a  »igh, 
"  but  the  hard  h(c  one  1e;td^,  and  the  fine  ^ghb(  and 
great  cities  tliat  Pdio  15  going  I0  see  " 

"  I  will  make  thcc  toi^cl  them,"  said  the  priest,  sad 
havinj;  lirst  looked  around  him,  he  embraced  the  lad. 

So  PelAo  deported  and  El  Chopo  remained  tiehind. 

*  •  «  •  # 

For  several  ^^ears  there  happened  but  litlle  in 
Santa  Fe  to  interest  outsiders,  and  Ihe  good  people 
vent  on  amusing  themselves  nccording  to  their 
wont.  Their  life  was  fre<^  from  rumioilt  and  it  even 
lacked  incidcntt  but  it  was  unrun^d  by  ttic  drmun  of 
modernity  and  tbercfonc  it  w.itt  gooti  to  tivr. 

It  mvLit  not  be  imagined,  however,  that  one's  actions 
in  Santa  Fe  in  those  days  were  without  restraint. 
There  were  unwriiien  lawa  of  custom  which  had  to  be 
obeyed. 

Given  a  certain  bom  and  time  of  year,  lell  mc, 
moreover,  if  the  moon  i»  at  the  ful),  and  I  will  inform 
you  to  a  nicety  what  promenade  you  should  l>c  walking 
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after  sunset  and  even  vlikh  side  to  go  upon.  After 
the  siesfd,  daring  whidi  the  walermen  have  sprirklcd 
the  scon:hing  gmvrJ  with  their  hose,  you  niiiy  walk 
along  the  mole.  At  night,  the  clatter  of  the  dominoes 
on  the  marble  tables  oi  the  Grculo  de  Lcvante,  and, 
behind  the  scenes,  gimblinfi  at  cards  around  a  long 
green  bane  table.  This  is  forbidden  by  the  law,  but — 
'^What  is  one  to  do?*' 

Each  iitw  Civil  Governor,  when  lie  assumes  office^ 
pays  a  '^  surprise "  visit  to  ;i)l  clubs  to  put  down 
gambling ;  but  first  he  sends  his  mrd,  one  day  before- 
hand, and  when  ho  appears^  witli  eye  severe  and  beard 
of  formal  cut,  he  can  find  no  games  but  chess  and 
dominoe?i,  and  so  reporU.  This  Is  not  without 
its  due  reward.  There  was  a  rustle  of  silk  and 
percal  every  evening  after  six  along  the  Alameda  and 
a  display  of  pretty  Icet  in  net-worked  stockings. 
Sandalled  elipper^  had  not  altogether  fallen  out  of 
fashion  and  the  Spanii^h  basquifla  or  upper  petticoat 
was  still  to  be  seciin  although  it  h;id  aheady  commenced 
iu  descent  from  thase  ot  high  degree.  On  feast  days 
alter  high  mass,  and  on  moonhght  nights,  the  pro- 
menade would  be  extended  beyond  the  Atameda  and 
would  reach  nglU  ai^TCSS  the  Arroyo  in  the  direction  of 
Cineo  Caminos,  some  even  passing  the  barber's  stioji 
where  the  priest,  the  schoolmaster,  the  mayor  and 
several  others  could  be  seen  gesticulating  at  one 
another  by  tJic  light  of  the  shaving  Jamp^  which, 
indeed,  was  tlie  only  decent  lamp  in  Cinco  Camlnos 
aud  attracted  a  multitude  of  motifs,  two-legged  and 
otherwisi-, 

M^ny  were  the  families,  even  in  Sante  Fc^  that 
walked  abroad  (or  hours  to  save  the  expense  of  lamp 
oil-    Dot^a  Maria  Lope£,  the  widow  of  si  captain,  with 
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three  handsome  da^i^hterv,  how  could  she,  for  iostanc«, 
keep  a  liglit  in  cvtry  window  on  ninety-five  pounds 
a  year  ? 

NeveithdcK,  her  girls  were  ma  well  dressed  as  any 
of  them,  for  a  Spaniard  looks  to  appearances  first, 
and  pro\'i£^ionA  the  larder  afterwards,  li  the  liouso 
ift  to  be  stinted  anywhere  be  sure  it  will  be  the  dining* 
room  lli^it  suffen^  and  ^>  Ion;;  :Lt  tlie  receiving  room  is 
made  attiBctJvc  titc  kitchen  ^nd  lardor  niay  wait  for 
better  times.  Some  households,  indeed,  were  without 
knives  and  forks,  these  being  sent  in  with  the  tncftl 
twice  daily  from  an  adjacent  fonda.  and  this  "  full 
service  "  was  rendered  for  less  than  two  shillings  a 
day  to  the  godly,  but  to  thorie  wtio  would  not  go 
meatless  during  I^it,  nor  ia^t  m  llicy  ^lould  do  at 
various  other  seasons  tlic  tariff  was  somewhat  higher. 
And  it  is  but  right  that  wickedness  should  be  taxed, 

People  like  the  widow  and  her  daughters  could  not 
even  pay  for  the  "servicio"  from  the  fonda,  for 
mighty  little  aritlimetic  will  show  you  timt  four  people 
at  two  stiilliniE^  each  per  diem  would  sotm  make  a  hole 
in  £05.  and  even  on  half  rations  (wlitch  b  the  way  tliat 
many  worked  it)  the  iiuplus  lor  general  cxpcroscs 
wxMild  be  but  a  meagre  ont. 

But  garbati^ns  (or  chirk  pras)  cost  little  more  in 
Uiooe  days  than  a  penny  a  poimd,  and  a  pound 
of  garbanios  well  boiled,  with  a  little  cabbage,  a 
farttiing's  worth  of  red  sauaage  (or  choriico),  a  like 
nmoomt  of  salt  pig*ft  lat,  and  a  mere  suspicion  of 
garlic  makes  a  stew  tliat  U  savoury  and  satisfying. 
It  wUJ  easily  content  Ihrw  laughiug  girls,  who  think 
nothing  of  thcii  stomachs  but  a  great  deal  uf  their 
bonnets,  and  have  spent  all  the  moniing  in  turning 
Lda'a  summer  dress  of  a  year  ago  and  making  it  look 
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like  new.  This  newness,  be  sure,  wiU  not  deceive  the 
f^mck  eyes  o(  th*  doctor's  giils,  (ht-ir  riv:iN,  who  will 
proliiibly  ntiikt?  such  rnirl  (mi  of  the  r(Torl  tonight 
upon  the  Abni^n,  though  cooing  siAcct  courte^cs 
th&  while,  that  Lo[a  will  go  home  in  tcarSn  Tomorrow 
it  will  be  Concha'?  turn  to  ran  thcgsunllet,  :uid  Concha 
perhaps  is  to  wear  a  rpsiirrection  ot  hpr  mother's 
wc<lrling  gown  which  has  lain  at  the  lM>tEom  oE  a  trunk 
for  twenty  years.  This  no  doubt  will  pu£/Ie  the 
doclor>  piriA,  bat  the  kitchen  maul  will  soon  unravel 
the  thread,  nnd  nlos  for  poor  Concha*s  feelings  when 
stic  mcet^  them  I  For  those  Isiughmg  black  eyes  are 
terrible  things;  to  meet,  for  man  or  woman,  in  Io\'e  or 
war. 

Sunday,  of  cour^,  wa5  the  one  great  day  in  the 
week  save  when  a  gpreater  ferast  day  eclipsed  it. 
After  the  bull-fi^ht  there  would  l>e  a  procession  of 
carriage  folk  and  pedestrians  along  tho  matn  road 
thiit  slttrU  tliT^  bull  ring  and  joins  >Santa  Fe  to  Cinco 
Caminos.  Tljcre,  indeed.  ]>eauty  outvied  itself.  Faces 
surrounded  by  black  mantdla5,  bycnmscn,  or  b>- white; 
tdack  hair  adorned  with  r^  carnations  and  with 
^'ellow  roeebuds,  eyes  that  invited  one  then  tum^ 
away,  Hps  that  spoke  coyly  and  fans  that  ^pokQ 
freely,  the  same  ri;4y  be  seen  to-day. 

Now  this  was  a  ^ight  that  plea^d  El  Chopo  mightily. 
The  lad  wa5  too  young  to  be  moved  by  women's 
glances,  and  though  many  n  dainty  scnorita  looked 
toii'aixis  his  handsome  faro  and  lusty  young  form  he 
met  the  glance  unHinching  and  unconscioui^.  It 
wiW  the  beauty  and  pictur»quene*«  of  the  scene  tliat 
renlly  attracted  lurn. 

Tlie  theatre,  on  moonlcf«$  nights,  was  the  only 
proper  rendCit\'ous  ior  ladies  wlw  looked  to  the  propri- 
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etks.  In  those  day^.  jui^t  a^  ia  cur  own.  the  night 
watchmen  ol  Santa  Fc,  being  allowed  a  certain  amount 
of  lamp  oil  per  post,  were  in  the  habit  of  selling  what 
poclton  of  this  total  they  conadered  could  easily  be 
dUjien^ed  with. 

The  result  was  lliat  tlic  strrenot  of  largest  familica 
were  t^oac  wliow  lamps  were  soonest  extinguished, 
and  if  one  chanced  upon  a  Limp  Uml  burned  till  mid- 
night one  conclu(lt-il  (hut  the  strreno  of  that  street 
was  ncithrr  saving  op  money  for  the  fuhjre,  halDing 
with  arrears  of  the  past,  nor  wasting  hia  present 
substance  in  riotoua  living, 

Tliis  is  not  a  ^cret  and  illicit  double  dealing.  It  is 
the  acknowledged  perquisite  of  men  who  are  scarcely 
ever  paid.  Tim  being  so,  the  Alc^de  of  Saute  Fe 
cannot  well  discharge  a  serrcno  whose  lampa  have 
gone  out  too  early.  He  will  call  him  aside,  and  taking 
htm  by  the  button,  will  say  to  liim  very  decently, 
"  Friend,  there  are  complalnu  that  your  street  i»  dark 
after  nine.  It  i^  nol  tlut  I  care  one  whil,  nor  wi»h  to 
disparage  yonr  services,  no  one  esteems  you  more 
highly,  but  after  all  there  arc  certain  decencies  to  be 
ob9cr\'cd  and— without  offence— you  ^^x:rc  paid  o2 
half  your  arrears  last  Monday  week ;  bo  that,  look  you, 
half  an  hour  or  %o  more  lamplight  is  a  mattrrr  you  might 
very  wdl  concede.  And  *hat  calk  my  altcntion 
moAt  is  that  all  your  lamps  go  out  together.  Now,  of 
six  lan^ps,  it  were  better  for  three  to  go  out  at  dght 
and  three  at  ten,  than  all  of  them  at  nine,  for  it  needs 
but  aspark  of  light  to  remind  a  man  of  his  conscience, 
and  a  street  full  of  ilftikneht^  Ls  ;tt  best  a  sore  lemptLition 
and  a  matter  that  might  any  day  end  with  your 
reputation." 
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CHAPTER  X 

"It  good,  why  do  I  yi«1d  to  ihAt  fla^f^tlon, 
WhOflS  horrid  Ima^o  doth  unfix  my  hair  ?  " 

AT  the  hour  of  the  siesta,  one  day  in  August,  Don 
Ram^Ti  GoTUEdle^  clunbediip  the  hill  towards  the 
Jesuit  College.  Entering  from  the  road,  he  passed  a 
nu^iiive  door  m  a  yet  moie  iii:i*t'ttve  wi\I3,  and,  climbing 
ten  «tep!%,  foiuid  Iiiinself  in  au  avenue  of  j^^rts.  TIicm: 
pctlms  were  half  i  century  oM,  and>  looking  itoin  the 
colk^  doorsteps,  they  sliapiid  a  Irainewoik  round  a 
patch  of  aaure  sea,  in  the  ioregrounci  the  hiiff-colouivd 
path  of  gravel.  At  tlie  tojj  a  piece  of  sky  in  keeping  with 
the  sea. 

Sometimes  a  dcvc-Ukc  falucha  would  place  itscli  in 
the  centra  of  this  picture,  or  a  big  lizard  would  sud- 
denly shoot  alonfi  the  little  world's  end  of  grav<il  path 
where  (seen  from  the  college)  it  drew  a  line  across  the 
dbiiant  water  far  below,  aiu)  with  the^  touches  of  life 
thct  picture  was  sudi  n^  to  compel  the  stranger  to  halt 
when  he  left  the  threshold. 

Having  paSMxl  along  this  avenue,  the  porch  of  tiie 
college  stood  in  front,  approached  by  three  »tone 
stcp^,  and  on  either  side  of  the  porch  was  ft  luxiiriiint 
mass  of  jasmine- 

To  Don  Ram6D  Oon^dlcz  the  hea\*y  oak  door  opened 
of  its  own  accord,  and  without  cr>"nifi  "  Open  Sesame  I " 

This  did  not  puf de  him,  for  those  who  were  ad* 

162 


THE  PAGAN  AT  THE  SHRINE 


mitfcd  by  the  aid  of  this  phcnomrnon  kxn^w  that  the  two 
masses  of  jasmine  covered  two  iron-barred  windows, 
and  at  one  of  these  windows  sat  a  watchful  novice 
wilh  ttie  cord  ot  ibe  Latdi  brought  over  pixUeiy^  to  a 
ring  l>e>uio  hi«  de«k,  and  every  time  that  any  one  came 
ill  or  wj-nt  (Hit,  hr  |ihiim"i!  fnim  liis  reading,  ;Liid, 
glancifig  At  a  clock  above  the  dcj^k,  made  a  swlU  entry 
in  a  note-book. 

Don  Ram6n  sought  the  study  of  the  Father  Rector, 
which  was  on  the  first  floor  behind  the  college  and  over- 
looking the  orchard. 

A  while  marble  table  resting  on  spir.d  legs  of  ebniiy 
Atood  in  thi^  centre,  and  an  it  were  writing  tnatenals 

d  books. 

There  were  easy  chairs  for  visitors,  ^upholstered  in 
crimson  plush,  and  ev'cn  a  couch  of  t}ic  same  material. 
A  pair  of  curtains  cov^nxl  an  alcove  where  the  priest 
hod  his  bed.  and  an  oil  lamp  on  the  table  with  a  green 
shade  su^estcd  that  the  good  father  might  sometimes 
resign  himself  to  wakefulness  when  sleep  was  not  to  be 
courted,  and  seating  himself  at  the  table,  might  pore 
over  his  books  until  the  f^mall  honts  of  the  morning, 
Ihr^n  tmrk  to  hi^  bed,  (lifinkfiil  foT  fuligue,  ^id  Iklpning 
to  the  cro^dng  of  the  frogs  as  it  grew  fainter  and 
fainter;  then  blessed  oblivion  i  then  a  bell;  then  cruel 
reality,  dawn,  work  and  matins,  and  another  day's 
pilgrimage  through  a  desert  of  diplomacy  and  com- 
monplace. 

On  II:<T  left  hiiiv}  wiill  Iiuiig  a  cage  m  which  was  a 
ringing  partridge;  beyond  it  was  the  alcove. 

On  tfie  right  hand  wall  was  a  large  cmdlix,  and 
on  either  side  of  the  crucilix  a  bookcase.  The  books 
were  for  the  most  part  in  French. 

Padn;  Tgnacio  looked  up  suddenly  from  a  manu- 
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script  irficn  the  visitor  opened  the  door.    Another 
priest  was  standing  beside  his  chair. 
.-  "All,  my  dear  Don  Ram6n/'  {exclaimed  the  Rector, 
riskj*,  "tto  you  are  back  agam  trom  Madrid  I    Wel- 
come indeed  I    And  how  arc  you  ?  " 

"  Nonf'  too  wi^lt/'  n?pli'?d  the  blunt  old  rountryman, 
after  saluting  the  t\vo  piiests  and  passing  one  hand 
round  his  back  and  hip5  to  indicate  the  trouble.  "  I 
fear  that  this  malady  will  make  an  end  of  me  before 
another  twelve  montliA," 

"'  My  dear  old  friend,  we  rrax$t  not  speak  like  that,'* 
said  Ihr  Rrclor  rnroumgjngly,  iind  patting  him  on  the 
sliouldcTs,    **  Wc  must  not  sprak  so  hoprlessly  !  " 

*'  Well,  I  have  tried  all  things.  Your  own  Padre 
Bermcjo,  the  court  physicians  at  Madrid— all  to  no 
purpose.  Som«  tell  me  to  go  to  tlie  springs  at  Mar- 
mokio,  or  the  springs  at  Aniate,  but  I  have  no  faith 
in  springs.  If  il  be  God's  will  that  I  must  die  soon, 
why  die  I  miist,  in  His  good  time,  and  so  long  as  1 
die  in  Santa  Fc  1  will  be  sati&hcd." 

The  Kcclor  eat  down  beside  his  old  iricnd  and 
rested  his  h^nd  upon  his  arm,  speaking  to  him  with  a 
sympathy  that  was  almost  affrttioualr,  and  offering 
to  wager  tliat  he  hi]ii»ll  would  be  t^cn  before  old 
Don  Rain6n. 

"Well,  if  you  win,"  replied  tlie  other,  kughing.  "I 
hardly  sec  how  it  will  profit  you,  my  dear  Padre  I  " 

The  two^bccame  very  merry  o\"eT  this  simple  Joke. 
Mcanwhilr  the  black  eyes  of  the  othrr  priest  were 
fixed  upon  them  as  though  studyijig  some  interesting 
subject.  His  face  was  absolutely  without  sympathy 
for  either^speakcr,  and  c^en  when  be  smiled  be  did  so 
medianicaUy  and  just  sufficiently  to  avoid  being  con- 
spicuous by  his  cddness.    This  detaclunent  of  Padre 
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.NUttinez  Irom  i\w  human  iiifiutrnccs  around  him  was 
at  times  djuost  paiDhJ,  for  nobody  could  ignore  it, 
and  llic  more  one  yielded  to  impulse  or  emotion,  Ow 
more  inscrutable  did  his  judgnient  of  those  impij35«e 
become. 

Hift  diiii  W3S>  squ^ire,  liis  month  wilh  dm^irion  in  tlie 
comen.  his  nose  slightly  oquUinc  and  ratber  promi- 
nent. Tlie  face  altogether  was  a  po^'criul  one 
When  reheved  by  a  smile  it  was  not  without  attraction, 
but  it  utterly  lacked  repose,  for  so  eaj^er  and  watchful 
were  the  (winkling  bhck  eyes  that  it  was  difficult  for 
one  to  look  at  Fadre  Maitint^t  aiid  luui^jne  his  appear- 
ance when  anlccp.  This  priest  came  from  the  busy 
commercial  region  of  Catoluila,  where  energy  at  times 
breaks  out  into  rebellion.  In  his  heart  he  despised  the 
slow  life  of  Santa  Fe. 

"WVIl!  wflM  "  s;iid  Don  Ram^n  presently,  rut- 
ting short  the  conversation  on  pi^rsonal  topics  as  he 
met  the  C5XS  oi  this  priest,  "enough  ot  adica  and 
pains  I  You  are  in  the  mid^t  oi  your  books  as  usual» 
r  see." 

"  All,  they  aie  very  good  friends,"  replied  the 
Ret:tar,  "  very  goixl  friends  indeed  I  And — you  have 
brou^t  us  titvk-^  ?  " 

»"  Sealed  packages  I  '*  said  Gonzdles  shortly,  placing 
o  upon  tlie  tabic. 
The  Rector  glanced  at  the  handwriting  of  the  outer 
covers  and  opmed  c^cli  packet   in  tum,  a^ng  lus 
visitor's  indulgence  whilst  he  perused  them, 

"  In  cypher.  Padre  Alarttncz.  tlic  cypher  of  last 
year,  I  think.    Will  you  iranscribc  it  for  me  ?  " 

Padre  Ignacio  handed  to  the  other  prie&t  one  of  the 
docuRientA  taken  from  the  second  package.  Padre 
Uartine^     seated     him»clf     at   the     tabic     without 
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replying,  took  up  a  pen  and  commenced  to  write. 
Don  Ramto  Goiuiles  sat  watching  Padre  Martinet, 
vrho5c  maa^ve  featiues  ^.eemecj  lo  hctve  a  fasduation 
lor  him. 

The  latter,  whilst  he  pursued  his  t.isk,H(tcdhiscyefl 
cccastonally  towards  the  Rector,  and  no  mov-cment 
that  the  Rector  made  seemed  to  escape  hiin-  Especi- 
ally watchful  did  he  appear  when  Padre  Ignacio,  alter 
aCtinning  some  document  or  otiiei,  placL^d  itononcsid^- 
At  length  the  Rector  oondiided  hb  reading,  and  only 
two  of  the  documents,  which  seemed  to  be  routine 
reports^  were  handed  to  liis  brother  priest.  As  for 
the  remainder,  they  were  secured  utider  lock  and  key 
by  the  Rector,  wlio  rose  witb  a  sigh  and  j>Uced  tliem 
in  a  dra^^cr  under  the  left-hand  bookcase.  From  thi* 
drawer  he  moved  towards  a  spirit  lamp  on  the  ether 
adc  of  the  room  and  lighted  the  wick  over  which  bung 
a  silvered  kettle. 

"So  you  will  see,  my  dear  Padre  Martinei,"  said 
the  Rector,  coming  Iwick  lo  hb  seat,  "  that  this 
agitation  is  no  childS  play.'* 

"It  should  never  have  been  allowed  to  ripen," 
replied  the  ether  priest  vehemently. 

"  How  should  it  be  prevented  ? ''  asked  the  Rector, 
with  a  sniie. 

"  By  nii>ping  it  in  tht^  bud," 

"  Look  now/*  said  Padre  Ignario,  waving  hb  hand 
aiiiiy  towards  bis  subordinate.  *^  at  out  scalouB  root 
and  branch,  man  I  And>  mind  >*ou,  it  is  possible  that 
he  i£  in  tJie  right.  Oh»  quite  po^iblel  But  for  the 
life  **f  int-.  my  dear  Don  Ram6n.  I  cannot  sei^  how 
violent  measures  should  profit  ns.  And  remember, 
my  dear  Padre  Martinet:,  that  Out  same  frost,  where- 
with WQ  would  nip  tlii^  bud»  mu^t  nip  many  anotlier 
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bud  that  grows  alongside  and  would  bring  us  mo«t 
glorious  fruit/' 

"Moreover,"  said  Ganxilez,  "one  violeol  blow 
can  scarcely  be  wijwfti  out  \ty  n  IlioiLsaiid  kind  carcases, 
I  am  of  yovtr  mind,  if  1  oiay  fipeak  ^ibout  it.  Skill  b 
better  tlian  force," 

*'You  speak."  ropKed  Padro  Martinez,  with  a 
short  vexed  laugh,  *'  as  though  I  were  proposing  to 
chop  off  A  dozen  heaid^/* 

"  WelJ,  you  see  what  the  Provincial  advbcd."  said  the 
Rector,  rising  with  asigli.  and  pieparingtomakccofice. 

*'Vou  did  not  t^tovr  me  hb  letter/'  replied  Padre 
Martlnex. 

'*Tut!  A  mere  ovcr^ght  I  1  mtanC  to  sheiv  it  to 
you.    You  shall  have  it  in  a  moment.    In  a  moment ! 

Aa  soon  as  I  have  poured  out ,    Look  I    Arc  there 

three  coffee  cups  or  only  two  ?  " 

Padre  Martinet  etcoped  down  beside  the  cupboard 
and  returned  to  the  table  with  three  cups  and  saucers. 
The  Rector  caiiie  (on*-;trd  with  tiie  coffee,  went  back 
for  a  bowl  of  sugiu  jtnd  ymnc  npoon^  then  unlocked 
the  drawer  again,  and  after  turning  over  some  letters, 
he  placed  one  <4  them  in  front  of  the  other  priest. 
Don  Ranidn  offered  the  Rector  a  cigarette,  and  the 
two  shanrd  n  spill  which  nearly  went  wit  whibt  t!»ey 
disputed  as  to  who  should  light  first.  Padre  Martinet, 
wlu  had  refused  the  proScred  tobacco  case  with  a  bow, 
continued  poruig  over  the  letter  and  frowning  atlei>- 
tively.  All  three  persons  remained  in  conversation 
lor  fully  two  hours ;  in  fact,  the  dying  *un  was  already 
dimfwiting  the  l<--;ive%  of  Dir  Jrsuit'^  imliaai,  when 
D(m  Rain6n  Gonj(41ej[,  turning  to  the  Rector  during  a 
pause,  said  to  him  meaningly,  "  I  tiave  also  some 
personal  news  for  you,  of  6ome  importance." 

16? 


< 


THE  PAGAN  AT  THE  SHRINE 

At  these  words  Podrt  Maitincs,  in  duty  bound, 
pushed  iLVity  his  chair  and  rose  to  go.  When  he 
turned  his  back  upon  the  others  3  sUght  shadow  a^  of 
jpalousy  m  vt'xation  might  have  been  wen  iipf«n  his 
face.    When  he  badcloscdUiedoorGoDz^erwenton— 

"  I  hardly  know  whether  I  have  done  right  in  worry- 
ing you  with  so  much  busincas  to-day,  lor  I  am  the 
bearer  oi  ill  news,  I  have  kept  Jt  until  the  last,  for  I 
felt  sure  that  you  would  l>e  equal  to  nothing  else 
afterwards." 

"  I  wiU  try  to  control  my^cJf,''  replied  the  Rector. 
''  1  am  a  poor  old  nun,  but  my  early  discipline  has  not 
ns  yet  forsaken  mc.    WTiat  is  your  news  ?  " 

"  [t  is  a  message  from  a  dyii^  man." 

"  From  a  dying  man  ?  '* 

The  Rector  looked  at  him  expectantly. 

"  Forgive  mc,"  VcnzMcs  went  on.  somewhat  bluntlyT 
"  for  brinRinj;  you  such  ill  tidings.  Don  AntODlo» 
your  brother,  is  dead.*' 

Padre  Ignacrio  lurried  very  |iale  and  rose  suddenly 
from  hl^  cliair> 

"He  hciifd  that  1  was  in  Madrid  and  &cnt  lor  me. 
TTie  closing  hours  ol  his  life  were  vcr>'  pititul," 

"  What,  po^>^iy  ?     My  broUicr  dyin^  in  poverty  ?  " 

"No,  surroundMl  by  every  comfort,  but  in  abject 
fear — of  a  woman.  The  talc  is  a  long  one.  Don 
Antonio's  life — where  is  the  good  cl  hiding  it  ? — was 
intemperate,  and  he  paid  a  bitter  ]>cncilty.  At  the 
time  when  most  men  are  in  their  prime>  he  fell  into  a 
state  of  dotage,  and  lost  bis  stiength  of  body  and  of 
mind.  To  tdl  yoti  the  (luth  I  Ihou^ht  when  hut  T 
saw  liim,  only  two  years  ago,  that  this  wonld  come  to 
pas»,  but  the  swiftncs  of  the  cliaiigc  is  awful,  too 
awfiil  for  mc  tc  tell  you<" 
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God  rest  his  soul,"  said  the  Rector,  ^-ho  had  been 
Maiiding  beside  hi>  clwir.  But  bis  i-y*'*  wri^  fixed 
u|>or]  Dtm  Ramon  iis  >f  in  still  greater  drrvid  uE  »oin«* 
thing  yet  to  come. 

"They  tdl  mc.**  said  Con^&Ic^"  that  he  babbled 
the  wild«£t  noQsi?ii£4j,  said  the  alrangcst  things  to 
those  around  him/' 

"  As  what,  lor  instance  ?  *'  asked  tlie  Rector,  in  a 
faiat  voice. 

"Well— i  vra5  not  witli  him  when  he  breathed  his 
last,"  replied  the  other,  kanmg  lorward  in  his  chair, 
*"  but  I  will  tdl  you  a  strange  thing  be  said  to  me.  E 
wtitit  (d  m.'c  lifiTi  iUc  il^y  bcfijnr  he  died.  'What/ 
said  I,  '  has  become  of  thi' lad  V  Whereat  hestaredat 
mc,  then  sat  up  in  bed  and  laughed.  '  My  friend/ 
said  he,  '  arc  you  lc&  in  tliis  tremendous  )okc  ? '  E 
looked  at  him  astonished,  and  he  looked  back  at  me, 
for  a  long  time,  whilst  one  might  say  a  credo,  then  he 
fell  biick  agiiiii.  'T  ;itr»  not  m;id/  siys  lit*,  'but  T 
wiU  tdl  yoii  a  true  wortl.  GonxAlcz,  for  old  ^tcquidntaiKe 
sake,  the  Devil  stands  hard  by  the  Crucifix.'  What 
do  you  make  of  that  now  ?  " 

Don  Rani6n  looked  across  at  the  Rector  with  a  face 
which,  though  w>racwhat  puzjcled,  was  certainly  mno- 
cenl  of  gaile. 

"  1  cannot  undcrfttand  it,"  said  the  Rector,  in  a 
voice  unnaturally  calm.  ''  Did  he  confess  before  he 
died?" 

*'  AU*,  he  diet!  unsliriven  I  *' 

Uliim  FaHrr*  Tgnacia  hi-ard  these  words  a  quick 
gleam  (as  if  of  hope  or  tiiuniph  01  relief]  flashed  from 
his  eyes,  but  90  rapidly  w'as  it  succeeded  by  an  expres- 
sion of  bitterness  and  disgust  that  the  keenest  observer 
bad  hardly  noticed  it*    Whence  came  tiiat  loathing 
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that  disfigured  the  Rector's  lips  ?    Was  it  boni  of 
inward  contemplation  ? 

"  Tell  mc,"  said  Padre  Igoacio,  "  what  actually 
h^bppcQod  to  Pelio  ?  " 

''  I  found  out,"  replied  Goiu^e;,  ''  from  the  people 
of  the  1iou:ie,  that  the  young  man  voljrtcered  in  an 
infantry  regiment,  just  two  years  alter  he  left  SaiJtaFe. 
He  ts  now  in  FLIipin:L5>  so  they  say.'' 

"  Then— my  brother  did  not  fulfil  his  promise  to 
the  hd  ? " 

"On  the  conlmry.  They  seemed  to  have  agreed 
but  poudy  from  Uie  first,  he  and  Don  Antonio,  In 
the  end,  so  it  is  ^d,  Don  Antonio  bade  him  leave  the 
house.  There  were  m;iny  idle  explanations  of  the 
event.  Some  contended  (liere  Goa/^lei  Irovkned  as  if 
the  subjer^t  disgusted  him)  (hat  the  youth  was  tcx>  much 
in  favour  witl»  this  uomau  ;   others ** 

'*  Did  you  see  this  woman  ?  " 

"  Aye  J  A  magnificent  despot,  with  mutder  written 
upon  her  forehead,  so  I  thouglit  I  There  were  others 
said  that  this  was  only  a  quarter  of  the  truth,  that 
there  w;is  ^me thing  el*e." 

"WIml  else?" 

"  Nobody  seemed  to  know."  said  GootJile^,  shrug* 
ging  his  shoulders.     "  Kailh  f    It  is  a  mv^stciy !  " 

The  Rector  heaved  a  deep  «i^, 

"  But  1  am  foq^ctting  tlic  chid  part  of  all  this 
mystery,"  continued  the  visitor,  speaking  more  cheer- 
fully and  feeling  in  his  inner  pocket.  "  1  have  here  a 
aealod  letter  for  you,  written  by  Uon  .\ntonio  a  week 
or  two  before  he  died,  and  informing  you,  no  doubt,  of 
what  is  already  becoming  common  knowledge/* 

"  TeQ  CQC,"  «aid  the  Rector,  reaching  out  his 
hand- 
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"  Don  Antonio*  alter  providing  lor  thb  woman 
{mtich  good  may  it  do  hcrl)  ^ind  settling  all  hb 
debts,  has  kft  tbe  remainder  of  his  fortune  to  El  Chopo> 
your  nephew  and  lavourite  pupil." 

The  Rector  In  \m  ^urprUe  alino&t  let  fall  the 
padu^;  ttien,  placing  it  with  tlie  other?  upon  tjic 
t&bie,  he  stood  looking  at  Im  vbitor,  bm^liing  back 
the  white  locks  (rom  his  torebcad  with  his  right 
band. 

*'  You  aip  surprised  ?     Aye,  but  you  would  Uav^c 

been  still  more  siupriscd  had  you  seen  the  diangc  iii 

him.    Wliat  a  bonny  nian  he  was  ui  his  day  I    What 

Q  boisii?r<ru:i  jovial  feUow,  and  at  the  last — nothing 

^iul  bitter  f^il>ci/' 

Hk ''There  is  surely  some  mbundentaniUng !  "  «aid 
^TTic  Rector  at  last. 

"That  iic  should  leave  his  money  to  our  youitg 
Incnd  here  in  Santa  Fc  ?  " 
1        ■■  A>'e  I    There  is  some  mistake ! " 
I        "  Read  your  letter  I "  suggested  Don  Rain6a  briefly, 
jwdnting  towards  the  table. 

"No!"  replied  th(j  Retlor,  vrilh  sudden  emphasis 
and  then,  os  though  feeling  that  he  had  acted  :;trangc]y, 
he  composed  himscll  and  eontinucd  with  more  calm- 
ness, '*  I  would  rather  open  this  message  from  the 
dead — some  other  time." 

"  I  tliink/'  aaid  Gom-klez.  rising  and  taking  up  his 
hat,  *'  that  you  woidd  u;ituiul]y  prefer  to  open  it  alone. 
Thnl  would  be  my  own  leding.  And,  my  dear  Padre. 
I  you  must  know  how  much  it  pains  me  to  bring  such 
onwekome  news  to  a  dear  old  friend,  and  one  whom  I 
so  lovingly  respect.*' 

The   Rector,    tiding    to   smile,    took    tlw   hand   of 

Et£h£  in  his  own,  but  Gonj:&!c£,  alter  returning  his 
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tur«,  bowed  his  bead  ^d  kisMd  the  Jt^uit's 
hand,  llien  left  him  without  arother  word. 

Tln-n  at  Vngtli  I*adrc  Ignacio  stood  atnnc-,  tive 
unopened  letter  in  his  haiid,  g^ing  at  Antonio's 
hanclwnCinjB;  upon  the  envelope. 

"  Dare  1  open  it  ?  "  said  he.  "  Dare  I  once  more  look 
back  upon  the  past,  the  past  that  lies  buried— yonder 
in  th<?  little  cemetery  ?  " 

He  drew  towaid-s  the  bnlcony  and  opened  the 
persianas. 

'*  What  mystery  ol  mysteries  is  this,  o(  which  I 
hold  the  key  between  my  fingers  ?  Antonio,  filled  with 
loiiging  (or  hi;^  son^  surdy  this  vtas  strange  enough  in 
it^vlf  I  But  yet  wc  arc  all  one  clay.  Tell  me,  grim 
mountains  that  smile  down  upon  human  foibles  from 
such  a  height  and  distance,  what  then  is  this  enigma  ? 
Antonio  casting  out  his  own  ilee-h  and  blood  and  con- 
ferring his  riches  upon  hi*  brother's  *on  ?  U  this 
H  mockery  ?  " 

Wtirn  at  length  the  Rector  opened  the  letter  he 
read  these  words — 

*'  Brother  Priest,  thou  art  a  cuckoo, 
but  thou  Shalt  foist  no  fledgeling  into 
mynest  at  least,  let  other  men,  more 
Stupid  than  Antonio,  nurture  thy  off* 
f^pring  if  Ihcy  choose,  ^  \fy  sott,^  ifuU 
tOTw  suni  to  mc,  is  thinr.  My  money 
has  been  left  to  one  that  is  named 
El  Chopo.  If  he  be  your  child,  so 
much  the  belter  s^hould  you  be  pleased 
Pray  for  my  •wnil,  BmHiet  Hypocrite, 
for  no  other  pncst  t^hall  pray  for  me,  I 
swear," 
The  Rector  prayed  long  and  earnestly  before  his 
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cmciiix.  He  pra>'cd  ior  the  soul  of  Antonio.  He 
rcvUed  himself  and  accused  hioiaelf  of  the  wreaking  of 
aR  thb  bitter  mockery.  The  rain,  starv;ition,  Eniser^' 
uid  d<-ath  of  an  innocent  woman  \vc  casit  upon  himself. 
Tlic  nrnforliiitrt  irf  Iipt  diilcjrt-n,  thr  misjucl^cnl  of 
Antonio,  oil  thc^c  he  looked  upon  as  calamities  wtuch 
his  sin  hnd  brought  to  pass.  Darkness  fell  upon  the 
room  and  lound  him  still  in  prayer.  There  was  & 
knocking  at  the  stout  panels  of  the  chestnut  door,  but 
he  ^ed  to  bear  it.  Then  a  novice  niiied  iht^  grc^i 
iron  lat<.h  mid  cain^  in  with  a  silvei  candle^tjttk  a:u1  it 
lighted  candle  in  cither  hand.  The  breeze  from  the 
oruhaid  blew  the  open  letter  from  beside  the  Rector. 
It  fluttered  across  the  room  and  rustled  o^aiost  the 
feet  oi  the  novice. 

Padre  Ignacio  rose  swiftly  from  hia  knees. 

"What  is  the  itieaniiig  of  Uiis  Miikkii  iiUruHion  ? 
Wtiy  did  you  not  knock  ?  " 

1  knocked    three   times,    FatJicr,"  answered  the 
htencd  ncn-ice.     It  was  the  lirst  time  that  he  had 
ever  heard  the  Rector  speak  so  angrily. 

"  Look  I  "  cried  the  Rector,  glaring  awfully  towards 
the  Ud's  (ect.  *'  What  is  that  ?  My  God  r  Have 
you—,  No,  no !  I  forbid  you  to  touch  it.  Pick  up 
the  candles  a{>ain.  Place  them  both  upon  the  table 
and  leave  the  room, — Stay  I  " 

The  novice  turned  hack,    Tlie  Rector  came  towards 
and  rested  one  hand  upon  his  shoulder. 

*'  Did  you  hear  aught  when  you  came  in  ?  " 

"Nothing," 

"  Did  you  hear  mo  praying  ?  " 

"  No,     I  did  not  think  that  you  were  here-'* 

"ft  \a  a  pity "  said  the  Rector  slowly,    nrlcasing 
he     novice,    "  for    you     would     have     heard    an 
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honest  prayer.    T  would   yoa  had  stood  behind  me 
thcwhUc." 

Wlicn  he  had  closed  tho  door  and  sh^t  the  bolt  he 
drew  his  hand  across  his  forehead,  then,  picking  up  the 
letter,  he  he!d  it  in  the  flame  o!  one  o!  the  candles  and 
wiitched  it  hum  («  Ihe  liisl  ii(«m,  scoiching  hU  fingers, 
arid  muttering,  *'Ali,  Ihuii  |rt«>r  lump  of  day!  WcTi 
thou  aught  else  than  clay,  this  same  letter,  within  an 
hour  of  opening,  had  been  nailed  to  Che  college 
notice-board.  U  it  then  God's  tnic  will  lliat  this 
wealth  should  fall  to  my  son  ?  What  good  can  come 
of  it  ?  How  quickly  the  night  has  gathered,  and  how 
lorcboding  the  orchard  looks  without  ever  a  friendly 
gleam  irom  the  moon  behind  yon  mountains  I  Dusky 
whispering  tTee*»  waving  ill  oinenK  towards  my  balcony, 
surely  there  is  some  presentlmtnt  in  ttic  very  air 
to-night ! " 
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"Afld  the  sc^l  of  King  IHirid  longvd    to  go   forth   tinto 

AT  the  time  when  EI  Chopo  received  ihc  news 
of  hb  unocpectcd  fortune  he  could  already  icad 
suid  writCn  He  had  a  good  kncwledi;;e  of  history  and 
geography,  and  was  tvon  ahlr  to  speak  a  liule  French, 
in  which  language  he  had  studied  the  Scriptures  from 
a  DIbIc  printed  in  Bclgiuia. 

This  was  rot  Ihc  only  French  work  that  he  wrestled 
with,  for  lie  waded  through  a  book  on  geology  called 
Thi  Eatth  and  What  it  Ttaches  t7s,  an  ancient  treatise 
hrougUt  by  Piidre  IgTirttio  froin  Pari*j  i\ncl  taken  from 
iiar.  n?<:rsscs  of  his  trunk  in  thr  tlay%  when  lir  sfjjoiinied 
in  the  Fonda  id  Tnni. 

It  is  typical  of  the  lad's  intcUigencc  that  he  under- 
took this  task  witbout  the  asfiistance  of  a  dictionary 
and  armed  only  (in  the  commencement)  with  a  vocabu- 
lary of  some  thousand  words  at  most^ 

Every  new  word  he  underlined,  and,  when  he  had 
met  it  in  two  or  three  connexions,  he  took  pleasure  in 
asaigning  it  a  meaning  consbtent  with  nil  tiiese  pas- 
sages. Sometime*  he  was  wrong,  at  otbena  he  would 
be  baiRol  by  a  technicality^  and  on  these  occasion*  he 
marked  tlw  passage  for  Padre  Ign&cio's  expljuiation. 
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of    DoA    Ram6n 

flMl «» the  tesMk  «i  SiBtft  F^ 

fast  seventeofe,  «bo 

□  Cfaopo  oevci  wmk  to  Om 
oercr  cum  to  fte  sagu  factory,  yet  to  Oe  Sunday 
proccasioa  of  carriaces  aknf  tbe  hi^wmy  after  tmU- 
Aeff^ycsbadnet. 
Tbe  1^  hinfiy  seooed  to  ^ance  at  hk  uH  figure, 
along  tbe  nndskfe  bi  htt  plaio  bbdc  clothes, 
a  abort  braided  factel,  a  shirt  of  fine  texture, 
a  proad*bninnicd  bat,  but  woncn  receive  imprea^ 
s  more  rapMDy  than  mcfi.  Tbcy  have  but  a  second 
tbem  in  wtucfa  to  meet  tbe  ga^  of  the  other 
and  in  that  brief  interval  they  have  to  cast  thdr 
tf^fcffnwg,  El  Chopo,  on  tbe  other  band,  looked  at 
her  iatce  with  strady  admiratioo. 

Yet  there  happoied.  what   happens  sometimes  to 
men  and  women  withixit  their  ever  knowing  it  after- 
-ivardft.    The>-  ob%r\-ed  each  other  closely,  but  unccn- 
[y.    How  little  either  of  them  guessed  that  among 
many  face^  in  the  crowded  pronieiLadr  one  face 
left  a  secret  iinprcsnon,  unseen  at  present,  but 
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b1«   of   de\T]of:9nent    like   a   photographic   film, 

ipii  submitted  to  certain  conditions. 

One  morning  Don  Rani6n  said  to  El  Chopo  \«ith  a 
smile  as  he  p^sed  Uh:  weighbridge^ 

"  The  Father  Kecfor  ol  the  Coflcejc  wants  to  speak 
to  you  this  evening,  and,  unless  [  am  mUtalten,  he  has 
Strang  news  for  you.'' 

In  the  course  of  the  evening.  El  Chopo  prsenled 
hiiiisdf  at  the  College,  and  was  at  oiic<^  admitted  to 
Padre  Ignacio*:^  room. 

Closing  the  door  behind  htm.  El  Chopo  came  forwaid 
to  the  priest,  who  ftei^ed  him  by  tx>th  hODcIs  aihI  vpcUte 
v^ry  kimlly  to  hitn,  Thrre  wro  a  c*Ttain  light  pb}^iig 
in  tl>c  sympathetic  blue  ryes  of  Padre  Ignacio,  and  a 
fondness  in  hts  vokc.  which  refused  to  be  suppressed. 
These  lokcna.  together  ^ith  his  manner  ol  leaning  upon 
the  yQUD£  man's  shoulder,  and  a  doien  trivial  symp- 
toms of  the  kind  would  have  proved  to  a  keen  obseirer 
tliat  some  hidckn  force  was  pwm\iihi^  httn,  OnSy  the 
priest  himself  could  giie»  how  irTe:ti?^tibk  it  wa3>  for 
dbdphne  luid  taught  him.  through  many  >'e&r»,  to 
coooeal  tliese  feelings  in  the  presence  of  others 

As  for  EX  Qiopo,  hv  wa^  so  acctistomed  to  what  be 
thought  wa£  Ilia  uncle's  nature  kindness  and  keen 
sympathy  that  he  ncNcr  felt  an>'  surprise.  Padre 
Ignacio  claimed  to  be  hi5  father's  brother,  and  he  vras 
El  Chopo's  Oracle,  his  hero,  and  almcst  his  divinity. 

No  diificulcy  confronted  him  but  what  tlie  Jesuit, 
seating  himself  by  his  side,  patiently  attack^  and 

mpiislivfil  it,  throwing  tijum  it  ;i  fight  of  ^iiich  |)unty 

d  brilliance  that  the  pupil  would  turn  from  hid  ad- 
miration of  the  maslerpiccG  to  a  yet  more  earnest 
admiration  of  the  master. 

Padre  Tgnacio  w^  ^  ^npatlwtic  that  he  was  never 
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guilty  of  baing  himsell  in  a  maze  of  technicality  when 
expoiuiding  n  favourite  subject.  His  ^-es  were  con- 
stantly liirrml  towards  his  listener,  he  watched  every 
tnmsient  light  rindsliattoA'  tlint  pys^H  iicrowunr's  face, 
and  his  swift  correspondence  1o  onc^5  impressions  Wds  50 
nubile  and  yet  &o  natunU  that  one  seemed  to  imbibe 
Uis  meaning  irom  other  sources  than  those  depejidcnt 
upon  his  expression,  his  Restore,  and  his  voice.  He 
was  gifieil,  in  fact,  with  a  great  magnetic  power 
wliich  age  imd  s,idnes^  seemed  to  liave  developed  ;md 
matured. 

Wlien  he  explained  a  difficulty,  he  used  only  ^uch 
words  and  such  similes  as  his  listener  was  well  acquainted 
with,  and  when  he  had  concluded  one  had  the  impres- 
sifjii  thiit  a  ^iinibrring  rcmenibrante  li^id  been  awak- 
ened rather  tlion  that  anything  new  and  strange  had 
been  imparted.  Indeed,  it  wns  cunous  that  whilst 
admiring  the  beauty  of  some  combiitation  of  Nature*3 
forces,  one  wondered  that— being  so  palpable — one 
had  not  seen  it  befon?.  Then,  gradually,  would  come 
an  impression  that  ore  had  seen  it,  but  ftirgotteu. 

Hi3  noble  tace  seemed  so  incapable  of  deception, 
his  voice  so  innocent  of  harshness,  that  all  wlw  came 
in  contact  wilti  him  were  drawn  towards  him.  His 
novices  loved  Eiim,  his  subordinates  came  into  his 
presence  wit!i  gratefulness,  and  wlien  his  brow  clouded 
and  he  used  the  lash  which  no  one  could  wield  so  well 
and  with  such  diiifnity.  one  felt  that  the  sky  itself  had 
becomfj  ob&cured,  and  tliat  a  bitter  wind  was  moaning 
across  the  vega. 

Padre  IgULKio  did  not  at  fust  seem  anxious  to 
broach  the  subject  which  evidently  Uy  l>eforc  him. 
With  his  hand.H  behind  his  back  he  paced  gently  up 
and  down  the  room,  gating  almost  moocHly  towards 
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EI  Chopo.  and  cxdianging  rcmark5  upon  matter  oi 
everyday  interest,  at  times  standing  in  his  balcony 
and  looking  out  upor  (he  orchard.  It  is  po^ible  that 
h€  was  loth  to  conclude  with  the  present  and  to  plunge 
into  a  future  whose  course  ky  in  ticachemus  waters, 
unknovm  and  unexplored. 

When  at  Icn^h  El  Chopo  asked  him  what  news  waE 
in  the  nir,  the  Jesuit  rcphed  that  there  was  much  ne^^'S* 
nnd  very  serious  neiM;. 

"  Rut  good  news  ?  "  rejoined  El  Chopo,  with  a  smile. 

"  I  do  not  know,"  said  the  Jesuit,  standing  in  front 
of  him  where  lie  sat,  "  1  cannot  tell  ft  dcpcnda  so 
much  upon  yourself.  In  the  first  place  your  father  is 
dead,  which  makes  a  bad  beginning." 

"  I  ne\er  knew  liini,  I  do  uot  i-ernemlwr  seeing  him  ; 
I  cjinnot  gric\'c  for  him,  hut  f  will  pruy  for  hiiu/' 
replied  the  other  after  a  piusc. 

"  All  that  is  vcTy  natural/'  said  Padre  Ignacio, 
resuming  his  walk  to  and  fro.  "  Had  you  ^d  less  it 
had  b<?en  unkind.  Had  you  safd  more,  it  would  liavi* 
sounded  lalsely.  The  news  reached  mc  last  night.  It 
19  very  many  years  since  I  saw  him,  and  God  rest  his 
BouH" 

The  Jesuit  paused  and  ^ztd  towards  the  orchard. 
There  was  a  tranquil  sadness  in  his  voice,  which  no 
doubt  had  been  [ir^'«led  by  some  emoliou  during  the 
previous  night.     Pii:i*cntly  he  r^itinued — 

"  His  last  act  was  to  leave  you  possessed  of  more 
than  half  his  fortune." 

Wlien  he  had  pronounced  these  words,  the  Jesuit 
slowly  turned  his  head  and  looked  at  the  young  man's 
face. 

"  And  nxy  brother  ?  "  a^ked  Kl  Glo|>o  afirr  a  [jallsc, 
during  which  hi:»  heart  wa^  beating  very  faat. 


THE  PAGAN  AT  THE  SHRINE 

"I  do  not  know.    Up  to  the  present  we  have  only 
heard  th»t  he  i«  in  Filipiuas.*' 

**Thc  icniamdtT  will  hav<^  been  kk  tc  Pdio, 
surely  >  " 

*'  Let  us  hope  that  something  h;is  b<;cn  Icit  to  him," 
replied  the  priest. 

"  Then,"  said  El  Chopo,  rising  excitedly  from  where 
he  sat,  "  !  am  a  rich  maii  t  ^ 

"You  are,  consparativcly.  a  rich  man,"  aSirmcd 
Padre  Jgn^tdo,  utid  heaved  a  &igh. 

*'  But,  my  unde,  %ill  you  not  rejoice  with  me  ? " 

"  Rejoice  that  you  h:ive  ioimd  the  wiugs  to  fly  with  ?  " 
;iiiswcred  Die  iinest,  uilh  a  wislhil  smtlc. 

"  How,  to  fly  with  ?  If  lo  soar  above  my  prr:^tTit 
state  oi  ignorance,  to  attempt  such  Aiigbt3  ol  knowledge 
OS  i  had  never  hoped  for,  to  have  my  time  my 
own,  to  travel  into  far  countries,  if  all  these  things  be 
flying,  why^  where  is  the  harm  }  Would  you  have  it 
Dthi^iwise  ?  " 

So  t,'1a<1?tome  wai  the  light  in  the  young  man'*  eyes, 
so  tr;m^tifcurcd  were  hi:^  handsoiiK  features  with  ioyltil 
furpri»e>  tlial  Padre  Ignacio's  admimtion  and  lov«  for 
him  knew  no  bounds,  eipecially  wli^ii  ht  rtmeinl>ered 
that  this  news  niighl  l>r  Ihi*  (]e:ith  kndl  (if  their  ft^llmr- 
ihip,  He  longed  lo  draw  his  dear  son  towards  him,  to 
told  him  in  his  arms  and  ciy  to  him, ''  Thou  art  indeed 
my  son,  and  1  thy  ialber," 

He  came  towards  him  and  placed  a  hand  on  either 
fthouMtr,  then  gazed  into  liU  eye»  with  it  mighty 
y  training. 

*'  If,"  said  tlic  priest^  *'  henceforward  we  be  declined 
to  part,  remember  llirtt  though  1  am  only  your  father's 
brother,  1  love  yon  as  tlwugh  I  wcvv  ^'our  father  himself. 
Vou  are  much  monc  to  nic  than  a  beloved  pupil ;  you 
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sm  as  (hough  you  were  my  beloved  son. 
tic  sadness  you  pcrccKc  in  mc  is  selfishness, 
regret  at  the  parting  I  know  to  be  mcvitabie,  at  the 
journeying  forth  tliat  I  myself  shall  tte  the  first  to 
counsel,  for  I  know  it  to  be  for  your  wdfare/* 

'*  Ou  mit  ft^irt  Ally  *iiith  ttrgrt^Ls,"  ii-|)1ie(t  FJ  Gicijki. 
'*  for  they  iiTc  roiiipkcec)*    If  I  go,  it  ift  but  to  reluni. 

I  love  Santa  Fc,  and  I  love  the  people ;  above  <tll  [ 
reverence  you,  my  uncle,  to  whom  I  owe  what  Jittle 
good  is  in  me>  Nay  I  snulo  not,  it  is  the  truth*  And 
since  you  are  so  bent  upon  my  banishm^-nt,  where  had 

Kou  lhint[^hL  of  >emH[i(i  mc  ?  '' 
"  H  is  for  yourself  to  choose  "  said  Padre   Ignaeio, 
if,  however,  yon  ask  «>c,  I  had  alrciidy  thought  out  a 

_plan;' 

■^  ''  And  wh^t  is  it  r' 

^^  '*  Firet,  thai  yon  go  to  thv.  ITnivrrsity  of  Salamanca 
for  a  while,  then  to  a  ci^rtain  university  in  France  for 
a,  year  or  more.  In  both  of  these  places  I  can  find 
you  liicnds,  and  powerful  ones." 

The  young  man  rose  and  walked  thoughtfully 
towards  the  UdcTony,  whose  gliisi  windowf^  he  opene<l 
wiile  ajMrt.  A  [penile  Ini^ve  w;ix  slirring  in  the 
orchard.  From  the  mile^  ^nd  milts  of  orange  ^ro\'C9 
duwn  in  the  vale  t!ic  ri^mg  ^iir  had  gathered  a  ba^io 
scent,  and  now  it  came  liltcnng  in  among  the  citnm 

I  and  lemon  blossoms  and  Lady-of-t he-Night,  from 
whi^h  it  received  a  yet  more  subtle  jierfume  as  it 
pAMed.  Wheo  the  wind  came  direct  from  the  W»t, 
the  scent  of  orange  bloasom  pre\-ai]cd  and  permeated 
^veryttitDg ;   when  it  \'eeied  round  somewhat  to  icrral 

II  blew  straight  Uirough  the  gardens,  and  comhig  from 
the  land,  was  hotter,  and  bearing  more  essence  of 
Lady-o£-ttie-Nig)it,  was  nu»e  voluptuous,  and  there 
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was  that  stillness  about  the  evening  tliat,  laken  in 
coDJanction  with  a  sudden  tearing  o!  brilliant  castles 
ill  die  air,  made  El  Chopo  >-idd  himsclt  to  Jiis  intoxica^ 
tion  in  *ilencc. 

He  stood  Icaninfj  upon  the  balcony  for  se^'eral 
minutes.  Tlift  Jesuit  midersload  his  sensations,  and 
tor  a  while  retrained  fcroin  inteirupting  him-  Pres- 
ently, ho^%evcr,  lie  went  And  stood  beside  him. 

''  What  does  all  this  mean,  to  your  mind  ?  "  he  o^ked, 
indicating  with  u  wave  of  his  hand  the  whole  scene  in 
front  of  thrm 

"  1  do  not  follow  you." 

"  1  wifl  explain  myseli.  One  looks  upon  tlie  st^a 
when  it  is  lashed  by  a  furioua  ^ale,  and  it  mcan3 
'Anger.*  One  looks  into  its  ctear  depths  in  the  dark 
shadow  of  a  dift  and  fail^  to  penetrate,  and  it  means 
*  MyNtf-iy.*  One  heais  the  autumn  wind  blowing 
the  dead  miact-coloured  Icav^  about  tlie  ground  and 
movining  through  the  naked  branches,  and  it  means 
"  Death*'  But  now,  1  ask  you.  what  does  this  scene 
before  us  mean  ?  The  various  components,  stais, 
flowers  and  |>er!mnes,  to  a  young  man  your  ;(ge,  surely 
the}  mean  one  tiling  nnd  one  ;i1onr  ?  " 

El  Chopo  did  not  answer  for  a  little,  but  continued 
leaning  his  chin  upon  his  hands.  At  last,  turning 
towards  the  priest,  he  Laughed  and  made  replj'— 

"  I  were  a  hypocrite  did  I  pietend  to  ignore  that 
these  letters  spell  *  Love.*  But  why  do  you  insist  that 
I  am  best  fitted  to  read  them  ?  On  the  one  hand  I 
should  say  that  a  woman  of  my  a^  would  be  more  apt 
lo  read  them ;  on  the  other  it  would  seem  that  even 
you,  a  prie&t  and  cdibate,  are  able  to  spell  out  the 
IcsftOD  that  Nature  has  written  so  falily  ujxin  her 
blackboard." 
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Nev^rthetese.  you,  dear  nephew,  are  of  the  t^pe 
above  all  others  to  whom  1hi$  l<^f¥OTi  will  appeal. 
And  all  tiie  more  so  because,  till  the  present,  you  have 
known  less  tlian  any  otiicr  inon  what  love  for  woman 
U  like.  !t  h^  not  yet  come  upon  you.  That  is  a 
mere  question  ol  diance/* 

The  Jesuit  turned  inwards  ajid  commenced  to  pace 
tlie  room  slowly,  hi«  Uanth  beliiiid  hi^  back,  his  eyes 
bent  upon  tlir  black  <"itii1  white  (ilesof  the  floor  After 
a  paufc  he  resumed  his  speaking — 

"  I  once  knew  just  such  another  young  man  as  >"0u. 
He  was  consumed  by  th^  same  desire  for  knowledge. 
He  believed  that  he  had  one  great  quest  in  life,  to  fijid 
the  Tnith.  Like  you,  he  had  never  looked  into  a 
woman's  e)'e5»  and  like  you  he  started  upon  his  que^t 
filled  with  entliusiasnip  Like  von,  without  knowing 
it,  be  was  susceptible,  and — -" 

»'*I  suBceptiWe  ?  *' 
"  ALis,  Ikjw  well  [  know  every  sign  and  signal,  evcfy 
trait  and  feature  in  this  compound  of  ^«ak  flesh  and 
blood  before  mc.  Your  mother  was  a  North-country 
woman,  a  Vlccalna.  Her  lather  had  been  a  giant* 
The  hugeness  of  bone  and  muscle  skipped  a  generation. 
In  you,  it  blossoms  forth  again.  Lo!  these  biceps 
;4ml  this  mtglily  ihest,  these  Hnibs  like  oak  tree^,  and 
these  hands  that  might  wrench  a  bull's  horns  asunder. 
Add  one  or  tv^-o  traits  of  comeliness  that  mark  your  face* 
and,  $0  much  for  your  mother  I  The  VtJEc^dno  prevails 
in  you,  I  hope.  But,  alas*— your  father  I  Oh,  my 
poor  young  man — your  Jath^X  " 

Here  tlic  priest  wghcd  heavily  and  walked  away 
deep  in  thought.  When  he  returned,  with  hands 
t)ebind  liis  back,  he  loolced  at  £1  Chopo  and  went  on 
again— 
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''Your  father  was  a  monster  of  STisceptibiliiy.  a 
prodigy  ol  weakness-  Iniiiulsivc  of  restjlv^,  yrt  trail 
o[  e:cecutJon.  miitginitig  |;rcat  heroics,  yet  unabk  to 
liiltil  the  most  commcni  cbligEtioiLS.  His  ideal  ol 
nobility  wa«  &o  soaring  tb:it  no  mortal  has  ever  attained 
it.  yrt  hU  srlfi^h  raaltr^atmeni  and  neglect  of " 

"  Hist  I  "  cried  VA  Chcipo  half  set  iously,  '*  a  ^^iecc  of 
that  same  man  stands  here  before  yoti  and  bids  yo\i  talk 
more  kindly  ol  my  father.*' 

"Uliy— there  spoke  your  mother/"  said  Uie  priest. 

"  Wai  slie,  tlien,  kinder  than  my  father  ?  "' 

"  Aye,"  replit-fl  xhtf  pm*st  ssclly,  "  Knoiigli, 
though,  of  your  father!  Unless  1  am  mistaken.  >x>ii 
have  much  of  the  scH-samc  stuff  in  you.  Your  mother 
also  had  less  of  common  scoso  than  oi  romance,  so 
people  said.  With  such  parents  my  only  wonder  is 
tliat  the  inevitable  has  not  already  come  to  pass.  And 
^Wn  4l  last  it  happens — Adids !  " 

Padre  Igniirio  tiad  returned  to  wliere  the  young 
man  stood  m  the  balcony,  and  rested  his  hands  upon 
his  shoulder. 

"■Good-bye?*  and  why?" 

"  Ah,  how  well  T  know  it  all !  '*  returned  (he  priest, 
with  a  calm  smile.  *'  1  have  been  at  your  dhow  tliis 
many  a  monUi.  for  two  or  three  ycara.  in  fact,  and  what 
have  I  done  f  Has  knowledge  made  you  happier  ? 
It  is  seldom  that  it  brings  such  consequences.  And  for 
myself,  I  have  be^n  grov-ing  too  fond  of  you,  1  Jiave 
been  weaving  a  nel.  for  my  own  entrapping,  and  shcrtly 
must  see  it  cast.  But  enough  of  an  old  man*s  morbid 
lamentations  I  I  sc«  the  A^orld  through  misty  spcc- 
tadcs.  Enough  of  sclfiehneesl  Let  me  endeavour 
to  look  out  upon  the  world  awhile  through  the  spec- 
tacles   that   you  arc   wearing.      And   what   shall   I 
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find  ?  StaiB  th&t  mean  hope,  flowers  that  mean 
beaiity,  perfumes  that  mean  delight-  Does  it  nwd  a 
great  prophet  to  foretell  wh^rtr  tTiew  things  must  lead 
a  gallant  lavulier  like  you,  jmt  tome  iuto  a  fortune  ?  " 

''  t  am  no  cavalier,"  Ltughcd  El  Chopo. 

"  Wliy,  Uiere  you  arc  mistaken,"  said  the  Jesuit^ 
standing  before  him  in  the  balcony  with  folded  anii&, 
and  a  fond  and  gloating  look  in  \m  cye^.  ''  Von 
n<^cd  but  one  thing,  fine  feathers.  And  they  have 
com*^  to  you.  Great  shcmlders  like  those,  arms  thai 
coiUd  hug  an  ox,  cyts  that  never  (hnch.  what  were 
these  tthin^  meant  for  >  '* 

"  To  make  a  scholar,  with  Ood's  help  "  replied  El 
Oiop3.<itEI  very  menily,  ''audio  Like  me  a  few  poor 
niilen  along  the  road  that  my  master  h^s  travelled 
before  me,*' 

■*  In  quest  ot  what  ?  " 

"  In  queet  of—;  vaya  I— in  quest  of  knowledgr.  To 
dig  at  the  root  of  all  things  v^lhout  fear." 

"  Your  words  fiU  ine  with  ap^ntlieiwion.  I  am  like 
to  pro^'C  but  poor  encouragement  tf>-ni^h1.  1  fear.  It 
is  my  mood.  Before  you  set  forth  upon  thift  quest,  a 
word  of  warning  1  1  have  noted  one  tendency  in  you 
which  may  be  your  undoing,  and  end  with  all  your 
h;i|ipin^^.  Wlurn  bent  upon  analysis  there  is  nollurig 
3rou  hold  too  sacred  lor  experiment.  There  arc  some 
things  you  must  not  submit  to  such  a  process.** 

'And  why  not?'* 

"  Because  they  are  not  suited  for  it.  Because  wc 
have  not  the  reagents  in  our  laboratory  wherewith  to 
treat  tlieni/' 

"  Do  not  fear.  If  there  be  aught  that  sccmd  to  me 
inexplicable,  it  is  sufficient  that  you  believe  it.  To 
diflcT  Iroto  you  would  seem  to  mo  presumption.*' 
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*'  That  is  &  frail  basis  whereon  to  build  reJici/' 

"It  is  aU-fiumcicnt," 

Tlie  eyes  of  the  pupil  m€t  those  ol  the  master,  und 
iw  i\w.y  smiled  at  one  another  there  seemed  to  be  a 
bond  of  the  kccn^ht  sympathy  brlwreti  Ihcrrii,  and  oa 
one  si<le  at  all  events  ihvit  symp^tUy  wii-%  inatiixctivc. 

Tlic  discussion  was  Long  drawn  out,  plans  were  put 

forward  and  projects  considered  at  some  length.    The 

wiigon  and  Uorned  lud  climbed  miicli  liighef  ;ibove  the 

orchard  before  El  Cliopo  tumetl  to  go.  and  those  on 

the  other  ^de  ol  the  College  had  already  seen  the  lights 

put  out  in  tJie  ftshcnncn's  luits  on  tlic  btand  oi  Lngarto. 
^  *  •  «  » 

The  next  morning  El  Chopo  sauntered  uloug  the 
bc^rb  maturing  plans.  Tlie  sunshine  on  the  se^  was 
like  an  emblem  of  his  future ;  the  Poninos,  chanting 
and  dragging  in  the  nets,  an  emblem  oi  the  past. 

Amongst  tJie  Poninos  was  one  Capitin^  no  longer  a 
budding  rmnstnel,  but  a  barefooted  toiler,  bending  his 
hack  and  pulling  like  a  mule.  Init  not  so  strong  and  . 
not  so  valuable.    Vet  all  ol  thcnt  looked  cheerful. 

How  then  »hodd  he  led,  favoured  by  a  learned 
priest,  able  to  read  and  ^xite,  able  to  lake  his  case,  to 
follow  hift  bent,  to  spend  golden  onzas  where  before  tie 
had  grudged  an  ochavo  } 

Wnl  a  fine  world  it  seemed  that  summer's  mffirning  ; 
the  while  f?dudias  out  on  the  Uue  horizon,  the  ripple 
that  rolled  the  coloured  pebbtes  at  hifl  iett,  the  vega  to 
bifi  right,  carpeted  with  vivid  green  maize> 

A  boat  was  |u&t  throwing  out  tbc  net.  Tlie  Ikher- 
mcil  uncovert^cl  ;infl  itivnkr.v.i  Our  L;idy,  La  Virgen  del 
CarnKu.  El  Chopo  took  off  his  hat  and  bowed  his 
head ;  then,  tuming  westwards,  he  slowly  walked  along 
the  beach  in  tlie  direction  oi  the  village  cemetery. 
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This  walk  was  a  favourite  one  with  those  ia  Ctnco 
Cajtiinos  who  had  leisure,  and  ev-«n  with  people  from 
Santk  Pe.  It  commondexl  a  view  of  the  bay  oC 
Sanla  Fe  with  the  ivlimd  of  I^ig^rto  in  the  middle,  and 
the  hOIa  and  mountain:^  inlajid  behind  the  town. 
The  young  man  was  not  the  only  person  who  had 
osen  this  promenade,  lor  ludf-way  to  the  cemetery 
he  met  the  village  priest. 

The  priest,  when  he  saw  El  Qiopo  advancing 
towards  hint  alon^  the  beacli,  wua  at  (iti^t  disponed  to 
ttim  away  from  the  w&ter  and  ^in  the  lii^hway,  but, 
alter  some  little  heaitaUon,  k&pt  on  hi^  course 
'^^  "So."  said  Uie  priest,  *you  luve  inherited  a 
■fortune  ? " 
H   ■'Thcr>-  tell  mtr^.'' 

^B  ''Ah,  well!  You  know  the  saying.  'If  there  be 
^■lood  in  the  dovecot,  doves  will  not  be  wanting/  " 
^m  "  To  whom  does  that  apply  ?  *" 
^V  "To  nobody  in  particular^  and  to  everybody  in 
r  ^Jiual.  Has  it  not  occurred  lu  ynii  that  tliere  were 
those  who  knew  well  all  aloni^  that  th»  wind  would 
^blow  >*our  way  f  " 

^H    "  I  cannot  think  who  should  know  it,  good  father.'* 
^^    "Those  who  know  everything,  tliose  who  discard 
thdr  Mends  wIk*q  once  they  have  done  using  tl]<-tn  h« 
ladders,  tlio^e  wlio  will  wring  you  dfier  than  a  grape 
ikin.    The  Jesuits !  " 

"  You  are  greatly  in  error.'' 

**  Uistru^t    is   the   motlier    of   security.    Try   th« 
receipt — it  will  stand  voi:  in  good  );te:;d-" 

''  Vdui  roceipl  wouhl  makr  mtr  very  unh^tjuiy,  (;ofHl 
Padre/' 

Well,  you  must  do  as  God  guides  you.    Mind  one 
you  will  find  borrowers  at  every  comer/' 
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"  Up  till  now,  no  one  has  aeked  mc  for  a  real." 

*'  Nay.'*  chuckled  the  prie^at,  taking  out  hb  snuff- 
box, "  people  do  not  ask  oulriglil." 

lir  Miiffrtl  Hi  the  piiicli  of  snuff  **-iHi  hi*  hcwl  fi:^t  on 
one  side.  thcD  on  the  other,  looking  thoughtfully  at  El 
Chopothe^'hile, 

"  And  what  arc  your  plans— il  a  viUag^  priest  may 
ask?" 

"  T  shall  leave  Santa  Fe  in  the  course  of  another 
wepk,  journeying  to  StJamancEi.  Tlieiicw  I  slwU  go  to 
ti  ccUegc  in  France.  Altogether  I  intend  to  spend 
two  or  three  yca-ni  abroad,  devoting  my  time  to  study," 

"  What  branch  o(  study  ?  "* 

"  The  history  ci  mankind  ;  the  history  ol  th^  ^-orld, 
geology,  botany.  These  are  the  subjects  tliat  attract 
mc  most." 

"  it  will  take  you  more  Uian  three  years  to  master 
thtm,'^  said  the  pne&t,  with  a  superior  smile,  as  one 
who  knew. 

''  Oh,  1  have  no  hopes  o£  '  mastering  them  !  * " 
laughed  El  Cliopo. 

The  priest,  catching  his  thumbs  in  the  armholcs  ol 
his  vest,  looked  pensively  at  the  young  man  for  a 
minuto,  then  said  suddenly — 

*'  ttliat  U  there  were  something  in  existence  that 
altered  your  plans  entirely  ?  " 

*'  What  do  you  refer  to  ?  "  asked  El  Chopo  in  sur- 
prise* 

"  Ah !  I  do  not  A»ow»  mind,"  replied  the  other, 
with  a  knowing  smite,  half  closing  his  eyes  and  sb<iking 
a  forefuiger  in  front  of  him,  "I  only  swd  that  therc 
mi^hi  be." 

'*  You  rouse  my  curiosity." 

"  Do  1  80  ?  " 
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Tbfi  priest  again  Lap9ed  into  silent  ihouf;fatftilTies^^, 
bb  ^Fcs  railing  on  the  Jesuit  Colkgje  r;ii  :tway  oii  the 
hillside.  A  sligbl  shadow  At^emcd  to  p<tss  across  his 
f&cc  ;  then,  pursing  his  lips,  he  suddenly  h^dc  El  Chopo 
good  morning. 

"  The  old  man  ffrows  no  younger  as  time  goes  on/* 
thought  £]  Chopo,  "  and  maybe  he  U  ^tling  near  bit 
dotHge.  'Soinc^tlung  ttj  tiliei  my  planH  t '  \Miat  can 
he  mcui  ?  Kay,  Ihis  is  men-  jealousy  of  my  good 
friends  up  yonder  in  the  convent,  and  I  am  not  so 
foolish  05  to  take  notice  oE  it/* 

With  a  shrug  of  the  shoulders  h«  continued  along 
the  heach  toUi-ards  the  cemetery,  but  sorely  puizM. 

The  prie&l.  meanwiitle,  wrapt  in  thought,  went  home 
in  MATcJi  of  breakfast.  After  his  fnigal  meal  was  over,  he 
Idl  asleep,  muttering  e^^ery  now  and  then  ns  if  dreaming, 
and,  waking  up  alter  scvtral  hour^,  w«nt  straight  to  a 
comer  cnpboard,  and  took  dovm  a  little  mahogany 
casket,  with  brass  b;inds.  locked,  tied  over,  and  sealed. 
He  5&1  (or  some  niintile^  with  his  left  hand  on  his  knee, 
balancwg  the  casket  in  the  other  hand,  and  regarding 

closely  with  a  frown. 

''I  wonder,"  he  iolilociuized,  ''whether  Um  young 

lend  of  ours  has  truly  r^-^iclied  an  age  of '  discretion  '  f 

le  t^n    rrad   and   write,  yet ,     Pish  t     Let    him 

Lve  a  year  or  twx>  abroad  I    Consorting  with  Jesuits, 
has  rot  gained  my  conlidL^cc.    Nay,  nay,  scanty 

discretion '  attcr  all,  to  be  the  dupe  of  y'onder  trcadi- 

'ous  crew-" 

1  wonder  what  is  inside  ? — Humph  ! — Neither  light 

[ir  lifiLvy,  ni^irhi^i  hmd  nui  silmt  whtuj  I  sliakt-  it !  " 

Then,  after  a  few  minute'  pau&e — 

'*  There  be  some  priests,  now—'*  he  munnnrcd,  and 

towly  shook  lus  head. 
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Finally  he  rose   and    replaced   the   casket  in  the 
cupboard  mih  a  d«cp  s^h,  drugged  his  shoddera 
stood  looking  up  at  it  with  tm  hand^  behind  his 

'*  Virlue,"  said  he  bitterly,  **  was  ever  its  own 
rcmrd,  and  mAybe  after  guarding  the  casket  all  these 
yeara  I  shall  never  be  rcwoidcd  c\'cn  with  the  knowledge 
of  it8  contents.  *  A  great  secret,  that  may  be  of  %-aJijer 
when  he  reaches  an  age  of  discfftioni'  Well^  weUH 
He  isn't  discreel  as  jt*i/' 
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*' Ah  1     Sure  within  him  and  without. 
Could  his  dark  wisdom  find  it  out^ 

There  must  be  answer  to  his  doubl. 

*  «  «  «  * 

For  every  worm  beneath  the  moon 
Drawa  different  threads,  and  late  and  soon 
Spina,  toiling  out  bis  own  cocoon." 

TCKKVSOK. 

EL  CHOPO  left  one  mommg  early  by  the  diligence, 
with  a  mind  as  open  to  convictions  as  any  mind  in 
Santa  Fe,  and  though  he  carried  with  him  certain  behefs 
and  sentiments  which  were  rooted  pretty  firmly,  his 
detennination  to  dig  at  the  root  of  all  things  was  about 
to  be  realised.  He  possessed  a  most  wholesome 
curiosity,  a  little  rough  logic,  a  hasty  temper  when 
roused  from  his  dreamy  moods,  and  a  growing  apprecia- 
tion for  the  beautiful  in  thought,  or  sound,  or  being, 
but  above  all  things  he  was  very  much  in  earnest. 

In  Salamanca  he  felt  somewhat  lonely,  not  falling 
in  at  first  with  any  genial  companions,  and  being, 
truth  to  tell,  a  little  shunned  by  the  other  collegians, 
most  of  whom  were  well  connected,  boasting  freely  of 
their  parents  and  relations.  £1  Chopo,  who  passed  as 
"Senor  Nieto,"  was  reticent  on  such  subjects.  It 
was  only  natural,  moreover,  even  with  a  youth  who 
had  received  Padre  Ignacio^s  instruction,  that  one  or 
two  trivial  failings  should  have  survived  the  hard  life 
in  Cinco  Caminos.    These,  in  time,  wore  off. 

As  irony  would  have  it,  the  fellow  student  who  was 
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least  critical  of  the  big  \*i2cafno  was  one  Jos^  Ramos 
from  Santa  Fc,  a  person  who  knew  that  be  had  been 
a  fisli^rman'*  tlonkey  boy,  yet  never  opened  hU  mouth 
to  mention  Jl. 

Jos^  Ramos  was  somelMng  of  a  socialist  and  a  rake. 
He  was  that  particular  happy-go-lucky  Inugh-while- 
you-can  swrt  of  mixture  whicli  grows  in  Andalucia, 

BfLiny  a  Simday  night  h3.d  hv  spent  in  the  little 
waynid'  vcntonillrw  of  Sanla  Pr,  in  oiH!  of  the  summer 
arbours  built  of  cane  and  overgrown  with  convolvulus, 
girls  dancing  on  tlic  tabic  in  the  lamplight  and  his 
companions  steadily  gettinf;;  drunkn  Somethnes  theee 
or^es  ended  in  broken  j-lassea  and  bottler,  sometimes 
in  women's  1ear»,  and  more  than  once  had  Vnive*  lieen 
drawti,  though  not  by  Jo*i  RAmos. 

For  Jo9^  was  strong  o*  ncr\-e»  and  kept  his  head, 
^cw  liow  to  handle  a  knilc  «is  well  as  any  chulo,  but 
had  an  avenion  to  f;pil)ing  bloody  and  cexlninly  would 
not  ligtit  ^boLJt  a  womaii. 

In  COU15C  of  tinie  the  two  young  men  became  very 
friendly,  their  dianicters  contrasting  &o  strongly  that 
each  ionnd  Uie  other  a  rehei  to  hi*  own  pcraonahty, 
Jos*  Ramos  came  to  live  witii  El  Chopo.  They  shared 
a  four-roomed  flat. 

R^imos  h;id  a  sjJendid  voice,  Init  played  lire  guitar 
indiJIcrently.  His  r^rtoirc  conlamL'd  Ihc  ma  leant 
decent  songs  of  Santa  Fc.  which  is  sajnng  much. 

El  Chopo,  who  could  play  the  guitar  fairly  well,  took 
him  in  hand,  showed  hini  one  or  two  sercnudcs,  told 
him  he  had  a  voice  like  a  syren,  and  a^tonislicd  both 
Ramo^  and  hiniwlf  with  tlit?  rtnAiillii. 

J06(^  Hamos  took  a  chuloVn  pleasure  in  practising 
with  the  knito.  A  Javouritc  trick  of  his  was  to  pierce  an 
egg  with  the  point,  ihroiAing  it  acro?^  the  room.     At 
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dtsi  El  Chopo  only  used  to  watch  him.  One  night  lie 
entered  into  competition  with  Josi!,  to  vrhilc  away  an 
hour,  tor  Jic  could  not  read  ^htkt  the  otlicr  was  tlirow* 
ing  kniv'ed. 

Each  was  arn\ed  witli  a  knife,  but,  by  means  oC  x 
large  wooden  button  and  leather  thon^,  rarli  bladA 
was  so  shielded  hs  1p  expOM  but  half  an  inch  of  the 
ghtterirg  point,  a  custom  well  known  to  students  of 
Salamanca  in  those  days.  Eaeh  man  had  a  capa 
wound  round  and  round  his  left  arm  for  panning  blowsi 
Jos6  would  fetch  blood  from  the  big  \'izcaIno.  tint  on 
the  leitt  then  on  the  right,  -ind  thougli  but  a  pin-pridc, 
the  defeat  was  maLddening.  , 

On  one  occasion  CI  Chopo  rushed  at  the  wiry  little 
Andalur^  lift^  him  in  his  Jeft  ;inn,  ;uid,  !>lickiDg  his 
h^Mnd^  of  steel  into  his  thigh  with  sheer  brute  torce, 
crwsJ  angrily — 

'*Takc  that,  thou  grasshopper!  Six  of  thy  trade- 
marks have  I  got,  and  by  God.  thou  shalt  have  one 
tool" 

Jc66,  wriggUng  and  fluttering,  was  so  tickled  by 
this  new  method  of  attack  that  lie  cauld  not  find  breath 
to  answer,  hut  when  £1  Chopo  set  htm  on  \n%  feet, 
stood  holding  his  sides  with  laughter. 

In  time  £1  Chopo  became  more  proficient,  and  all 
JoE^*«  lunges  were  buried  in  the  capa  on  his  arm,  but 
there  waa  one  stroke  which  took  a  deal  of  m;t^ 
tering.  It  was  an  upward  lunge  at  the  heari,  preceded 
by  a  feint,  iind  though  El  Chopo  leamt  it  himself,  he 
was  never  quite  successful  in  defending  it.  In  iact,  it 
was  ao  deadly  that  one  could  only  avoid  it  by  akippins 
aside,  ind  therefore  to  any  one  attacking  and  leaning 
forw;LTxl,  it  was  fataln 

E\  Chopo  spent  most  of  his  tetsure  in  the  great 
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libnry.  He  felt  a  tbrlll  of  pleasure  when  he  realized 
that  such  a  lai^e  fleltl  was  thrown  open  for  him  to 
browse  in,  succeeded,  often  enough,  by  a  sigh  of  disap- 
pointment that  he  could  only  hope  to  ab^rb  such  a 
small  traction  oi  this  pile  ot  information. 

Then  came  a  crisis  in  tiis  line  ol  tbougbt  and  conduct. 

Leaning  over  his  balcony  ooe  evening  he  noticed  a 
plainly  dressed  man  step  out  of  a  doonvay  across  the 
Wild  with  a  parcel  under  bis  arm.  As  it  so  liappencd 
he  WM  again  standing  in  his  balcony  when  the  same 
nmn  relumed*  His  pared  had  disappeared,  The 
incident  was  trivial,  and  no  doubt  would  have  slipped 
his  memoiy  had  it  not  been  tltat  in  the  course  of  the 
month  that  followed,  the  same  man  walked  down  the 
street  with  a  similar  parcel  nearly  every  night. 

One  evening  the  police  lay  in  wait  for  him,  nrre^tcd 
him,  and  carried  him  off  to  gaol. 

'*  Jos^,  come  quickly  I  Who  is  that  man  ?  "  called 
£t  Cbopo.  J(m£  lhr«Tw  down  a  pack  of  cards  and 
sprang  to  the  balcony, 

"  J  Caracoles  I  "  he  cried.  "  That  is  a  foreigner,  a 
miMionary,  a  man  who  giv«s  away  Bibles,  His  name 
is  Don  Jaime  (James}.  He  sings  moBt  beautifully, 
through  his  nose." 

£1  Chopo  followed  the  matter  up  in  the  newspaper. 
Thanks  to  no  littk  influence,  the  prisoner  was  rele-ased 
upon  tlie  understanding  that  he  would  immediately 
I(^vc  the  town.  He  did  nothing  of  the  kind,  hoping, 
no  doubt,  that  he  would  again  be  arrested.  Hia 
enemies  had  not  sufficient  pertinacity. 

The  matter  ronsftd  El  Chopo's  curitsily.  Tlierc 
was  sometliing  weird  about  this  **  infidel/'  It  waa 
the  first  time  tliat  he  had  come  in  contact  with  $uch  a 
being. 
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One  night,  Jos$  being  in  some  d^nng  caf*.  h«  fol- 
lowed the  itit^.^cionary,  saw  that  he  entexed  a  large 
private  Ijousc  with  in^ny  other  people,  and,  a    few 

nights  later,  gained  admission* 

«        «        •        «       « 

Thl^  Roman  Catholic  faith,  Siccordtng  to  the  ipealMT, 

W2S   pure   idolatry.    The   saints,   who   w^re  RWlIp 

mortals  had  been  ma^iifii-d  into  gods^  thu5  irnitating 

the  polytbeism  ol  the  pagans.    The  acceptation  of  the 

Virgin   Mary   ba  a  divinity   corresponded  \*'ith   the 

worship  of  Diana  ot  Ephcsus.    Tlie  purgatory  of  the 

Catholics  wafi  merely  the  Hades  of  tlie  ancient*.     The 

Holy   Relics  so  carefully   treasured   by   the   Romish 

Oturth  were  holy  nibbisb.    The  Pope  was  an  impostor 

and  a  hypocrite  who  dc^n'ed  a  few  years  in  gaol.  The 

miraclca  of  the  saints  were  lies.    The  confession  and 

absolution  of  &ins  were  ludicrous.     The  cdibacy  of 

the  clergy  was  unnatural   and  incited   these    arch^ 

offender    to    hldeotis    crimes    at     tlie    fonfesiiuiial, 

Pftniince    was    laiigltable.     The    tlieory    of    Tninsnb- 

stantJ4tion  was  blasphemous.    The  use   o(   incense, 

b«|]  and  candles  was  heresy.     The  trinkets  on  the 

Altar  should  be  cafit  upon  the  dust  heap. 
*        «        #        #        * 

This  was  the  first  occasion  upon  which  he  had  ever 
heard  an  open  attack  on  principles  which  had  graduaKy 
become  part  of  his  ver^*  being,  traditions  which  were 
cherilbAd  and  most  sacred.  It  came  upon  him  like  a 
thunder-cbp,  and  held  him  spellbound,  then  sent  him 
home  tingling  with  indi^natJon,  He  canfessed  to  lh« 
Jesuit  fathers  this  visit  to  the  Protestant  meeting 
house,  did  penance  for  if,  and  was  forbidden  to  go  again* 

The  rough  and  ready  ecnnon.  full  oi  stion^  invective, 
well  ddiveied  from  a  powerful  pair  of  lunga,  and  in  a 
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tone  that  bad  conviction  close  behind  it»  baiintcd  him 
day  and  night.  At  length  he  miserably  admitted  tliat 
tliere  was  some  grain  of  Iruth  in  what  the  mis&ioDaiy 
had  said-  He  read  Ihe  heathen  mythology,  he  found 
the  prototypes  of  nearly  all  hi^  saints,  hh  ritc3  and 
holy  da>-£,  and — horror  1 — be  trembled  to  think  that 
he  saw  still  moryr  prototypes  than  those  to  which  the 
i^penker  had  referred. 

Day  aH^x  day  the  man  slcpijcd  out  tif  the  same 
doorway  just  across  the  way  at  nightiall.  Ite  grew 
into  the  way  ol  watching  lor  him.  There  was  some- 
thing  awful  and  unholy  about  this  anarchist  of  rites 
and  ceremonies.  What  was  worse^  he  had  a  Satanic 
magnetiani  for  El  Chopo,  who  felt  himself  yielding 
inch  by  incb> 

Acting  on  a  sudden  impube,  Jos6  again  absciil,  be 
went  to  the  meeting  house  once  more.  Another 
fiery  discourse !  This  time  the  Romish  Cbiirdi  was 
only  la^he-d  ocLiLsioiially.  The  subject  was  sin  tn 
general  -,  the  remedy,  hell  fire. 

He  ictnmed  home  in  a  tit  of  deepest  gloom  and  never 
went  to  the  meeting  house  again.  Yet  a  change  had 
already  begun  in  his  ideas.  His  pitCess  reason  made 
war  on  the  traditions  of  his  youth^  and,  wounding  bis 
passionale  love  of  tlie  beautiful  in  the  stem  fights  hurled 
on  one  side  tlic  curtain  of  Holy  Faith, 

Old  conviction*  \Ncrc  coming  loose  like  rocks  under- 
mined by  the  sea.  Two  or  three  of  them  tumbled 
down  forthwith.  He  had  brought  home  with  him  a 
Bible  from  the  meeting  house.  It  was  printed  in 
CastiUan. 

WTiat  struck  him  most  wn*  the  humility  of  Christ, 
His  poverty,  His  riding  into  Jvmsalem  on  an  ass. 
H«  passed  in  re\*iew  the  gorgeous  pomp  of  Home, 
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the  gold  and  silver  and  J6M'eL%r  ^)C  cjowns  and  stlkA  uid 
satins,  in  a  word  the  wcaltfi  ot  the  Romish  Giurch,  her 
arrogniKx  and  luxury. 

Could  this  meek  and  lowly  One  who  pr«ach«d 
humility  have  intendi^  that  these  vaoities  sh(?ald  be 
ilduiited  hy  His  Church  ?  Thcii  hi*i  mind  wandered 
1u  the  mi^ionary,  his  hell  fire,  tlie  sternly  plain  meetinf^ 
house,  the  absence  of  all  supefnatunU  atma*j)hcrc. 

Ht*  buried  liimself  in  hift  books,  but  the  question  oi 
the  creeds  had  a  f;i«cinaUon  for  him  tltat  i;\'Ould  not  be 
ii'luscd. 

He  (ound  that  the  Buddhists  believed  in  no  Ciod  at 
all ;  he  was  homlicd  to  Icam  that  the  most  generally 
accepted  creed  was  nothuig  less  than  atheism. 

He  fotind  that  there  were  millions  ol  people  who 
worshipped  the  sun,  others  tliat  wonhipped  Satan, 
ottjers  th;Lt  worshipped  nothing. 

He  found  that  God  had  not  only  spoken  to  Mo»es, 
He  had  also  spoken  to  Mahomet,  ot  which  there  wa» 
equally  strong  testimony. 

Wthin  a  few  months  of  reaching  Salamanca 
El  Chopo  had  become  luihappy.  He  Iritd  to  divert 
hi>  Ukju^IiU  to  other  itiattefs  tlian  religton,  but  found 
it  tnipOttiUe  to  do  so.  After  all,  he  told  himself,  it 
was  the  one  great  question  ol  a  man's  hfc,  and,  as 
such,  mu&t  be  threshed  out< 

He  tried  to  reconcile  the  various  religions  of  man- 
kind. It  seemed  (o  him  impGssi!di.>.  He  studied  tlie 
outlines  of  the  most  prommciit  cnvds  with  greater 
attention.  He  argued  the  matter  for  another  month. 
He  fell  into  a  slough  of  despond. 

Jos^  did  his  best  to  rescue  hU  friend  from  thi«  dcfi* 
pondency.  One  lovely  summer**  morning  El  Cliopo 
bat  poring  over  hbbook^.    Hcluid  (orgottcai  toopcn  tlu; 
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windo^^  of  the  balcony  which  looked  upon  the  fruit- 
ecllcrs'  stalls  towards  the  right.  The  aim  was  beating 
do^it  dercely  upon  the  blue  and  whild  striped  awninj; 
over  the  windcwa,  tliough  a  lazy  bree^re  swayed  it 
*Jeepily  to  and  ito. 

In  came  larybon*:*  Jose,  nibbing  his  eyes,  blinking 
at  the  ftcrce  sunshine  and  crying  "  Fouf ! "  lunged 
open  the  folding  windows  of  the  balcony  and  called 
for  his  cake  and  co^ee. 

"  You  arc  Jate,"  said  the  early  bird  presently^  looking 
up  from  his  reading. 

"  He  who  rises  early  "  replied  Jos6,  *'  must  have  ui 
uneasy  conscience,  wbcre^  he  who  *il3  up  late  enough 
will  gain  exjjerience>" 

"Of  ;i  kind;^ 

"  Humph  !  Of  ;i  kind  tfuil  would  do  you  no  hrinn- 
Aad  what  have  you  been  doing  ?  " 

"  Reading  and  reading.*' 

"  Ya  I  '  Smcc  you  know  cs'crytiung/  said  the 
wdf,  *  and  I  know  nothing,  pr^y  tell  me  wltat  I  dreamed 
tliB  jnorning  [ '  Wliat  book  h  that  you  are  consoling 
your^f  wiUi  ? " 

"  TIic  Bible  ill  Spanish," 

''Out  I    No  wonder!     What  a  curious  uiimal  you 

'*  But  it  fihonld  do  mc  no  harm." 

"  Pie  devil  standi  hard   by  the  cnacifu !     Why 

don't  you  go  to  the  bull-Hghts  ?  " 
*'  Because  I  go  to  man  for  advieCr  to  tiie  bull  for 

horns." 

''  And  what  U  your  trouble  ?  " 

"  I  am  i;ut  beconung  an  iiiltdd  like  you/' 

"  My  God  1 "  cried  Jos^,  looking  very  startled  and 

opcaiag  bis  eyes.    "  DodH  call  mc  on  mBdcJ  S  *' 
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"  Why  not  ?  You  arc  odc  1  You  treat  life  a$  a 
huge  joke,  you  can't  take  religion  geiiciuly>  you  never 
go  to  confession.  You  are  like  all  the  Andaluces  of 
your  -Stfx.  You  scarcely  know  a  word  oj  the  Scriptures 
a&ve  what  you  Imvc  gleaned  from  the  processions,  and 
the  rest— to  swear  by/' 

"Whatl"  said  Jos^,  mth  some  signs  of  genuine 
indignation.  '*  You  tell  me,  «/,  tJiat  I  do  not  know  tJie 
Scripturrs  ?  " 

"  Aye !  U'hat  do  you  know  of  them  ?  What  was 
the  beginning  of  the  world  ?  *' 

"  i  £a  I  *'  cried  Jos4,  '*  I  roust  have  wine  for  that, 
comrade,  not  co£Eee  1 " 

Whereupon  he  went  to  the  cupboard,  took  out  a 
bottle^  filled  a  glass  (o  the  brim  witli  golden  sherry, 
lUid,  raising  it  on  high,  placed  one  foot  upon  hb 
duir< 

"  In  six  days/'  said  he,  *^  God  made  heaven  and 
earth  and  AndalucU,  and  on  the  ee^cntti  day  He  ^nt 
His  angels  to  wait  for  Him  in  heaven ;  He  left  the  earth 
for  beasts  and  men  to  roam  on,  and  sat  Him  down  to 
rest  in  Andalucla." 

Josi  drank  down  his  wine  and  picked  up  the  guitar. 
A  different  atmosphere  seemed  to  have  come  into 
being  since  his  arrival.  To  be  sure  he  had  opened 
the  windows,  and  let  in  a  deal  of  morning  air  and 
woman's  laughter.  From  outside  came  the  chatter  of 
trim  servant  nmids  who<  with  bosket  on  arm,  were 
tripping  with  neat  Uttle  feet  between  the  stalls  of  the 
fruit'sellers,  besieged  by  £tudent£  and  soldiers  whom 
they  pretended  not  to  sce. 

'*  Come,  Sir  Studious."  said  Jos^,  laughing  and 
plucking  at  his  guitar ;  "  1  will  show  you  that  1  know  a 
hymn  or  two,  as  wdL    Listen — 
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■■  Here  turnA  my  poor  -nax  cwidlo 
Thy  holy  *hnn«  without : 
And  iolth  I  it  were  poor  service 
To  blow  ray  canrtlB  qui."' 

"  Jos^/'  said  £1  Chopo,  hal(  smiliag,  half  serious, 
''wise  icUotvs  like  myself  Ih^t  te^d  sucli  .1  luiglitylol 
are  generally  the  greatest  fcrals/* 

"  This  niDmmg  I  am  a  philosophw,  eh  ?  One  never 
knowB  1  Yesterday  1  wait  to  bed  an  ilss.  Whilst  yet 
1  ^t  in  the  chair  of  Philosophy,  let  mo  tell  you  of  a 
grave  fault,  common  to  all  Northern  blood  in  general, 
L'harrtcteristic  of  yourself  in  particular-  Sir  Tljoii^ltlful, 
you  axe  Lou  serious  I  Life  is  a  rippling  j  okc,  and  if  not 
— the  sooner  we  say  good-hye  to  it  the  better.  I  have 
noticed  >'ou  out  of  the  corner  ot  my  eye.  giving  loo 
modi  imporunce  to  everyUiing,  You  are  too  ob#er» 
vant  of  the  calamities,  too  neglectful  of  the  hlrsnings 
of  this  world.  Believe  me,  there  is  nothing  bad  in 
Spain,  with  the  exception  of  things  that  talk,  and 
even  some  of  them  are  bearable— in  petticoats.  It 
seems  to  pain  you,  immensely,  that  God  should  give 
nuts  to  thow?  thjt  Iiav*;  no  teeth.  He  did  it  fui  the 
fun  of  ^eing  giHx)  ^oulH  like  you  attempt  to  crack 
them." 

*'  Go  on !    No  price  is  too  great  Jor  good  advice/' 

*'  And  there  is  no  better  looking-glas:?  than  a  friend. 
You  know  the  old  sayings  '  Whither  goest  thou. 
Grief  ?  I  go  where  I  am  used  to  going.'  You  arc  one 
of  those  who^  through  biding  too  earnest,  will  always 
give  Grief  a  welcome,  j  Caracoles  I  If  you  trouble  so 
much  over  a  question  hke  rdigion,  what  will  you  do 
when  your  sweetheart  plays  you  false  ?  It  will  be  a 
devU  of  a  blow  for  you  becaose  yon  were  bom  to  be 

'  From  iho  SpftEiitb. 
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true,  instead  o\  like  in«.  I  believe  in  Ute  Jaitie  beggar's 
theory.  If  he  always  »tood  at  one  door  1>e^ging  he 
wouldn't  make  much  of  «  living  nt  it,  so  hr  gots  frnm 
door  to  door-  And  so  do  I— from  window  to  win- 
dow. One  cannot  be  f&ithhil  when  ^vcmcD  arc  so 
bewitcTiii^-,  for  Beauty  and  Chastity  had  e\'cr  u 
standing  quarrd^  and  wtien  tbey  faU  out  the  De\'ilgets  a 
dinner," 

Whereat,  having  finished  liU  bre;iktu^t,''he  flung 
aside  his  chair,  pkkcd  up  his  guitar  once  more,  jind 
sang— 

"Thy  fAlh^H  a  pa^try^coob, 
L^vc,  it  vro\xld  ftoem, 
Ebc,  why  arc  Ihy  Lpa  icuidc  o( 
SlratobPTty  cream  ?  "  ' 

This  be  sang  in  a  curtain  JanCastical  manner,  turning 
h^  ey^  up  tow^rd^  nn  imaginary  balcony.  At  tlie 
cud  of  the  vcr^  he  smacked  his  lip^  as  though  in  the 
jict  of  ki&'iing,  and  laugliing  at  El  Cbopo. 

"Tliat"  said  tic,  "is  my  idea  of  wooing*  This 
should  be  yours-" 

Whereupon  he  assumed  Uie  tragic  frown  of  a  des- 
piUring  lo\-er,  and  cliaoted  in  a»  deep  a  bass  as  he  wajt 
Mv— 

"There  b  iio  pwa  90  «ul  »  dyiag. 
BtJl  a  ihvic  be, 
1,00k  dcwQ  where  true  lcv«  fttacdA  aflighing, 
And  Ihoa  shnlt  set."  ' 

El  Chcj])o  laughed  gcod  humourcdly,  and  dapped 
the  JittlcAndaJtubetwcentheshoutders  mth  his  heavy 
liand.  which  made  him  winc«. 

*'  We  were  talldug  of  religion,"  s<ud  Jos*»  presently, 
after  he  bad  been  looking  out  from  the  balcony  at  the 

'  Vtom  iho  &p&ai«b. 
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market  place,  ''  and  that  reminds  me  ot  Aomcthing. 
You,  who  are  so  lord  of  Santa  Fe,  perhaps  y*>u  might 
c&ie  to  s^  s  piece  ol  it  this  very  day  ?  " 

"Aye!  **  saidEIChopo.  ''whal  sort  of  '  piece 

"  Id  petticoats/' 

"  1  roiglit  have  known  it !  " 

*'  Uistl    They  are  nun's  petticoats*" 

*'  Oh  I " 

*'  Or  sooii  will  be.     What  o'clock  is  it  ?  " 

''  Mid-day/' 

'*  Then  put  on  your  hat  and  your  mo&t  sanctimonioui 
air.  for  already  wc  aie  late  for  the  wedding." 

Josfl  led  the  way  to  a  church  on  the  outskirts  of 
SaLamanca.  Beside  it  stood  a  convent  which  had 
evidently  been  half  demolished,  but  was  now  restored. 

In  the  church  was  a  ^reat  concouise  of  people  in 
holiday  dress,  and,  sure  enough.  El  Cliopo  recognized  a 
lew  (aces  from  Santa  Fc.  One,  Dolores  GunaJon,  a 
young  girl  of  eighteen,  in  lovely  bridal  garments,  a 
garland  of  orange  blossom  upon  her  head,  was  kneeling 
beside  the  altar. 

" Dolores,  of  the  famGy  of  Guiialon  of  Santa  Ft*' 
whispered  Jo^  to  El  Chopo,  as  they  knelt  in  a  remotQ 
comer  of  the  dark  church  ti?.tonin^  to  tlie  organ. 

"  And  tliose  that  1  recognize,  they  will  be  her  reU' 
tions  ? " 

"  A  few.  Her  father  and  brotliers  will  not  have 
anything  to  do  with  it<  Yonder,  kneeling  behind  that 
rush  chair,  is  one  o£  her  school  fellows.  They  used  to 
be  taken  for  sisters." 

£]  Chopo  turned  his  eyes,  from  the  bride  to  a  young 
girl,  who,  overcome  by  emotion,  was  kneeling,  witli  a 
tnaidwrv-ant  upon  her  left,  among  the  tongregytion. 

The  young  men,  withdrawn  in  the  shadows  of  the 
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divcb,  and  not  Car  dtttant  (rom  these  two  women, 
were  able  to  sec  them  quite  distinctly  by  tlie  rosy  light 
of  a  window  which  was  above  them  in  the  andent 
nave. 

El  Chopo  thought  tliat  he  had  never  seen  so  heavenly 
a  vision  iu  tlijs  youiift  giil.  Her  face  was  most  spiritu- 
ally beautiful,  and  once  when  she  turned  her  dark  e>'es 
towards  Uie  vhadow!i  where  he  stood,  and  ga^ed  far 
past  him  witJi  tcardro|n  glistening  upon  her  swc^rping 
lasbcSt  he  felt  fiuch  a  delicious  thrill  pass  through  his 
heart  that  he  grew  paJc.  He  could  not  avert  his  gaze, 
and  presently  Jose  whispered  to  him  bcliind  hU  hat— 
I  have  been  watching  you  thc^e  ten  minutes, 
ide,  T  never  thought  you  had  so  Veen  an  eye 
a  wdl-tunied  Dgurri  and  a  pretty  face." 

''Histt"  said  El   Chopo  resenlhiUy,  pushing  ^um 
with  his  elbow. 

"  As  you  wilL    But  that  was  not  what  we  came  to 

c." 

A  slight  movement  and  whi^pcnng  amoog  the  pcopk 
cansed  them  to  be  sdcnt.  The  t^c^  had  finished 
his  address  to  the  young  girl  and  two  nuns  brought  in 
A  great  sah'efp  on  which  rested  the  spotldss  white 
^uniiomt  of  a  novice.  On  this  he  bestowed  his  blessing. 
Tht  nuns,  with  the  mother  superiur  and  the  bride, 
then  IcU  the  church  and  passed  through  a  small  daik 
chapcL  in  the  side  oi  which  wa*  a  ciinccla  or  passage, 
communicating  with  the  convent.  All  the  people 
went  slmffling  and  whispering  Into  this  side  chapel,  in 
vMch  were  a  few  oak  stods  and  rusb-co\<ered  ch£drs, 
and  idong  eai-li  side  of  the  daik  passa^  were  idone 
scats,  HaH  way  ulong  this  passage  was  a  beautifully 
wrought  iron  pxXit  which  clo^  bctiind  the  procession, 
and  t^-o  silent  Dunit,  each  with  a  grc;it  lighted  candle 
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in  ons  hand,  stood  guarding  it  and  looking  towards 
the  chape].  With  the  candle  flames  close  before  ihcra 
they  could  sec  nobody,  but  the  light  reflected  from 
their  white  cotfEurefs  and  white  Eaces  gave  tbem  the 
appearance  ol  w:tx  fiaintfi. 

Tliose  seated  iii  (Jje  passage  considered  themselve* 
outside  the  threshold  of  the  t-hurch  ^nd  commenced 
to  talk,  at  first  in  whispers^  Then,  when  a  third  Dtm 
came  smiling  past  the  gates  with  a  silver  tray,  holding 
small  glasses  ot  wine  and  yet  smaller  cakes,  the  people 
regarded  this  as  official  sanction  of  their  merriment. 
Tlie  nun  only  ga%e  tu  lliuse  in  the  edncela,  bjt  glasses 
werv  passed  on  Into  the  farthest  sliadows  of  the  chapel, 
which  she  refused  lo  notice  and  went  back  for  a  further 
supply. 

HI  Chopo  with  Jo&6  beside  him  in  the  chapel  stood 
tooldng  tow^rd^  the  gale,  for  upon  the  li^ft-hand  ^dc 
sat  the  beautiful  young  girl  whom  he  liad  5cen  in  tJic 
church,  and  beside  her  was  her  maid.  Both  maid  and 
mbtress  seemed  lo  be  taJking  with  some  excitement, 
and  the  lady,  having  dried  her  tearSn  had  even  accepted 
a  liny  gloss  of  wine  which  she  inertly  tasted,  then 
Itunded  it  to  her  maid. 

'*  Ah  I  "  said  El  Giopo  impulaivcly. 

"What?  "asked  Jos$- 

"  Nothing.  Only  that  I  would  give  my  right  hand 
for  the  remainder  of  that  wine," 

"  Pooh  !     NotUing  so  easy  !  " 

Tlic  Andalu/  stepped  awjiy  towards  Ihe  iron  gates. 

"Joaf/'  wliispcrcd  El  Qiopo*  bending  forward  and 
crimsoning  with  shame,  "  come  backj  you  mad  buffoon ; 
by  God,  1  ^ill  shake  the  breath  out  ol  >^u  wlien  we  get 
home.     My  God  !  my  God !  " 

But  whilst  the  big  Vizcaino  btood  opening  and 
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clenching  }m  hands  in  tenfold  agony  the  gallant  and 
intrepid  Aridnlux  stepped  (orward  ta  the  Udy  near  the 
iron  gates,  and  bowing  with  odc  hand  upon  his  heart, 
said  to  her  something  that  oiuscd  her  most  suddenly 
to  blush,  and  she  and  hermaid looked out\t'aTd  towards 
the  chapel.  Whilst  they  did  this  Jo?^  picked  up  th* 
wine-gk««  from  the  stone  scat  and  motioned  with  his 
hdad  totvards  £1  Chopo. 

''  Fair  l^y,"  said  EJ  Chopo>  coming  Ccrward, 
bowing  ver>*  low  and  speaking  ro  tliat  none  outftide 
the  group  might  hear  him  :  "  I  beg  you  to  foigive  my 
irit'nd's  impcrltncncf",  which  I  indml  forgive  with  all 
my  hcail,  for  at  least  it  ha^  brought  mc  the  enchantment 
of  your  passing  notice." 

"  There  now  1 "  laughed  the  Andalue,  "  Did  I  not 
t«ll  you,  Seftora  ?  This  big  chap,  once  he  begins,  has 
a  fire  and  eloquence  that  might  melt  a  heart  of  stone. 
lOtMcxiIesl  T  would  niit  Imvi*  these  good  sislers 
overhear  his  impudcjice  for  worlds  I  " 

Jq»6  said  th«  last  words  a  trifle  louder  and  looJccd 
towards  the  two  nuns,  who  tried  hard  to  keep  serious, 
but  tiappening  to  glance  at  one  another  quite  broke 
down.  Laughter,  [nde<ecl,  was  becoming  general,  and 
even  a  little  lovcmakuig  in  the  dark  recedes  of  the 
chapd,  The  more  decorous  cried  "iChis,  Chis!" 
but  no  one  heeded  them. 

El  Chopo  drank  the  rest  of  the  wine  from  tlie  little 
l^ass,  and  Uic  yxiung  lady,  n-covering  her  self-possession, 
said  to  him  with  some  amusement — 

'*  I  wx>uld  not  have  you  suppose  that  I  could  tolerate 
such  behaviour  from  a  stranger,  but  it  so  happens  that 
my  father  and  the  father  of  Don  Josd  were  school- 
fdlows.  Thus  it  is  that  I  know  him,  and  know  him 
for  what  he  is  worth." 
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Josi  bowed  in  i\\v  most  cxlravtigant  manner  pos- 
5iWc. 

"  You  come  from  Santa  Fe>  Sei^ora  ?  "  said  EI 
Chopo. 

'*  Yes.  It  is  the  Jtrst  time  that  1  have  been  out  of 
it.  And  unless  (ravelling  improves  in  (he  next  few 
years,  it  will  be  tlie  last.  Twelve  weary  days  liavc 
we  been  upon  the  road^  choked  with  dust,  jolted 
from  ore  nit  to  another,  and  p^issing  the  nights 
in  constant  fear  of  brigands  who  infest  the  mountains 
iigain  near  Santa  Fe," 

"  Ah  I  you  mean  Carrasco,  Do  you  know,  Seftora, 
that  i  think  1  have  seen  yon  in  Santa  Fe.** 

"  U  is  quite  possible.'* 

El  Chopo  sat  beside  her:tnd  lowered  lii»  voice  a  little. 

"  My  name,"  said  he,  ''  is  Nieto.  The  Father 
Rector  of  the  Jesuits  i*  my  uncle." 

"  Oh !  "  exclaimed  tlic  lady,  turning  towards  him 
with  growing  interest.  "Then  wc  arc  both  of  us 
Jesuits  ?  My  father  is  Don  Rain6n  Qonz^cz,  and  he 
brought  me  here  at  my  earnest  imploring  to  bid  my 
dear  friend  Dolores  a  last  farewell," 

"Then  you  are  Doi^a  Encaman6n  Gonzalez  ?  " 

"Cama  Goniiitz,  at  your  service^  Senor." 

J01S6  at  this  moment  turned  back  towards  the  chapel, 
carrying  a  fresh  glass  of  wine  and  making  for  another 
Eamiliar  face  that  he  had  just  perceived. 

Tlie  two  young  people,  left  to  themselves  and  un- 
noticed by  the  chatteTingtrowdarounfUlierii,  exchanged 
a  long  glance,  and  Dona  Cama,  suddenly  lowering  her 
lovely  eyes  from  the  passionate  gaie  of  her  admirer, 
went  on  talking. 

Carna  :  *'  I  had  often  thought  that  I  sJiould  like  to 
go  abroad  for  a  holiday,  but  it  seems  so  many,  many 
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[  miles  (nnn  liert  to  Snnta  Fe.  We  tisetl  lo  talk  of  Parb, 
and  this,  they  say,  ta  only  half  way.  Wtt  coiild  never 
get  BO  far  a5  Pans." 

Et  Chop^:  "Some  day,  perhaps^  you  may." 
1        Carna:  "Ob  no!  I  am  quite  sure  1  never  shall  I'* 
L  Ei  Chopo :  *'  WTiy  not  ? '' 

^f  CflrvM :  '*  T  hope  that  my  father  will  not  forget  Co 

'    come  for  mcE     Srisana,  yo^i  niiiAt  look  out   fur  my 

father  at  the  church  doort.    1  fear  that  he  docs  not 

know  wc  arc  in  the  chapel,  and  to  lose  oneself  to  this 

etranjip?  town — Dlos  mfo  I  " 

Ei  Chopo !  "  It  is  all  the  fashion  now  for  people  to 
go  to  Paris  for  a  month  or  two  when  they  get  manied. 
And  DO  doubt  you  are  engaged  ? '' 

Csma  t  "1}  What  a  thin^  to  talk  about  F  Scnor ! 
The  personal  interest  you  tak«  in  my  affai;^  U  quite 
ombarrassingH*' 

Et  Chitpo :  "  Rnl  arc  we  not  both  Jesuits  ?  And 
were  wc  not  both  bom  in  Santa  Fc  ? " 

Carna:  |Yal  I  had  forgotten.  That  accounts 
iOT  it.  What  puzzles  me  is  that  J  cannot  remember 
the  exact  occasion  when  I  fir&t  saw  you.  But  I  Iiave 
eertalnly  seen  you  before," 

El  Chypo  :  *'  And  I  have  dttamtd  of " 

Coma  :  "  It  is  mo^t  disgraceful  I  " 
E(  Chopo  :  "  What  is  disgraceful,  Senora  ?  *' 
Cafrta :  '*  The  way  that  the  young  fellows  are 
whispering  and  chattering  with  the  girls  out  there  in 
the  chapeL  We  are  little  better  ourselves,  though,  of 
course,  we  are  talking  sensibly,  and  moreover,  wc  ans 
seated  beyond  the  threshold,  Still>  I  think  that  we 
should  l>e  silent/' 

Ei  Chopo:  '*N'0,  not    That  were  surely  needless 
wlKn  all  our  elders  are  talking  as  loudly  a«  they  can. 
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Tell  mc.  why  £bould  you  be  so  certain  that  you  will 
never  go  to  Paris  }    Have  you  some  reason  i  " 

Cania  ;  "  i  SeAor  I  Thai  which  I  have  not  confessed 
even  to  the  priest,  must  I  needs  confss  it  unto  you  ?  " 

El  Chopo:  ^^WoulJ  that  1  had  as  little  to  LOufcsft 
aa  you  ha.x'c! " 

Cam<i :  *'  You  seem  to  have  ionned  too  good  an 
Opifiion  of  mc  and  dL  in  ten  minutes>^* 

Et  Chopo  :  '*  Sefiora,  without  any  discourtesy,  such 
a  thing  is  possible.  For  however  good  an  opioion  you 
iriight  deserven  my  own  estimation  of  you  would  be 
better.    It  b  hard  ior  me  to  tell  you '^ 

Cormi:  "WeU*  then,  I  pray  you,  Sefior,  tell  me 
absolutely  nothing !  " 

Et  Chopo  :  "  I  implore  you  to  he^r  but  another 
word.  Since  my  poor  eyes  lirst  looked  upon  your 
face " 

Carn^ :  "  j  Scnor  mio  I  You  taicc  my  breath  away ! 
Do  people  in  Salamanca  meet  in  the  morning,  sigh  to 
each  other  at  noon,  and  kiss  at  sunset  ?  " 

El  Chopo :  "  And  what  term,  Lidy,  would  you 
demand  (oi  Ihc  like  iidvanccment  ?  '' 

Carnal  "A  term  sufficient  to  prove  a  mau's  sin* 
ccrity/* 

El  Chopo  :  *'  Ah,  then,  Scnora,you  do  not  rchise  all 
hope } " 

Coma :  "  Hopes  arc  like  laurels,  which  yield  no 
fruit  whatever,  but  arc  always  green/* 

At  this  moment  the  novice,  her  bridal  robes  all  doffed, 
and  clotl^ed  as  a  nun,  came  forward  towards  the  iron 
grating  wttl^  a  sbter  on  either  hand.  The  bishop 
ailvHtir^cI  Ihfiiiijjh  (he  i  )mjh?1  to  the  other  side  of  the 
grating  to  give  licr  a  new  name.  Every  voice  was 
hushed,  and  all  C3rcs  were  turned  upon  this  impressive 
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spectacle,  to  which  the  Hating  candfes  gave  a  strange 
f^oatlirusG,  in  keeping  with  tt^  piiqmrt,  their  light 
(tiling  upon  the  snoTft'-wliite  robe»  ol  the  novice,  a^ 
white  as  Ihc  robc»  ot  Dora  Infe  de  Ulloa. 

Outside  the  church  HI  Chopo  and  }<M  waited  to  see 
la  Cama  go  homrwurds,  anil  bofort-  long  she  passed 
them,  leaning  upon  the  arm  of  her  father  and  followed 
by  her  maid.  Ooce  and  once  only  did  slic  gUncc  at 
them,  her  eyes  meeting  those  of  £t  Chopo«  then  quickly 
turning  away  Irom  him. 

"'My  Mend,"  said  Jos^,  as  El  Chopo  gazed  after 
the  graceful  figure  of  the  And^lnza,  too  mr;ipliirtd 
to  care  for  ridicule,  "  this  is  tht*  beginning  of  the  end," 

"  Aye !  "  was  the  reply.  "  Yonder  goes  fate  in  a 
black  mantilla." 

That  same  night  El  Chopo  dreamed  a  dream. 

Once  more  he  wa»  a  fisher  tad  in  Santa  Fe,  and  St. 
lovely  little  daik-haiit-d  giil  witti  a  golden  crown  bent 
over  him  and  kissed  him.  F.vcn  as  he  returned  the 
the  child's  face  grew  into  a  woman's  ^ce  and 
BiDil«d  at  him  lo^'ingly.    And  ehc  said — 

"  r  am  Andaluda  I  " 

And  Andalucia  was  Cama  Gon^^i. 
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"For  though  tbit  over  vcrtuous  vea  Bh«> 
I  She  Wii*  cncrewwl  In  nwlcbc  cxceUpncn 

Of  Ibevcs  good,  yaot  In  bigli  bounces, 
And  90  discrete,  &ncl  fairo  of  eloquence. 
So  beni^e,  nod  to  dlgne  oi  rcvtrence. 
And  oijide  so  the  peplcc  herla  embraoe, 
Tliiil  et^hc  liJie  lovcili  iluil  lokciS  on  hiic  Uce," 

DON  RAM6N  GONZAT^Z,  fanrer,  1rav(JI«r, 
and  agent  of  tlic  Jesuits  had  betoi  in  poor 
health  for  some  time  past,  and  he  died  within  a  few 
months  of  liis  rttum  from  Salamanca,  leaving  his 
daughter  £ncaniaci6n  the  heiress  to  a  small  fortune, 
and  some  property.  araong:»t  which  was  the  bouse  with 
iH  orchitrd  at  the  buiJc. 

TIii.<i  liouA?  wTLft  nittiatfd  upon  the  tstst  side  of  Snnta 
Fc.  A  short  side  road  leading  down  from  the  king's 
highvray  tovi^ards  the  sea  had  a  couple  o1  villas  on 
either  side  of  it.  behind  them  their  orchards  of  orange 
trees  and  fig-tret's,  to  the  south  the  beach  ;  alcmg  the 
bcacli  great  pyramids  of  glistening  salt,  hcyond  these 
pyramids  a  3at  and  sandy  desert,  relieved  by  a  few 
dunes. 

Turning  down  from  the  high  road  towards  the  sea, 
the  hou&e  ct  DoiLa  Ene^nracifin  was  the  la«t  one  on 
the  left,  whilst  (hat  of  her  aunt,  Dnfia  Josefa  CronzSlei, 
was  upon  the  right.  In  front  of  each  villa  was  a  short 
stretch  of  garden,  but  a  iootpath  which  passed  to  the 
seaward  of  Do6a  Encamaci6n's  garden  allowed  one 
to  walk  close  along^de  the  whitewashed  walls  ol  the 
bouse  itself. 
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On  this  side  was  her  balcony.  fUIcd  with  pots  of 
flowed  which  she  carefuUy  tcrKl«d,  and  shaded  bv  an 
^Mining.  T)iru!i(uig  i1%  head  ruun<I  iliv  corner  from 
the  ofrhurd  was  a  hit^e.  Inish  of  |ia<-Sfi(:o,  whoKi^  ^tfni 
cnmson  blo^oms  looked  ap  toM'ards  the  balcony  And 
stood  out  in  fierce  relief  against  the  blazing  white* 
w^hod  wails.  Inside  the  ^-ard  was  an  ancient  \nnc. 
and  there  was  a  legend  that  this  vine  had  once  served 
for  th^  lovei^*  ladder  in  an  elopement,  for  it  climbed 
halfway  U|>  ihtt  hou7«. 

The  waU  on  tlie  sea  »ide  v^'Si^  high*  in  order  to  ward 
ofl  the  salt  brcere.  There  i^  ;tho  a  wind  called  Lev-ante 
which  blows  from  tlie  east,  and  is  very  pleasant  to 
animals,  but  deadly  to  trees  and  plants  in  the  early 
spring.  It  wither?  the  newly  budding  ja^^miiie  as  if 
the  blast  dI  a  furnace  had  passed  Umt  way.  and  often 
the  eucalyptus  trees  n:ay  be  »ccn  to  fade  and  turn  their 
JeovG9  tiie  wronp  way  up  whilst  i\m  breeae  if(  blowinp:. 

The  house  of  DoHa  Canu  (an  abbreWation  of  En* 
earnaddn)  wa^  the  oldest  In  the  irtreet^  and  old  folk 
in  Santa  Fc  could  remember  when  it  wa^  reckoned 
quite  a  solitary  farm  residence.  For  even  Santa  I*c 
expands  a  lew  inches  in  every  generation,  and  what 
little  it  had  grown  was  in  the  direction  of  the  rising 
sun,  in  order  to  get  up  earlier.  Upon  entering,  one 
saw  a  lar^  patio,  with  a  floor  of  red  tile*,  and  this  palio 
covered  a  goodly  portion  of  the  ground  floor,  U  wil^ 
half  a  garden,  and  aU  through  the  summer  was  open 
to  the  sky. 

From  the  patio  a  flight  of  red  brick  steps,  edged  with 
treads  of  oak  and  guarded  by  a  handrail  of  plain 
wiought  iron,  led  up  to  a  gallery  which  ran  along  three 
sides  of  the  patio  and  gave  Acce?ts  to  several  doors. 
Even  thb  gallery  bad  been  pre^tsvd  into  the  service  of 
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Flora,  (or  Dofta  Cama  had  stationed  pots  of  a  certain 
CJeeper  along  the  rails,  and  this  creeper  came  swinging 
rlo^n  brlnw  thr  gallery,  and  little  clusters  that  Jnolced 
like  spiders  would  tickle  your  face  as  you  walked 
beneath^ 

From  the  fiaUery  the  firet  door  to  the  left  op^^cd 
into  the  bedroom  of  Dcfia  FeHpa,  guide,  mentor,  and 
friend  of  tJie  young  mistress;  the  aecoiid  door  corre- 
q>onded  to  tlir  thambrr  of  Cama  herself. 

To  the  ri^hf  hand  as  one  entered  this  bed-chamber 
was  a  snow-white  bcd»  round  the  walls  highly  coloured 
pictures  of  the  gainls,  a  sampler  of  the  marriage  of 
Santa  Ana  worked  in  coloured  wools  on  canvas  by 
Carna's  mother,  oppoMle  the  foot  of  the  bed  a  crudfiXt 
a  little  more  to  l}ie  Irft  a  balcony  so  tJtickly  covered 
with  flowers  and  creepers  that  one  could  hardly  per- 
c«ive  the  orchard  that  lay  beneath. 

The  while  and  blue  striped  awning  kept  the  sun  out, 
and  a  shrill  canar>%  in  the  middle  of  the  opening, 
would  sometimes  hold  aloft  his  beak,  lift  every  feather 
on  his  vibrating  yellow  threat,  and  give  vent  to  such 
cluncur  tliat  the  old  black  cat.  blinking  on  the  fork 
of  a  fig-tree  down  below,  would  think  to  himself  v^at 
a  vastly  different  song  it  would  be  if  only  he  could 
reach  him. 

At  the  far  end  of  the  galleiy  was  a  door  which  led 
into  a  large  whitcwa^Jicd  bedroom,  where  slept  the 
serving  maids,  and  thLt  was  tmmediatdy  abo\'e  the 
reception-room,  which  opened  directly  on  to  the  central 
patio,  as  did  the  Mtchen. 

The  firat  tiling  that  caught  one's  ear  in  this  kitchen 
^-asthe  miglify  tfck-tock  of  an  aMhmatica]  old  clock 
with  weights  which  almost  reached  the  ground,  but 
it  only  told  the  hours  and  not  the  minutes. 
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Thi^  being  so.  how  yv^  it  that  the  ccok  could  always 
boU  eggs  to  such  a  nicety  ?  I  will  tell  you.  Two 
'*  cnrdoB  *' '  w«Dt  to  a  lightJy  boiled  egg,  three  tf  you 
wanted  the  white  set,  and  four  *' ca-dos  "  boiled  U 
hard. 

Of  course  if  you  caUed  away  Uic  cook  in  tho  middle 
oi  a  ''  credo  "  tJie  devil  took  the  egg  and  boiled  it  to 
£L  flint«  and  served  you  right  1 

The  kitdien  had  a  LOimtrj'  firqihice  for  winter  time, 
on  wiiirh  thry  bunicd  pressed  gt^pe^in  rrfiisr,  olK**- 
wood,  and  c^-cn  Logs  of  oak ;  but  this  was  seldom 
needed,  tor  they  only  have  a  Irost  in  Santa  Fc  once  in 
ten  years,  and  when  it  comes  it  kilis  the  eugar-canc. 

For  ordinary  cooking  purposes  the  little  Moorish 
candeJas.  thft^tf  in  a  row,  no  bigger  than  pudding- b^m?*, 
ami  Miitk  into  a  r^-tiled  bench,  were  all-Bufficienl, 

Dona  Cama,  with  a  mere  handful  of  charcoal  in  one 
oi  these  tiny  grates,  would  cook  you  a  whole  dinner, 
but  then  her  hand  was  deft,  and  could  drive  the  air 
into  the  little  archways  underneath  the  embers  with 
far  les^  effort  than  you  or  I  would  U5e. 

Wtien  she  stood  in  front  of  one  of  tlieae  camUiay.  witJi 
her  left  hand  on  her  hip  and  wielding  the  rush  fan  with 
her  other  hojid  until  ijie  sparks  Hew  up  the  great  dark 
chhnrcy,  vhc  lookf-d  prettier  pcrhapit  th;Ln  at  any  other 
time  througlioiit  the  day. 

In  the  waim  ^veathrr  her  throat  tix>uld  be  bare  and 
her  loose  red  blouse  halt  open,  and  when  &hc  knew 
that  only  her  servants  were  near  she  would  break  into 
a  wild  love-song  that  went  thrilling  out  into  ihe  orchard 
past  the  iron  crosg^barred  windows,  and  up  through 
th^  patio  toward>  the  pigeons  tlul  cooed  ou  the  red- 
tiled  roof. 

'  TheApoitlM'Crcol  uio<Uil)-uM  ui  Aadtludalor  boUtogcj^gf^- 
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It  tbc  cat  cajiic  too  near  the  dinner  she  would  fitoinp 
her  foot  at  him  and  bat  him  o\  er  the  head  witli  a  move- 
ment of  her  £an.  and  if  j'ou  or  I  had  stolen  to  upon  her 
at  &ucti  a  ntoi&ent,  as  likely  as  not  we  had  met  with  a 
simiUr  fate. 

Cama,  at  her  father*s  death,  was  situated  in  *<rtne- 
wliat  the  same  position  as  a  ward  m  chuncery ;  thnt  is 
to  say,  tJiere  existed  a  mysteriotifi  control  o\'er  her 
aiiurs  which  proceeded  from  the  Jt?siiits.  Tlii^  con- 
tiol  was  all  the  more  mysterious  for  not  being  foroialty 
proclaimed.  Her  lather's  wdl  had  tett  the  money 
locked  up  in  such  a  manner  that  it  w,\_^  only  accessible 
through  tiAo  persons  who  resided  in  Madrid  and  C^di^, 
and  these  people,  moreover,  were  endowed  witli  certain 
powers  and  privilc^jeA  whidi  tvcn  i^llowr^l  tln-m,  willi 
tlic  signature  ol  Oona  Cama,  to  make  use  of  ttie  money 
themselves. 

Strange  to  say,  In  no  part  of  the  win  was  the  Com- 
pany of  Je&u<i  even  menlioned,  neither  had  Dofia  Cama 
received  any  written  iiiiiinctioii*^  which  bade  her  follow 
their  advice. 

But  her  lather,  in  Jus  last  moments,  had  called  her 
to  his  side  and  had  said  certain  words  to  liis  sobbing; 
daughter  which  practically  bequeathed  the  filial 
obetlifJKrr  i%}ir  had  alwa^-^  rendered  him  to  thr?  Com- 
pany  of  Jcsns.  iind  made  them  his  representatives. 

In  addition  to  these  claims  upon  the  obedience  of 
Doiia  Cama  the  Jesuits  were  able  to  reckon  upon  othc^ 
equally  cogent. 

la  the  first  place,  upon  the  decease  ol  her  father, 
who  was  a  widower,  they  overruled  the  pretensions 
of  her  aunt  to  become  her  protectress,  And  forthwith 
ap1>ointed  one  DofLi  Fctipa  as  her  chaperon. 

Duaa  }o$eU,  the  aunt  ot  Cama,  whose  house  stood 
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Dearly  opposite,  forthwith  retired  from  aU  cont&ct 
with  the  circle  ol  wliirh  her  nJeoe  w«s  dntined  to 
become  the  c«ntnil  figure. 

It  is  interesting  to  aotc  th^t  Dona  JosefA  was  a 
partifiin  of  the  Bishop  ol  Saata  Fc,  wtiilst  her  niece 
WAS  a  prolate  of  the  Fattii?r  Rector  of  the  Jesuits. 
Thc&c  two  interests  were  irrecondleable.  The  Bbhop 
visited  the  Father  Rector,  complin  Jen  ted  him  upon 
his  orchard  and  his  wine,  saw  the  cascade  turned  ODi 
Bmilcd  very  soapily  At  e^'erythtng,  and  rode  back  to 
Santa  Fe  to  teU  hcs  about  the  colle(;;o. 

The  Father  Rector  vbiteU  the  Blslicp  in  his  palace, 
and  deferred  to  him  with  a  scnipuluti^  courtesy,  which 
the  Bishop  knew  full  well  was  a  cloiik  for  the  Jesoil's 
contempt*  The  servant  of  the  Black  I'opc  could  not 
be  hand'inglove  with  the  White  Pope's  retinne- 

Aiter  the  mourning  of  Dona  Cama  was  €nd^,  she 
gradki^y  establislied  a  UrtiUia,  or  weekly  '*  evening  al 
home,*'  at  whidi  ber  diapercin,  DoAa  Fehpa,  Dontinally 
presided,  but  wbith,  in  reahty.  looked  towards  the 
young  htsrcss  as  their  leading  spirit. 

Dona  F«lipa  w;is  si  corpulent  dowager  of  forty-five, 
of  a  countenance  perfectly  Gmooth  and  placid,  and 
with  eyes  thit  were  almost  somnolrnl.  TIiosp  who 
opined  that  Doaa  Felipa  was  half-aslccp,  however,  wtre 
cgrcgiously  mi5t^kca.  She  allowed  her  pupil  the  ircc 
exercise  of  her  wiU  in  almost  e\'erything,  and  >xl  knew 
how  to  enforce  her  decision  upon  the  very  few  occasions 
when  slie  interfered. 

In  Uiis  niatlei  of  indulgence  tlie  atlitude  of  Paidrtt 
Martinet,  who  was  Dofia  Cama*s  confet^or,  was  the 
some  as  that  of  her  chaperon.  He  abstained  from  all 
unneocseory  correction.  rcKrving  his  \Tto  for  thos^ 
occasions  which  absohitely  demanded  it. 
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It  will  be  5ei:n,  thcreEorc,  that  so  far  from  choL^n^ 
under  perennial  restraint,  Dooa  Cama  was  far  freer 
than  those  less  fortuiutte  of  her  sac  who  coDfcsBcd  in 
the  cathedral  and  churches. 

It  must  not  be  thought,  howe\*cr,  tliat  Dona  Oima 
took  advantage  of  the  freedom  conceded  to  licr  by  her 
confessor  and  her  ctiapci on. 

Her  beauty  was  exceptional.  Indeed  it  wa*  thia, 
in  the  first  phc*^,  that  had  so  entranced  EI  Chopo,  and 
brought  hrr  inlo  ht*  lifr  for  Ix-Uer  or  for  worse,  Hor 
eyes  were  of  a  deep  viokl,  so  deep  as  almost  to  seem 
blade,  and  there  was  a  shade  of  Bympathy  in  them 
when  they  looked  at  one  from  under  their  long  black 
lashes  that  drew  one'a  heart  towards  her  even  when 
»lie  was  cold.  No  man.  and  certainly  no  Spaniard, 
conld  look  into  those  eyes  without  forgetting  thr  vdy 
word  he  came  to  say. 

The  nose  was  straight  and  clearly  smlpturcd*  the 
face  ova]>  the  lips  generally  half-parted  in  a  snulc  when 
she  was  listening,  though  alwa5'5  naturally,  for  »he 
dreaded  affectation,  being  too  beautiful  lo  Itsvc  need 
of  it.  Small  and  perfect  lecth  sho^«^  from  the  Cupid's 
bow  when  these  tips  were  parted,  and  each  check 
had  cvex  so  slight  a  dimple. 

Her  head  was  gracefully  poised,  and  flie  had  a  maa^ 
of  dark  EHkcn  bair  that,  viewed  in  the  shade  or  by 
artJiidal  light,  seemed  almost  black,  like  lict  eyebrows 
and  lashes  ;  but  when  she  crossed  <hc  road  at  midday, 
without  even  holding  her  outspread  fan  to  shidd  her 
from  King  Sol— so  tidck  was  this  clustering  hair— one 
^w  that  her  tresses  were  bronie  auburn. 

Tliere  are  old  men  in  Safita  Fc,  even  to  this  day,  who 
rcmcnibw  how  soprrinely  W.iiiliful  was  the  lieircss 
of  Gons41cx-    They  will  tell  you  that  ha  figure  and 
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her  tacc  ^'cic  matchless,  even  in  Santa  Fc.  Ask  them 
how  !ihe  walked,  and  th«y  vnll  ^inswar,  "  That  how  she 
walked  ?  Why.  Hefior.  nothing !  Slie  walked  like 
the  living  glory  that  God  sent  to  scatter  g!  jce  through- 
out the  earth."' 

Don  Joaquin  IMrcr,  the  ming  poet  oi  Santa  Fc.  had 
one  morning  inserted  a  six-verse  poem  in  the  local 

news  sheet,  dedicated  to  Dona  E- G ,  of  whicli 

the  fir*t  vtfTSe  might  he  translated  ah  follows  :— 

"  Ttu>'  all  thi«  Hky  were  p^{K^. 
Tbo'  mk  were  all  lh«  wav<«, 
Tho'  I  wiotc  A  tliouAcLncJ  yean, 
!  could  not  wrU«  ihy  prjiw  " 

An  Englishman  who  read  this  effusdon  said  **  thai  the 
sliitcmrrit,  if  true,  betokened  cither  very  giva(  bciuity 
in  Uona  Cama  or  very  great  lack  of  conciseness  in  her 
minstrel/'  But  what  else  would  you  expect  Irom 
an  Englishman  ? 

When  Cama  walked  at)road  of  ^n  evening,  accom- 
panied by  Doila  Felipa,  it  wai  no  unconunon  tiling 
for  some  gallant  or  other  to  cast  either  his  hat  or  cloak 
fat  front  of  her  (that  she  might  leave  the  print  of  her 
little  fool  upon  it)  and  cry,  "Blessed  be  the  mother 
lliat  bore  thee,"  (or  those  were  the  days  when  open 
admiration,  so  long  as  it  were  courteous,  was  never 
counted  an  insult,  ajid  even  had  Dofia  Cama  been 
e^icorted  by  a  husband  or  a  lovei,  her  companion  must 
nctds  have  laughed  and  taken  it  in  good  part.  H 

On  all  such  occasions  Dona  Cama  would  bite  her 
lip  and  endeavour  not  to  smile,  and  would  mo&t  care- 
fully avoid  the  impressuig  of  her  footprint  on  thr* 
garment  by  going  round  about  it  and  feigning  not  to 
see  it.  There  were  limes,  hffftyrver.  when,  prompted  by 
the  spirit  ol  muchici  withui  her,  ai^  would  s^  guide 
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Ikcr  portly  chaperon  by  the  arm  as  to  force  htt  Co 
pUc«  licr  toot  m  the  middle  ot  ttie  cap,  and  if  it  were 
A  cloak,  she  would  coDtrivc  that  Dona  Felipa  should 
pUiit  both  Uxt  upon  it,  left  and  right,  ^lien  this 
happened,  t?iL-  gallant  admirer  would  be  Idt  lowering 
and  muttering  to  himself  at  "  yoii  se\'Cti  arrobas  of 
pork."  and  would  gatlier  up  his  plush-Uncd  capa  with 
a  very  bad  grace  and  ongniy  shake  the  dust  out, 

DoAa  Cama^s  religion  waa  the  offspring  of  a  keen 
emotion  and  sense  of  revererKe.  Logic  hjid  no  part 
wlr^ttever  in  hsr  belief,  and  argumerit  was  powerless 
to  upset  it. 

Dona  Cama  was  bom  with  the  instinct  of  worships 
and  this  instinct  was  nourished  and  rendered  ali- 
powerful  by  the  impressive  mis€'en-sc^9ii  of  the  Romish 
Church. 

In  Latin  countxies,  even  more  perhaps  than  here, 
there  is  a  certain  ^[lainonr  and  impressioniiliam  about 
the  Ronun  Catholic  Qiurch  tliat  can  c\'okc  a  faif 
st'mblanr;^  of  piety  from  people  who,  tjj'  nature,  have 
no  religious  instinct  whatever.  It  is  the  appeal  of  the 
picturesque  to  the  artistic  mind.  Cama's  enthusiasm 
was  twofold,  deriving  its  strcngtli  perhaps  equally  from 
both  sources. 

It  is  difi&cult  to  draw  the  Une  beiw^een  her  instinct 
of  worship  on  the  one  liand  and  her  sense  of  the 
beautiful  upon  the  other.  Possibly  in  ^ume  ca*e*  they 
arc  incapable  o(  rnwlution,  and  it  is  doubtful  whether 
her  attitude  to  the  Deity  could  have  been  explained  on 
either  bixsis  alone,  whilst  taken  conjointly  and  mingled 
with  an  ever-present  emotion,  these  factors  gave  rise  to 
a  highly  religious  temperament. 

It  will  tliereforc  be  seen  that  restraint  on  Uie  part 
of  her  father  coniessor  was  hardly  necessary* 
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As  an  insUDCG  ol  this  1  may  mention  that  whereas 
Padrv  MutiDM  would  not  have  exacted  a  single  pater- 
noster for  the  reading  of  a  Ffcnch  novel,  Doha.  Cama 
eschewed  such  cntertaiiinicnt. 

The  doctor's  giiU  and  the  girb  of  the  widow  Lopec, 
on  tii-e  other  hand,  were  strictly  forbidden  tuch  htcra- 
ture  l>y  their  confesdor:^,  and  it  formed  ttietr  chief 
temptation  4nd  ligured  more  often  tlian  anything  ia 
thdr  confrssioiiA. 

There  was  >-ct  one  other  factor  m  Uofta  Cama's 
piety  which  is  di&cult  ot  dcscnption.  This  tactor 
was  a  consequence  of  the  distinct  personality  .which 
is  gh-en  to  the  Saviour  in  the  Romish  Churchy  of  the 
iCoostant  dwelJin^  upon  His  noblene:^  wi^om  and 
'.,  and  of  iJie  portniyal  ol  His  IwJy  in  the  flrsh. 

In  Sdiita  Fc  many  bcautihil  images  of  the  Saviour 
upon  the  cross  ore  carved  out  of  alabaster,  ivory,  and 
oUier  white  materials,  some  oi  them  enamelled  and 
colonnsd.  There  are  wax  effigies  which  reprc!M:nt 
pMim  as  a  being  of  most  perfect  manly  beauty.  A 
iffonderful  image  of  the  Saviour  sunnouDtcd  the  altar 
in  the  Jesuits'  chapel.  It  was  carved  from  some  hard 
^<ood|  and  was  enamelled  to  resemble  flesh. 

A  life*si2ed  image  o4  our  Lord  was  also  placed  above 
the  altar  in  the  Cathedral  of  Sanla  Fe.  For  the  virgin 
who  lakrs  tLe  ^■eH.  and  is  taught  to  look  npon  the 
Scl^'ioa^  as  her  betrothed,  these  beautiful  dolls  must 
sometimes  lend  a  very  real  significance  to  the  ceremony. 
Even  in  tlic  case  of  Dofia  Cama  Ihc  thom-^rrowncd 
image  in  the  Jesuits*  ch^)el,  suTTOunded  by  its  candles, 
cast  arL  etheie.d  ^hiinour  over  her  devotions  wtiich 
lent  her  a  sweet  cciitent.  T\\a  feeling  wa5  most  holy, 
chaste  and  virji^'iii^,  and  yet  it  had  »omething  ot  love. 
Perhaps  a  good  w^onuui's  love  i&  so  spiritual  as  to  need 
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no  refining  vshcn  oflcrcd  to  the  Deity.  Perhaps  she 
is  unable  to  o^r  aught  cbo  but  that  feminine  love 
which  is  the  same,  though  differeotiy  manifested, 
l(>wiials  the  husband  and  the  duld. 

To  say  tlut  Dfma  Cama  was  rf.ligious,  liowevcr»  doca 
not  distinguish  her  from  tlic  great  majority  oi  women 
oi  her  place  and  lime. 

She  wa*  also  domesticated,  and  Ind  such  a  light 
hand  in  making  puff  pastry'  that  her  ma&terpie<:e*  even 
found  their  way  to  her  aunt's  tertulia,  and  were  set 
before  the  Bishop,  Old  Don  Kaii]6n  GonzilcE  used 
to  (wear  that  no  olives  in  Andaluuu  were  equal  to 
those  that  hh  daughter  piepaRsj. 

These  accomplishments  she  had  inherited  from  tier 
mothLT,  w!io  aho  luid  taught  her  a  f*pecial  way  of 
pickling  tumiy  li,%h,  whirh  L>o3a  Carna  had  so  im- 
proved upon  an*  to  make  the  lelish  celebrated  tn  all 
Santa  Fe.  Visitor5  who  came  before  midday  would 
find  Dofta  Cama  with  her  sleeves  tucked  up,  and  tier 
hcUids  all  over  flour  and  apicei^  her  hair  somewhat  awry, 
and  her  skirts  pinned  up  betdnd  io  as  to  leave  her 
movements  Ir^e. 

Those  were  the  days  of  open-worked  Stodctnes,  and 
lucky  WU&  the  man  who  caught  Dona  Coma  osawarcs. 
Not  only  did  ho  look  upon  as  graceful  a  pair  of  ankles 
as  one  might  see  ir  half  a  dozen  feast  days  from  below 
tlw  cattiJ-iinil  stq7>  Mhen  the  girls  canic  out  from  maas, 
but  lie  found  Dona  Cama  blushing  and  all  aba^^ed. 
looking  ireih  as  a  canution  in  the  dew,  and  he  hod 
set  before  hun  a  mouthful  of  pickled  tunny  and  a 
copita  of  old  Amontillado  that  had  lain  in  the  cellar 
siiict-  l^>ri  Rain^ii  wa^*  bom.  Tlien  >fae  would  run 
a^'ay  to  straighten  her  hair,  and  when  she  came  bockt 
you  would  say  to  her,  *'  Sct^ora.  since  last  you  \»'ere 
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with  me  four  very  excellent  things  Ijai^  disappcaied" 
To  whirh  Doh^  Cama,  who  is  not  euppOHKl  to  know 
wh^t  you  are  about,  makes  answer,  "  i  Vcrdad  ?  What 
might  they  be?  **  , 

"The  first,"  yoii  (hen  say.  "is  a  glass  of  wine  of 
mo5t  phenomenal  Imgrauce,  and  the  second  a  mouthful 
of  some  viand  which  bafRcs  description ;  but  as  for 
the  tliird  and  fourth,  unless  it  please  you  to  dance  a 
panadero,  1  sliall  have  no  further  opportunity  of 
dedtling  which  oi  thtr  two  cxcrh  the  other,  or  whether 
both  arc  best.'* 

"ITm  you  say  tocOcing  voy  hard  at  her  toes,  which 
she  forthwith  draws  back  under  her  petticoats  and 
ealla  you  '^  \  Chinchoso !  "  with  a  very  terrible  frown^  to 
'which  a  pair  of  dlniple^  and  a  pair  of  lat:^?iii^  4^yei 
suffice  to  give  the  lie. 

Dona  Cama  was  only  t^^nty  years  of  age.  Those 
who  envied  her  said  that  she  was  proud,  and  even  vain. 

But  Doila  Cama  was  not  proud.    She  visited  the 

>Lope2  girls,  invited  them  to  f^tes  champ^fres,  and 

fgenerally  consorted  with  them.    And  it  was  common 

kiiowle4ge  in  Santa  Fe  that  the  Lopei  girls  were 

T  than  church  micc>    What  they  lacked,  how- 

T,  in  money,  they  made  up  in  good  looks  and  good 

humour,  which  is  more  than  many  girb  can  say. 

Do6a  Cama's  pride  consisted  rather  of  a  rebedion 
against  overweening  confidence,  and  therefore  it  srems 
,Jikefy  that  thia  accusation  proceeded,  for  the  most 
from  the  men.  It  must  be  remembered,  how- 
e^'c^,  that  Dona  Cama  was  rich,  and  riches  bring  envy, 
hatred  and  malice.  Of  the  many  lamiJics;  in  tho«e 
parts  who^  princip^  daily  meal  ccnsiT^teil,  as  Sp^niardw 
say,  '*  in  the  chewing  of  their  finger-nails,"  there  were 
few  that  would  not  have  felt  pleased  to  see  some 
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disaster  overtake  the  £air  young   heiress  of  Goniilex. 

This  fact  became;  vrry  pAtrjit  at  a  Utn"  date, 
*  •  •  •  s 

In  WS15  an  evening  in  tbc  middle  of  Jiine,ciDd  Ooiia 
Camft  was  seated  naar  the  foot  of  the  staircase  in  th« 
paiio,  knitting  hcnclf  a  pair  of  stockings  by  moon- 
light.  The  kitten  wa^  pUying  with  the  contents  of 
her  work-basket,  and  making  5ad  havoc  among  th« 
balU  of  wool  and  ftiJk  and  the  cartb  of  thread. 

At  varioiLs  points  about  tlio  pntio  were  scattered 
three  serving-maids  and  Dona  Felipa.  The  xnaidit 
w«*re  nearer  to  Diana  Canw,  anil  formrd  a  scmicin^tt* 
round  her.  whilst  Dona  Firlipa  vns  comfortably  en- 
sconce l>ctwcen  two  green  tuba  of  orange  Uccs,  her 
feet  upon  a  hassock,  and  her  eyes  half  cloacd  In  thought. 
The  Lives  of  tki  Sainss  lay  under  llie  orange  tree  by  her 
left  eltrtiw,  and  her  glasses  were  in  the  other  tub  on  her 
right.  Daylight  had  f^iiled  her,  and  the  cle:ir  fiioon 
overhead,  though  aU-aufEcient  for  fingers  that  need 
no  guidance,  was  scarcely  enough  to  read  by. 

The  (;CT\*ante  were  named  respectively  CondiitAr 
Susana  and  Maria. 

Cj^nrhita  was  busy  knitting,  like  her  mtstrcfs,  and 
*at  upon  a  hassock. 

Susana  was  beating  pepper  seeds  in  a  heavy  brass 
mortar  with  a  brass  pestle,  and  sometimes  flhe  wieexed, 
for  d^e  odour  was  very  pungent,  and  for  this  reason 
the  othcrft  kept  well  apart  from  her. 

MirU,  like  Suwma,  sat  upim  Ihr*  groumJ.  Mada, 
however,  nursed  her  knees  and  did  nothing,  for  her 
efirtbcn  puchcro  waa  5immcring  on  one  of  the  little 
grates,  ;ind  now  and  then  she  would  jump  up  and  run 
into^the  kitelien  to  se*  how  it  was  getting  on,  When 
she  tan  away,  the  kitten  bounded  after  her.  and  after- 


323 


THE  PAGAN  AT  THE  SHRINE 

wards  came  back  to  pUy  with  the  balU  of  wfool  again, 
its  Mipixr  Htill  deferred, 

I>oa.i  Omia  waft  telling  her  giris  a  tale,  and  this  b 
bow  it  went. 

Dofta  Coma  (slowly  and  thoiighifully) :  "  Well, 
Seiiords,  this  wa«  a  king  who  livrn]  in  a  far  conntry, 

"  He  was  a  vcty  mighty  king  and  very  tich,  and  be 
lived  in  a  palace  with  windows  made  of  jewels,  slept 
on  a  bed  that  was  covered  ^ith  silk  ood  stuffed  with 
rodo  leaves,  and  ate  hia  puchero  06  i^lden  plates,  and 
drank  out  of  a  goblet  ^t  with  rubies  and  diamonds. 
And  yel  lie  was  very  iiiiliin»[)y-" 

Dm7A>  ConuB :  "  Yc5,    He  was  very  tmhappy,  for 
be  was  without  a  wifen" 
Smana  ;  *'  The  remedy  seems  easy." 
Maria  :  "  1  Digo— o  I    And  so  easy  1 " 
Dofia  Carna:   '*Not  so  easy  a-s  you  ml^ht  think 


MtfHa :  "  Was  he  young  and  handsome  ?  *' 

DoHa  Carna :  ''  Oh !  handsome  is  not  Uie  word. 
And  only  twenty-fi\'e/* 

Stt^ana{to  Maria, trying  to  Ix'  sr^nifiil,  but  inrlined 
to  sntttt):  **  And  e\xn  i£  he  weren't,  you  ninny!'" 

Dofia  C4ima  :  "  Well,  let's  sec.  who  was  tdling  the 
talc  ?  " 

Chorus  :  "  You,  Senora  I " 

Doila  Carna  :  "  Tlie  remedy  was  not  so  easy,  for  he 
had  beeji  a  very  flultfitt  son,  and  had  ali^-ay*  obeyed 
his  parents,  and  the  old  king,  hia  father,  before  he 
died,  had  called  him  to  hi^  bedside  and  had  satd  to 
bbn,  '  My  son,  when  tliou  gettest  thyMilf  a  wife,  take 
jlieed^that  fih«  be  able  to  do  thre«  things/  And  the 
prince  asked  the  king,  his  father,  '  What  may  there 
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three  thin^  be  ?  '  And  the  king  replied,  '  First,  she 
must  be  able  to  pass  in  front  of  a  mirror  without  looking; 
at  her  reflection ;  second,  she  must  be  able  to  sit  at 
the  window  and  sew  all  day  without  ever  raising  her 
eyes ;  Unvd,  ghe  must  be  able  to  listen  to  the  go^ps 
1t*l1ing  lies  ^Iwiit  lier  without  beliayisg  that  she  has 
even  heard  th^m,'  " 

Cotichi4a :  '^  i  Qu6  borbaridad  I  No  wonder  be 
couldn't  find  a  wife." 

Susana :  '*  I  could  stand  the  first,  but  what  about 
the  second  ? " 

^faria:  *' AmJ  the  third?  Could  flesh  and  Mood 
iibide  it  ?  ■■ 

D<yila  Carna:  '' Wc  shall  see!  So  Uic  old  king 
said,  'Swear  to  obey  me  in  this  my  dying  wish/  and 
the  princ«  tworc  to  obey  him. 

"  So  the  old  king  diwl,  and  the  young  prince  became 

"And  when  the  da>'S  of  mourning  were  over,  he 
began  to  think  that  he  lihould  hkc  a  wife,  for  he  felt 
vtry  lonely, 

"Now  the  old  king  that  was  dead  had  told  him 
thai  Ihrsr  Ihn^"  ptcxjfs  trnitt  hf  made  secretly. 

"  So  the  king  bade  his  Prime  Minister  seek  him  out 
the  moat  lovdy  girls  in  all  the  kingdom,  and  on  a 
certain  day  to  brinj;  them  to  his  palace. 

■■  And  when  Uiey  were  all  standing  in  a  row " 

Susana  :  '*  Hnw  many  of  them  ?  " 

Doila  Catna:  "Oh,  himdiccfe!" 

SsuiitM  :  ''  i  Dios  mio !  Enough  to  put  a  secant 
of  dragoons  to  the  blush  1 " 

Dofta  Corna  :  "  —  tlic  king  went  slowly  all  along 
the  lin€,  and  \ic  marked  a  black  crocs  on  tlic  forehead 
of  IbtBe  l>e  didn't    like,  and  they  were  sent  away, 
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and   when   he   came    to   die  end   only   three   were 

Maria ;  ''  j  CI  ti(H>-o  t  He  took  some  pleas- 
ing !  " 

DoHa  Carna  :  *'  The  firet  had  black  hair  and  bro>%-n 
ey»,  ihiT  MTijnil  }i;i(l  golden  hair  and  blue  eyw>  and 
the  third  had  red  hair  and  green  eyes. 

**  So  the  king  took  the  &r%t  one  apart,  and  licr  cheeks 
gn!w  Eo  red.  you  couJd  base  toasted  beans  in  front 
of  them,  and  he  said  to  her, '  Wulk  tlu^ough  that  room 
in  front  of  you.  In  the  middle  there  h  a  mirror.  Do 
not  look  at  it,  cr  I  may  not  marry  yon.  And  ^ffrr* 
wards  there  are  two  more  itsU* 

"So  the  maiden  entered  at  the  door,  but  hiding 
just  round  the  comer  was  Satan»  and  ho  wluspcred 
as  she  passed,  *  Daughter,  tjiy  liair  i^  falling  down/ 
And  wh*m  she  carne  in  front  of  the  mirror  she  needs 
must  gne  a  quick  glance  at  hcrsdf,  and  the  king  caine 
alter  her  sadly  and  bade  iicr  begone,  lor  he  might  not 
many  her. 

"  And  he  took  the  second  maiden  on  one  side,  and 
her  cheeks  grew  so  red  yon  could  have  toasted  bean« 
in  front  of  tlienu  .uid  the  kinj;  thought  Eo  InrnseU  lliat 
this  time  he  would  begin  with  a  different  test,  and  lie 
said  to  lier,  *A11  this  aitemoon  you  must  sit  at  the 
middle  window  of  the  palace  «ewing.  And  ii  you  look 
up  fium  ytHii  sewing  even  once  I  may  not  miirry  you. 
And  afterwards  there  arc  two  more  tests/  So  the 
niaidcn  sat  at  the  palace  window  and  sewed  for  hours 
and  hours  and  never  once  looked  up>  But  just  when 
the  sun  was  settingrCame  Satan  disgut&ed  as  a  gallant 
cavalier  and  playing  a  guitar.  And  he  sang  such  a 
p1[?asii]g  ditty,  praising  her  loveliness,  (hid  ih<?  maiden 
blushed  as  crim»osi  as  a  clierry.    Tlien  suddenly  he 
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broVe  off  in  the  middle  of  his  song  and  Lried,  *  But 
yonder  goes  a  maiden  yet  more  lovely  than  the  one 
that  is  sitting  in  the  window.'  And  the  maiden  Jooked 
up  quickly  trom  her  sewing  to  see  this  si^tht,  and  the 
king,  who  had  been  watching  her,  came  up  lo  her  veiy 
»OTruwful]y,  ;iiid  touching  her  un  the  *i]iou]dei'  bade 
hcj"  begone,  for  he  might  not  many  her, 

"TboL  the  king  called  the  tliird  maiden  to  him, 
and  her  chocks  grew  so  red  you  could  have  toasted 
beans  in  front  of  them,  %nd  lie  said,  '  Sit  you  bcddo 
the  door,  which  is  ajar,  and  otitsidc  arc  certain  of  your 
imLKhbourH  that  know  your  business,  and  I  will  set 
them  to  talk  about  you  among  themselves.  Vou 
must  not  speak,  or  look  angry,  oi  betray  annoyance, 
for  if  you  do  I  may  not  mair>-  you.  And  afterwards 
there  are  two  more  tests/  So  the  maiden  sat  bi  a  chair 
beside  the  door,  and  the  courliere  had  brcjught  certain 
of  the  neighbours,  and  paid  them  to  say  the  wor^t  they 
knew  about  her.  And  they  not  only  said  many  things 
they  knewt  but  also  many  other  thii^  that  had  bc^ 
told  thorn,  and  things  that  were  untrua ;  but  the 
maiden  looked  mriekly  down  upon  the  floor  and  bore 
it  all  in  silence.  But  Satan,  having  disguised  him* 
9di  as  an  old  woman,  wbs  there  amongst  the  nei^- 
boun,  and  presently  he  said,  '  Enough  of  spiteful  talk, 
and  let  xlie  maiden  be,  I  for  my  part  know  no  harm 
o(  her,  and  indet'd  I  believe  her  very  honest.  Sht-  has 
only  one  failing,  ^nd  that  fthc  cannot  help/  And  the 
others  gathered  round  him  and  wanted  to  know  what 
this  detect  might  bc>  and  the  maiden  listened  so 
eagerly  that  she  could  hear  her  own  heart  beatini;. 
Then  said  Satan,  *  Why,  have  you  not  noticed  the 
poor  thing,  how  all  day  long  she  has  kept  her  feet 
bidden  imdcrneath  her  petticoats,  and  even  now  slic 

236 


I 

I 

I 


THE  PAGAN  AT  THE  SHRINE 

has  taken  care  to  cover  them  with  her  skirts.  That  is 
becauae  they  are  so  large.' 

"And  tlie  maiden  bur^t  into  tears,  and  spnngiiig 
up  (TOm  where  she  sat,  cried  out.  '  It  is  a  lie  ;  T  have 
my  mother's  boots  on>'  And  she  kicked  them  both 
off  and  said,  *  Let  the  king  see  for  himself  what  sbe  my 
feet  are."    And  her  feet  were  small  and  jiretty.  ^-^X 

"  But  thf?  king  came  towards  Jicr  and  bade  her  sadly 
to  be  gone,  for  he  might  not  many  her. 

''And  after  some  time  had  passed  the  king  bade 
them  bring  him  more  pretty  girJs  to  choose  from.  Yel 
fiometiow  or  other  none  of  them  stood  the  tests.  There 
were  those  thai  got  throiigli  one  only  to  fail  upon  the 
[leoond,  and  tJiere  were  even  one  or  two  that  passed 
iX  test  and  the  Mcond>  yet  they  failed  upon  the 


"  And  many  ycare  passed  away. 

"  Now  the  king  grew  v^ry  ^ad,  for  he  had  no  wife ; 
and  his  courtiers  also  were  sorrowful ,  for  theic  was 
no  heir  to  the  throne  ;  and  at  length  a  Cabinet  Council 
summoned  and  the  nutter  was  debated. 
Nobody  could  make  a  suggestion  without  some 
lone  else  pointing  out  a  flaw  in  it,  till  at  length  one  old 
rinan,  whf>  hidiprto  had  not  spulten,  rose  to  his  feet 
and  at  once  proposed  the  remedy.  So  simple  w*ls  (he 
idea  and  yet  so  ingenious*  that  every  one  heard 
Iiim  with  profound  astonishment.  His  advice  was 
that— ■■ 

At  this  precise  moment  alj  eye*  were  (nmed  towards 
tlie  door,  fur  a  citptain  of  Civil  CiiMids,  young,  hand- 
some, booted  and  spurred,  his  left  hand  on  his  sword* 
hilt  and  his  right  hand  on  the  latch,  stood  smilmg  and 
bowing  bclore  the  astoni^ed  assembly 
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■■  Morcnn  tlene  de  »r 
Lft  licrra  pom  Uavdcfl  ; 
Y  U  mujci  p&ia  cl  lioiubic, 
Moremla,  y  coo  desJenea  *' 

"   A  ^^   what,   pretty   cousin,  did   the   old   man 

.l\.  advise  ? "  asked  the  Guardsman,  striding  across 
the  patio  towards  Cariia  and  taking  her  hand  in  liia. 

Dona  Cama  at  £rst  had  risen  front  her  diRir  in  ^reat 
surprise,  ttunbling  the  bftJJs  of  wool  and  the  kitten  on 
to  the  tiles  together.  When,  howe\cr,  the  Guards- 
man addressed  her  as  "  cousin ''  she  at  once  reabxed 
that  it  was  indeed  the  same  lad  who  had  left  Santa 
Fe  half  a  dozen  years  ago,  a  daj>]»er  lieutenant  of 
Intantiy. 

''  When  did  you  come  P  "  aakfid  Qofia  Cama,  con- 
senting with  a  bad  grace  to  be  kissed.  "  And  y/hy  ^ 
not  my  aunt  let  me  know  you  were  expected  tills 
e\*ening  ?  " 

"  I  Lame  tliis  very  day,  ]>y  the  loatl  from  the  moun- 
tains. The  War  Office  sent  m^  here  through  Cinasco's 
favourite  <:ouDtr>\  to  make  tnm  tear  and  tremble.  As 
for  being  expected — why,  1  much  preier  to  see  surprise 
in  such  e^'es  as  thine.  ;  Je^tds  !  What  eyxx  !  \V'bat 
a  pearl  of  a  Utttr  cousin  !  " 

"  You  have  already  dined.  Lois  ?  " 
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"  Yes,  oTusin,  dined,  and  left  my  mother  in  doubt 
as  to  whether  she  was  dreaniiog.  And  do  you  see 
what  is  the  vtny  first  ihing  tliat  I  seek  ?  " 

Cama  looktd  tow^s  Dofia  Fdijiii  and  said— 

"  Luis,  you  do  rot  know  Dofta  Fclipa  Scma.  This 
ta  my  cotism,  just  come  from  Madrid  and  lalety  re- 
tamed  from  Filipinos," 

The  young  oflioer  bowed  to  the  elder  lady,  who 
returned  (Ik-  1xiw  vnih  dignity  and  aJ^ked  how  wuit 
the  war  in  Fdipinas. 

"Slowly,  Seilora,  slowly  1  A  bloodthirsty  cunning 
lot  of  devils  in  a  ^^reat  forest  full  of  weeds.  It  h  like 
chasing  jaguars  through  a  swamp.  But  we  are  paying 
them  in  their  own  coin.  Ttie  greritesl  curse  of  the 
country  Is  tlie  ihotlIcs  and  Jesuits  f  *' 

*'  Yon  forgct>  cousin,"  said  Cama,  with  a  nervous 
^mile,  and  looking  towards  Dona  FcJtpa,  ''that  wc 
are  Jesuits  here," 

"  I  Oinicoles  t  So  you  &re  I  i  seem  to  have  a 
inarvdious  facility  for  putting  my  foot  in  it.** 

Dona  Fclipa  looked  ail  honey. 

"  Poor  Filipinos! "  said  she,  "and  we  are  hunting 
thwn  do^^Ti  like  wild  beastfi.  But  Filipinos  were  not 
the  only  things  you  hunted." 

"  Nnt  Uif^  only  things,  Seiiora  ?  " 

The  old  wom-ui  smjlcd  at  him  very  meaningly.  He 
looked  away  from  her  and  bctmycd  a  alight  awkward- 
DDS6.  He  had  a  poor  conscience.  More  than  one 
accusing  woman's  lace  looked  at  him  from  far-aM*ay 
Manila,  and  the  memory  of  many  a  reckless  escapide 
came  b&ck  to  him.  When  people  know  a  few  of  our 
sins,  we  fear  that  they  know  t}ieni  all. 

'*  Not  the  only  things,  Doj%  Luift.  But  I  mu»t  not 
take  libertieSr  for  yoti  are  a  hero ;  h  it  uot  »o  ? " 
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The  (juardsman  followed  bcr  eyes,  which  were  bent 
upon  a  cross  pinned  to  his  breast. 

"  i  £a  I  I  have  made  one  or  two  FUipinos  scampei^ 
Seflora ! " 

"  And  killed  a  Spaniard^  single-handed," 

The  Guardsman  winced,  and  darted  a  fierce  defiant 
glance  at  her. 

"  Nay,  I  slew  him  in  fair  fight.  A  wdl-fouglit  duel, 
with  seconds  and  unpirc^,  all  complete." 

"  Oh,  I  am  not  blaining  you/*  said  the  old  uximan^ 
he.ving  made  her  |>oints ;  *^  but  you  sec  what  a  lot  we 
hc&r  in  Uii^  quiet  Santa  Fc  of  what  you  gay  young 
gentlemen  are  doin^;  on  the  other  side  of  tho  globe*' 

"  Marvellous,  Seaora^  mar\  ellous  I  '*  said  the  Guards- 
man,  and  took  out  his  tobacco  ca^  to  make  hini^f  a 
cigarette. 

During  this  passage^of-aims  Cama  had  looked  a 
little  nen'ously  from  one  paity  to  the  other.  The 
tobacco  smoke  seemed  to  bring  peace. 

"And  Cartasco  ?  "  asked  Cania. 

"  Ha ! "  **aid  the  captain,  **  *tii  C^rrasco  who 
brings  us  here.    Tlietefore,  CarnKE:Q*s  health  !  " 

Cama,  as  if  reminded  of  something,  beckoned 
Maria  towards  her,  and  talking  with  her  apart,  bade 
hor  prepare  throe  cup^  of  chocolate  and  a  ^inall  glaiu 
of  brandy. 

Tlien.  turning  again  to  her  romin,  shi;  bade  him 
take  off  his  cloak  and  make  himself  at  home. 

When  Don  Luis  threw  off  his  doak  it  become  ap- 
parent that  under  one  arm  he  was  carrying  a  small 
parcel,  which  presently  he  tossed  upon  a  chair  without 
remark  and  Vk^ai  on  1;dkhig.  Susana  brought  him 
an  easy  chair  out  of  the  reception-room,  and  he  a^t 
hinuscif  ilovax  with  carclc^  gracej  throwing  oik  leg 
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acrofie  the  other,  and  displaying  a  jewelled  ring  on  the 
hand  which  he  leant  his  face  against. 

With  ihe  other  hand  he  fondled  liU  moustache,  and 
thef€  was  a  suirietliing  so  Insolent  in  his  manner  (hat 
be  seemed  to  have  hjul  a  victorious  oireer  Among 
ffomen  who  offered  but  poor  resistance. 

Presertly  Susana  brought  one  of  the  htUe  tables 
out  of  the  TTCcpTJOD  room  and  set  it  alongside  Don 
Lui&,  ami  MarSa  brought  a  tiny  with  three  !^teaJning 
cops  of  diocolatc  and  a  Uttle  gUss  of  brandy.  Do6a 
Cama  brought  sponge  cakes  from  a  cupboard  in  the 
parlour,  and  ail  ttiree  pei^on&  drew  near  to  the  table. 

**  I  suppose/'  »atd  Don  Lui»,  addresiung  the  elder 
.lady,  "  tli^^t  iny  pretty  cousin  ha$  told  you  of  the  lime 
when  tffc  wcic  swc-ethcarts  f  " 

"  She  has  often  spoltcn  of  you/'  replied  Dona  Fdipti 
with  a  smik- 

"  What  a  Little  ba^  of  mUcbief  &he  was  I  '* 

Don  Luis  stroked  \m  moustache  ^tnd  looked  across 
at  his  cousin  with  a  roguish  laugh. 

*'  Uow  she  died  the  day  I  Left  Santa  Fc  I  '*  con- 
tinued the  captain, 

"  Of  course  I  did/'  answered  Cama  in  as  matter-of- 
fact  a  voice  as  poiiitble.  '  I  was  very  sorry  you 
slicjuld  ^o  to  the  wain/^ 

"And  not  for  aught  cbe?'' 

*■  We  n'crc  both  of  us  diildren  ; 
baicly  fourteen  ycar^  of  age/' 

'' |Ca^acole4^l    Only   fourteen 
woman !  *' 

*'  1  was  in  short  pclUcoats/' 

*'  No  matter ;  you  had  a  waj'  of  making  love  that— 
I  oiramba  t  it  warms  a  man's  heart  to  think  al>out/' 

Here  the  Gaajd^man  burst  into  a  hearty  lit  oE 
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laughter,  and  ?^i(ting  upright  in  his  chair  tapped  tlie 
crimson  check  of  his  cou^  ^-ith  the  back  of  liis  hand. 
*'  But  you  were  telling  us  aboat  Carnisco,  cousm," 
said  Carna. 

"  Ah !  To  be  sure !  So  at  last  they  haw  made 
a  barracks  of  Civil  Guards  in  Saiita  Fe,  not  beforic  it 
was  ^wanted,  and  here  am  T,  sent  do^vn  with  a  company 
ciglity  strong,  h^f  of  them  old  Gtiards,  half  of  them 
picked  veterans  from  Filipinas,  like  myself,  drafted 
into  tlic  Guards,  and  ivith  a  mcntl/s  inalructioD  in 
their  nt^vt  du1fe«»  nrw  uniforms,  iind  dean  faci^,  Gw! ! 
Its  a  pretty  umfomi,  say  what  the>'  will !  " 

He  smacked  his  thigh  and  laughed,  sarveying  his 
glittering  fficin^  of  scarlet  and  gold,  his  white  pipe- 
clayed breeches  ajid  black  cloth  gattcrs  with  evident 
satisfaction. 

*'WcIl,"  he  resumed,  twirling  his  neat  moustache, 
'*  our  friend  Canasco  has  becii  di3tine:ui!ihinf;  himself 
of  late.  I  Caracoles !  1  believe  I  half  admire  the  beggar 
for  his  pluck  !  Who  else  would  ever  dare  to  ambuali 
a  sqtuid  of  Infantry  with  fix**d  bayonets/' 

"Ambush  it  ?((ju<id  of  InJantry!"  uned  Cama. 
'*Aj"c!    That  he  did  I     iNifias!     Good-evening  I 
What  is  this  one's  name  ?  *' 

The  question  was  addressed  to  Conchita,  for  the 
three  maids  had  stolen  fonvard  and  were  listening  to 
the  news- 

"  Conchita,  your  servant,**  said  that  damsel,  making 
her  bow. 
"  And  the  one  behind  vo\i } '' 
"Maria." 

"  And  ihe  one  in  the  dark  ?  '* 
"Susana" 

''  Well,  Concliitd,"  said  the  captain,  lolluig  Uick 
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uDtn  the  chair  threatened  to  fall  over,  "  I  tbick  you 
are  the  bestlookini;  of  the  three,  unless  it  be  the  one 
in  the  d;irlc,  or  the  other  one  behind  you," 

At  ihi^  there  wks  a.  general  titter.  Cama  uniled, 
and  t)ie  girls,  thus  encoLiiagt*d,  drew  nA^Tf.r  tuiil  Vp'aitf.d 
to  hicar  the  ne^'s. 

The  captain  compUccntly  blew  a  vrhifi  of  smoke 
towards  the  moon,  let  his  choir  fall  upr^ht  with  a  jerk, 
and  weot  on  with  his  story. 

"  Well,  my  Lord  Carrasco  gets  to  hear  that  Ggvwti* 
ineail  l>i)IUon  hiis  tiindwl  ;it  Citlij:,  and  iJiat  the  orders 
arc  'quick,  march/  through  Jcr^r  and  up  countT>',  by 
day  or  by  right,  with  eight  bayonet*!  in  front  and  eight 
b^ind.  Ho  carU  away  the  [.tndlord  and  ften*ants  o( 
the  Posada  dt  h  Cucsta  up  into  the  hills,  takeft  their 
place  with  twenty  of  his  men,  and  when  the  convny 
€omcs  up  Utc  at  night,  there  you  arc !  The  laadJord 
with  Im  arms  akimbo,  the  hangers-on  nibbing  their 
eyes  and  grumbling,  a  couple  oi  lads  fallen  asleep  on 
Uie  bench  in  front,  and  half  a  doien  guest*  singing 
StguidiUas  to  a  guitar.  '  Genltenien,  you  are  kindly 
welcome,'  »ap  the  ht«t,  and  so  Ihcy  wer«." 

The  captain  p<tu5cd  to  look  round  him  and  slap  his 
leg  and  Inugh. 

■*  So  th&>^  were,  lo  be  sure  1  In  walks  llic  lieutenant 
firet.  gets  to  the  end  of  the  long  dark  passage,  and--^ 

J  MS  I" 

The  women  gave  a  stifled  acream. 

*'  ^\llat  r  kiUed  him  }  "  aaked  Cama. 

"  f^o !  Carrasco  l^n't  fond  of  blood.  Only  when 
there's  no  other  nay^  mind  you.  Gagg«d  and  bound 
htm,  with  a  blankv^t  ovc*r  h\%  hrad  1  Six  bandits  ^and' 
ing  flat  agaiiisi  the  |>ass;%c  on  eadi  side  1  ** 

^MJcsiifll" 
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Come  along,  sir,*  says  the  landlord,  walking  on 
through  the  inn,  and  the  sergeant  follows  nextj  think- 
ing he  was  speaking  to  the  lieutenant,  when— i  zsa  I 
Number  two  I  " 

•*  I  Qu6  barbaridad  I  " 

"  And  after  that,  number  three,  four,  five,  six,  until 
tiit^y  canit  to  the  last  man.  Ami  all  done  so  neatly 
tliat  Ulc  la^t  was  just  as  niuch  surprised  as  tlie  ^rst. 

"  And  they  do  say  that  Cairasco  and  hi*  mcai  $at 
them  round  the  room  m  sacks,  dl  bound  with  ropes, 
and  gavo  them  soup  and  wine,  which  they  all  took, 
and  enjoyed  the  fun,  except  the  lieutenant  and  the 
sergeant,  who  were  wondering  whether  they'd  better 
turn  brigands,  or  go  back  to  CSdiz  and  be  stiot. 

"  And  next  morning,  betore  dawn,  of!  went  Carrasco 
and  his  devils  on  mules,  carr>'ing:  the  arms  and  boots 
of  the  soldiers  and  two  hui:idredwoight  of  gold  and 
silvi^i.  witli  a  *  Good-morning  to  yon,  Sefiores,  ;ind  I 
trust  wc  haven't  inconvenienced  you  ! '  " 

Loud  exclamations  from  the  audience. 

"Oh,  that's  nothing!  Hc*fi  a  dc\'cr  fox,  is  Car- 
rosco.  Mind  you,  the  Civil  Guard  wouldn't  take  a 
pleasure  in  hunting  him  if  he  wrrifCt,  eh  ?  Wliy,  they 
say  he  has  iiis  chapel  up  in  the  mountains,  iji  a  cave 
all  glittering  witli  stalactites,  and  a  priest,  and  a  lady- 
love more  beautiful  than  a  rose  on  a  May-day  morning. 
\  Caracoles  1  TtuU  he  has !  But  not  half  so  pretty 
OS  j^u,  cousin/* 

Cama  gave  a  :«1ighl  start  of  virxatiun, 

"Ha!  ha!  ha!''  laughed  the  captain,  who  had 
always  iound  coarse  comphmeuts  acceptable  in  Manila, 
"  Do  you  rem«mbcr,  cousin,  the  day  when  you  canic 
to  me  with  a  peach  between  your  teeth  and  your  hands 
beliind  your  hack,  and  bade  ine  »ee  who  t:ould  bite  the 
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bigger  half,  and  at  hM  the  peach  fell  out  of  our  tnoutha 
for  laughing  ? " 

'*Ko!*'  said  Dofia  Cama,  hiding  as  much  of  her 
iacc  as  possible  behind  her  cup  of  chocotatc- 

"  Nor  yet  the  day  when  ycju  icil  into  the  sea  ofi  a 
slippery  rock,  how  I  carried  you  home  to  my  mother 
with  a  sprained  ankle  ?  And  I  fetched  your  dry 
clothes,  :iiid  Itevl  the  bandages  round  your  ankle? 
Do  you  rctnrmbcr  ?  " 

"  1  cannot  remember/*  said  Dona  Cama. 

'*  I  Caracoles  f  "  laughed  the  Guardsman,  "  you 
have  a  devilish  poor  memory  I  But  I  will  tell  you  of 
000  thing  more  that  you  cannot  have  forgotten." 

Don  Luk  leant  over  the  arm  of  his  chair  nf-arrst  to 
DoAa  Caniu.  He  seemed  to  take  some  pt&^ure,  or  to 
have  some  purpoM,  in  publishing  these  facts.  He 
looked  bard  into  Dona  Cama's  cy<.t^  and  she,  though 
blnfihing,  met  his  gajce  unfiinchingly,  and  with  a  dis- 
pleasure behind  her  nervous  smilr  whicli  no  ont-  might 
mistake. 

*'  TeLl  me  you  have  forgotten  what  was  our  love 
signal,  how  you  had  a  shawl  of  Manila.  ycUow  on  one 
side  Willi  red  and  ^^reen  flowers,  and  red  on  the  other 
side  with  gtevn  flowers  and  yellow.  Tell  me  you  have 
forgotten  tlmt  the  nights  I  was  to  come  courting  you 
at  thcwindcm'it  WRsyourcustoin  to  liang  this  shawl  ot 
Manila  over  your  balcony.  When  the  shawl  v,as  huiig 
with  the  ytUow  ground  outside,  1  was  to  come  to  your 
window  before  ^s  4mmas,  for  you  were  alone,  and 
when  it  iva*  hung  with  the  red  ground  outside,  I  wn^ 
to  i;ome  afff:  niidiiight,  whc_n  y^ur  p;ireQls  wei^  astccp, 
and  to  wait  in  silc-nce  till  you  came  to  your  balcony. 
And  there  wc  would  dtand  making  love  for  hours  and 
hoUT^.u-liE^pmng along  tlle^pcput,  Hawyou  forgotten?" 
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"Thii,"  said  Dora  Carna,  nwng  hoUy  from  her 
diair,  **  I  rciDcmbcr  least  of  all/* 

When  Ctima  made  this  reply  the  captain  Iiuk'^^ 
more  loudly  than  cvar  and  turned,  with  a  hand  on  each 
arm  of  his  chair^  to  watch  her  as  she  walked  across  (he 
patio,  and  did  not  tail  to  notice  how  she  stamped  her 
little  foot. 

"  y\t  apjjcar."  said  Dona  Felipa>  "  to  have  h^hted 
upon  a  topic  which  h  not  quite  acceptable.  Tell  me, 
I  pray  you»did  you  come  across  Uie  JamUy  oi  Alvarez 
in  Madrid — I  mean  the  Alvarex  of  Siinta  Ftf  ?  '* 

"  No,  Scnora,  I  never  had  that  pleasure,"  replied  tlie 
captain  shortly,  and  rising  from  his  chair  went  alter 
Caxna  to  make  his  pcacc>  The  girls  walked  ofi  to  the 
kitchen. 

It  would  appear  that  the  Guardsman  had  made 
amejids  for  hk  piesumpiion,  for  piesenlly  C;ima  re- 
turned to  the  table  nnd  s,>t  do^-n.  Whether  \w, 
apologizedi  or  whether  Cama  bethought  her  (tint  it 
was  uncousinly  to  show  bad  temper  to  the  traveller 
juft  returned,  she  gave  no  sign  of  bearing  him  any 
malice. 

■*WcU,  you  were  telling  me  about  the  diligence, 
cousin,"  said  Carna,  when  they  sat  down  again. 

"  Aye !  So  this  lady,  who  was  a  marquesa,  sat  down 
by  the  roadside  to  ay.  Up  comes  Carrasco,  sees  she 
Is  mortal  pretty  and  mllier  young.  'Seflora/  says  he, 
'  have  any  of  my  fellows  insulted  you  ?  '  '  No,  Senor/ 
^y$  the  marqucsa,  sobbing  \xry  hard  and  looking 
up  nt  him,  '  but  you've  taken  my  court  dre^.  aad 
I  filial]  destroy  myself.^  '  Pish  I  Tliat  is  easily 
remedied/  says  Canasco,  and  orders  them  to  re&tore  it, 
to  set  her  on  a  mule  with  her  belongings,  and  to  escort 
her  neaily  into  Cordoba,  biddini^  her  adhs,  anil  sweep- 
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tug  off  Iiis  hat  wTth  '  an  expression  ol  Ihe  keenest 
ruegrel  that  the  present  unhappy  condition  of  society 
[dunild  oompel  htm  to  earn  hi^  living  in  a.  mannt^r  that 
Fquarrellod  witli  hia  better  in5tiiict±i/  Ha!  bixl  ha  I 
Faith,  dial's  so  good  a  joke,  cousin.  1  must  b^vt  some 
more  brandy  to  it  I  " 

Hie  Gu;ml»nan  then  took  out  his  tobacocace 
and  m^dc  himself  another  cigarette,  whilst  Cama 
poured  out  the  brandy, 

"  WcU  I  well !  '*  said  he  in  a  somewhat  lovrcr  tone, 
and  R^aiiig  down  at  his  busy  Jin^ers,  "  so  my  poor 
uncle's  gone  I  Well,  one  cannot  live  for  everl  And 
!to  now  you  are  rich,  and  I  mustn't  look  at  you !  " 

He  glanced  at  her  half  thoughtlully,  but  with  a  bold 
lustre  in  his  eye.  Cavnti  cn^idc  a  flight  grimace,  as  ^rho 
should  say,  "  Why  do  you  insist  upon  annoying  me  ?  '* 

Aiter  puffing  for  a  tew  miDutes  in  eilenoe  Von  Luis 
asked  thi-m  to  bring  bim  d  lamp,  and  picking  ttp  tlie 
parcel  that  he  had  brought  vnth  him,  commenced  to 
untie  the  string, 

Susana  came  with  an  oil  lamp  and  held  it  up,  sup- 
porting her  elbow  witli  one  hand  and  looking  Cowards 
this  mystery  with  evident  curiosity. 

Pre^iiUy  the  shing  came  unduue,  mid  there  fdl 
out  of  the  parcel— what  ? 

Why,  the  mo5t  glorious  sdk  shawl  of  Manila  that 
the  sun  ever  shone  upon,  worth  nine  or  ten  tlioinand 
reaJs,  and  shining  like  gold  in  the  lamplight,  so  tliat 
StisaoA  and  tlw  two  servants  in  the  kitchen  doorway 
called  out  "Oh— h— h!"  and  even  Dofla  Fclipa 
uttered  a  word  ol  admiration.  The  side  oJ  the  shawl 
they  looked  upon  had  a  fijoundwork  ot  richest  yellow, 
witfi  Howlers  worked  by  hand  In  red  and  white  and 
green, 
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^'  Now,"  said  Don  Luis,  Inughing  at  theii  surprise, 
•' hide  Ihc  lamp/' 

Susann  took  the  lamp  away  and  Looked  back  long- 
ingly at  the  shawl  from  over  her  shoulder. 

"  Look  1  *'  said  Don  Luis. 

And  when  they  gared  upon  the  shawl  m  the  rijoon- 
l^ht  Ihe  wann  cduui  had  all  gone  out  of  it.  but  there 
was  a  pcci^sAr  sheen,  especially  vlicn  viewed  at  an 
angle,  which  was  neither  silver,  nor  yellow,  nor  purple, 
>-ot  all  these  effects  were  visible,  according  to  tlie  folds 
one  looked  upon- 

'*  Now,"  said  Don  Luis.  "  bring  back  the  bmp." 

And  when  Susana  came  willingly  back  he  almost 
blew  the  hght  cut  with  &  sudden  Houri&h  oi  the  shawl, 
whicli  he  turned  in  mid-air  as  a  bull-*iphter  turns  his 
red  cloak,  and  behold  I  there  wa%  displayed  a  ground- 
work  SD  vividly  crimson  that  th(-  [Kidfico  blossoms 
would  have  looked  dull  beside  it»  and  every  one  cned 
"  Oh— h— h  I  "  again. 

Tliis  side  ot  the  shawl  veas  embroidered  with  flowers 
in  yellow  and  white  and  green. 

After  they  had  feastt'd  their  eyes  upon  it  sufficiently, 
said  Don  Luis — "So  much  for  the  exliibitiou.  Now, 
then,  we  come  to  putting  it  on." 

And  he  handed  the  shawl  to  Dofia  Cama,  w*ho  knew 
vtry  well  for  whom  the  present  was  intended,  and, 
being  a  daughter  of  Eve,  was  greatly  dauled  by  tin; 
fintTy,  yet  fcagnrd  not  to  understand, 

So  first  of  all  Susana  tried  it  on,  and  cut  a  fine  figure 
in  it,  with  her  arms  akimbo  and  her  loot  put  timUy 
forward ;  then  Maria  took  it  from  her,  and  gave  her 
back  the  lamp. 

But  Maria,  iu  her  eagerneis,  fumbled  with  it,  and 
the  shawl  cautght  on  a  button,  and  even  when  she  had 
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it  into  position  it  looked  hardly  right,  so  that 
Concliita  r^ll  to  laughing. 

Tlicn  DoAa  Cainap  with  her  eyes  ^low,  lifted  the 
shawl  trcm  MarfA*^  shoulders,  and,  stepping  aaide* 
skiing  it  rouDd  her  fifrure,  ^[look  it  this  way  and  that, 
pinned  it  acrotis  her  breast,  ^id  in  n  trice  the  willing 
rilk  !i3d  fiillen  into  h  shape  of  sweet  repose,  every  fold 
a  poem  .ind  cvvry  fltJwrr  3  scng. 

Dona  Cama  stood  proudly  before  them  aJl  with  her 
head  thrown ^back  and  her  b%'cly  neck  caressed  by  the 
blood-red  frinfie,  her  hands  upon  her  hips,  and  h«r 
body  slightly  s\Taying  from  side  to  side. 

Then  everybody  cried  *^  \ OU !  \di6\  "  and  dapped 
their  hand^i,  ^t\d  the  Guardsman,  who  ;it  fir^t  had 
looked  on  sikntly  smd  fascinated,  strode  across  the 
patio,  and  coming  ciose  to  Cama,  with  a  face  that  was 
very  serious  and  eye*  that  looked  fierce,  whispered 
to  her—* 

**  Blcsfcd  be  the  mother  that  bore  thcc !  Pearl  ol 
pearls,  and  rose  of  roses,  the  day  tliou  tcll'st  mc  our 
love  h^th  ended,  all  men  shall  go  in  black,  and  the  sun 
shall  lie  abed,  the  streeu  shall  be  covered  with  a  pall, 
and  San  Pedro  shall  lose  the  k^  to  the  gatea  ol 
heaveii ! " 

When  Dona  Cama  felt  the  hot  breath  of  the  Guards^ 
man  upon  her  check,  she  cast  ofl  the  shawl  and  threw 
it  on  to  a  chair.  Even  before  he  spoke  the  reaction 
of  her  impulse  had  set  in^  and  the  colour  mounting 
in  hcT  check  told  that  ^le  was  ashamed  of  this  sud- 
den vanity,  half  play  and  half  bravado  tliough  it 
was. 

But  a  good  housewife  never  Jacks  distractions  where- 
with to  cloak  her  feelings,  and  Cama  humed  away 
with  Conchita  to  the  kitcltcn,  followed  by  the  kitten, 
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rlHCh,  ha%'in£  patiently  sat  out  die  clicnrotate,  faw 
of  hot  euppcr.  For  M^rU  was  f:mnin^  ihe 
charcoal  into  a  red  glcw,  which  was  rcflrctcd  from  Uic 
c&rthcn  pipkin  on  to  her  face  and  arms,  and  a  stc^m 
ol  something  bubbling  canic  tioating  into  the  patio, 
ipped  itself  round  the  itoetrils  of  Don  Liii£,  and  said 
very  plainly,  "'  Be  off,  tor  the  girls  want  supper/* 

lAlien  Don  l.iiis  dqiaried,  Carna  thanked  biro  for 
hia  present,  and  let  hhn  kiss  her  cheek,  but  he  caui^ht 
hot  Hltlc  hand  and  aiid  lo  her— 

"Do  you  undcrst;irKl,  pretty  cousin,  why  I  liave 
brought  yon  a  shawl  of  Manila  ?  ^Miy,  iorsootli,  in 
pider  thaL  you  might  hang  it  over  your  balcony  as 
you  used  to  yeare  ago-" 

WTicn  she  heard  this  she  cried  to  him  shortly 
"  J  Adios  I  "  and  pullmg  away  her  hand,  ran  back  into 
the  patio,  where  Conchila,  Su&ana,  and  Maria  wiere 
l>:iwing  ihr  sliawl  through  their  fingers  with  many 
exclamations,  and  Di*im  Fellp-i  w:i?i  looking  on 
amused. 

"  To  possess  this  shawl,"  ssiid  Suaana,  '*  what  would 
QOt  a  body  do }  *^ 

'^  \  Ay  bija ! "  sighed  M^rla,  sinking  on  the  floor 
beside  the  chair,  '*  to  be  mi=;tres*i  of  that  shawl  t% 
worth  twenty  thousand  journeys  to  the  top  of  Calvary 
with  pebbles  in  thy  shoes,'" 

*'  1  had  sooner  be  married  to  it  than  to  the  hand- 
somest man  in  all  Sania  Fe,*'  said  Conchita. 

"  1  Ea !  And  if  one  might  marry  the  man  and  the 
iihaw)  at  the  same  timt*  >  *' 

And  they  all  laughed  and  glanced  At  Dofia 
Caroa. 

"Tills  shawl,"  said  Dofia  Carna  with  u  i;mile, 
picking  up  the  garment  and  taking  it  towards  the 
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kmp,  "  is  the  symbol  of  vanity.  It  is  the  ^  whereby 
men  calch  such  gilly  birds  as  you-  '  To  marry  the 
man  and  tlie  shawl  at  the  some  time  *  must  mean  that 
one  muriei  Che  man  to  get  theshawK  ;  Ay  !  There 
isn't  4vri(-  fjf  yim  hut  what  would  wed  a  man  to-mont>w 
(or  such  a  dowry,  you  geese,  and  all  the  wise  saws  in 
S«nta  Fc  could  not  prevent  it.  not  even  that  one  about 
iffoddiiigs/' 

Ckmt^ ;  "  Which  one,  Sefiora  ?  " 

Ciirtia  (laughing):  "*  Mother,  wliat  kind  of  thing 
is  thH  marrying  ? '  *' 

CJwrus  :  '' '  Daughter,  'tis  to  spin,  to  bear  children. 
and  to  cry  your  eyes  out.'  " 

Canta :  " ;  £a  I  I  see  you  know  it.  But  it  seems  to 
me  that  proverbs  ^re  like  frieniU,  ;tnd  familiarity 
breeds  contempt.  Well,  grt  to  your  supper  and  chase 
away  such  vanities  with  a  wooden  spoon.  Mucli  have 
you  prohtcd  by  the  talc  1  told  you  orI>-  an  hour  ogo. 
Not  one  of  you  could  p^ss  a  mirror  without  turning  her 
head/' 

Conchita  :  "  And  you,  Seilora,  who  liav€  more 
reason  ?  " 

Camai  ''Be  off  with  yout  'One  eye  on  the 
frying-pan^  the  other  on  the  cat/    ]  Anda ! "' 

But  DoBa  Cania  was  not  very  angry. 

Wliilst  the  girls  were  linishing  their  ^uj^ver,  the  door 
of  tlic  patio  wa:«  opened  and  there  entered  the  ftame 
Tfo  Patas  whom  vvc  have  already  met  in  the  barber's 
shop,  liis  clothes  a  trifle  less  pretentious,  his  stooping 
shoulders  with  the  weight  of  several  more  years  upon 
them,  his  eye*i  as  restless  and  as  ferrel-Iike  as  evpt. 

On  (he  ilpaih  u(  Don  RajniJii  rmiu/iW  the  Jesuits 
recommended  him  to  Dofta  Canui  to  guard  the  house 
He  slept  in  an  outhouse,  of  wfiicli  tlicrc  wrrc  sn-crai. 
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attended  to  the  poultry  and  tlii^  liorseg,  pruned  the 
trees  in  the  orchard  and  looked  afier  die  garden. 

In  the  daj'B  of  Don  Ram6n  labour  was  alwiiya  avafl- 
able  from  the  sugar  factory  of  La  Aurora,  but  Doiia 
Cama  b&d  no  active  interest  in  the  works  since  her 
father  died. 

Sometimes,  when  heavy  goods  had  to  be  purchased, 
Tin  Patx*i  did  the  niaik«iing.  either  accompanied  by 
Maria*  or  ^donr.  On  thi<^  jvarticiilar  evening  he  had 
come  back  heavily  laden.  From  liis  left  arm  hung  a 
bosket  lull  of  groceries  and  oddments,  on  his  back  was 
half  a  ditch  of  pork  atl  ready  for  curing,  and  to  balance 
thi«  flitch,  a  bog  of  salt  kept  crompcmy  with  ;i  ba^f  of 
flour,  the  two  of  Ihcm  colliding  when  he  walkcdn  He 
clo9cd  the  door,  and,  coming  towards  Dou^  Cama, 
took  off  his  high-crowned  hat  and  wiped  bis  forehead. 

"This>  indeed,  is  the  way  to  leam  to  sweat,'*  said 
he, 

*'  Have  you  got  the  cinnanion  ?  "  ask»l  Doua  Cama, 
poking  her  foreiinger  into  tlie  flitcli  and  closely  peering 
at  it, 

"Yes,  Senoral'* 

'^  And  the  boots-*-are  they  mended  ?  "  ^ked  Dofi 
Fdipa. 

".\bo!*' 

"  And  how  much  did  the  cobbler  charge  ?  " 

"  That  >^u  shaU  sec." 

Wherewith  he  produced  from  one  pocket  a  strip  of 
brown  paper  in  which  were  many  holes  pridced  with  a 
wooden  tooth-pick.  After  holdtog  this  up  to  the 
light,  in  which  position  it  looked  like  the  constcUatton 
of  Cancer  set  in  a  chocolate  sky,  he  annoimced 
that  the  soleuig  and  heding  bad  cost  twenty 
pesetas. 
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.  Ay  Dios  mlo !  **  cried  Dofla  Felipa.  holding  up 
her  hands. 

"Calm  yourself,  Sedora;  I  must  be  looking  &t  the 
floui." 

"The  flour r*  said  DoM  Cama.  "Twenty-five 
pesetas  of  flour!  Mnn,  you  ^rt  beside  yourself!  It 
would  need  an  ass  to  carry  so  mudi  floitr." 

"Then,  Scnora,  dearly  it  cannot  be  the  flour, 
t  Ajt  I  I  havL-  it  1  The^  holes  arc  only  t^uthings. 
They  are  the  salt," 

"  ;  Hombre  !  A  fine  account  we  are  going  to  cast 
if  thbt  is  the  btf^imimK-" 

"  Nay,  then,  I  have  it  at  bst.    I  vtah  near  the  truth 
in  tl-LC  beginning ;  one  barrel  hit  the  mark  and  the  other; 
went  aiield.    They  arc  pc&etas^  Senora,  and  it  i&  thi 
pork/' 

"  How  many  pouiub  arc  there  ?  " 

"  Twenty  butcher*s  pounds,  and  tlic  scale  fell  over 
like  a  coach  with  the  wheel  come  off/' 

Dojto  Coma  made  a  colculaticn,  frowned  pensively 
and  went  over  it  once  again, 

'Why,  this,"  said  fthe,  '*  works  out  at  five  real^  a 
]K>t]iid,      [  Hornhre !  I  do  not  hkc  yoTir  bargain  I  " 

''  Tbb  comes  of  letting  him  buy  the  things  alone/' 
said  Dona  Fclipa. 

"  1  Dio5  mSo  I  And  a  meal  worm  in  Uic  flour  I" 
cried  Maria,  who  had  come  from  the  kitchen  to  view 
tlie  purcTiase^,  and  was  plunging  her  hand  into  the 
l^our  li;tg. 

'"  Pish  *^  excLiimed  T!o  Patas  with  an  angry 
grimace,  "  They  arc  finding  worms  enough  without 
you  dif^ing  for  them/' 

**  It  is  my  own  fault  for  not  choosing  the  Uiinga 
mysetf,"  wud  DoAa  Cama,  with  a  sigh  of  regret. 
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When  Tfo  Patas  hcnrd  tlicso  words  he  cast  down  all 
his  burdens,  and  liiming  his  eyes  towards  heaven 
struck  himself  upon  the  bosom,  once,  twice,  and  thrice. 
This  sigmficd  that  all  joy  had  |;onc  out  of  Uic.  and  the 
sooner  some  one  stuck  a  knife  into  him  the  better  for 
hi^  peace  of  mind. 

ThcwoTrien-folk^williOUt  rt-gnrding  him,  went  through 
the  various  pnrrhi»SCT,  tasted,  pinchiKl.  and  smelt  (lie 
crtlablcs,  tried  on  Ihc  mended  shoes,  and  nibbled  at 
the  cinnamon. 

Tlie  loudest  critic  was  tlw*  cook,  who,  nil  oblM- 
ous  of  tlie  scathing  look  that  Tlo  Patas  aimed  At 
her  iilon^j  his  heavy  no*e,  complained  impartially  of 
€\'eTythiii|;  &nd  hoped  it  might  be  a  le^^Mm  to  the 
sebora  "to  use  a  more  trusty  messenger  next  time." 

M&uiwhiJe  Dofia  Cama  sat  dOA-n  VL'ith  papci'  mzicJ 
pencil,  whilst  Su^na  fetclicd  the  scales,  and  having 
receivrd  tho  change  brgan  to  makr  her  recWfjming, 

Tlo  Patfls  sidled  towards  her,  and  bending  down 
with  the  lamplight  on  his  leering  face,  scratched  his 
grizzled  chin  and  said  in  an  undertone — 

'1  have  news  for  you.  Whom  (hUik  you  tli^^t  1 
s^aw  this  evening  on  my  way  ffon^  the  mill  ?  Wliy.  Don 
^Hi^  Gonjtile:*,  your  hundsome  roiisin,  \  Caiauiha ! 
What  a  gallant  gentleman,  and  how  anxiously  he 
asked  after  yon>  There  was  a  look  in  his  eyes  w]icn 
your  name  wason  his  lips  that— a  thing  quite  indescrib- 
able. He  looka  like  a  prince  and  he  has  the  manners 
of  an  emperor.  He  shook  me  by  the  hand  right 
brotherly." 

At  this  pCHut  the  girls,  all  laughing,  began  to  carry 
the  half  flitch  of  bacon  to^vnids  the  kitchen.  DcAa 
Cama  rose  and  follow^d^lhem,  williout  replying. 

DoJia  Felipa,  who  had   come  near  in  the  shadow 
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o!  the  onuige  bush,  watched  tbem  disappear.  thcD 
turned  her  f^yes  upon  Tfo  Pataa,  and  nobody  in  that 
moment  would  have  thought  thiit  those  eyes  were 
sleepy. 

'*  When  he  shook  yoor  haiKl,  bicnd/'  said  Dotia 
Fcl^  angrily,  "  how  much  did  he  leave  in  it  ?  ** 

*'iS<florat" 

"  Enough  of  hypocrisy  !     Wlio  sent  yon  here  ?  " 

The  old  woman's  brow  wiis  gathering  in  a  frown, 
and  her  aspect  wtis  &lino5t  mcnitcini!. 

"  Who  sent  me  here  >    The  Jesuit  Fcither^  I  " 

"And  when  Padre  Martinet  «ent  you  hither,  did 
lie  tell  yon  to  niTiLnge  a  match  for  Don;i  Carna  ?  " 

"  Sefioni,  you  mist.ike  luy " 

"  I  mistake  nothing.  I  take  you  to  be  a  thieving 
ungrateful  old  h>*pocrite.  '  You  keep  no  goats,  Don 
Ralero;  when?,  then,  do  you  get  >'our  kids  > '  Man, 
you  had  better  go  hang  yoursell  before  you  meddle 
ill  niatteni  lieyond  your  ken,  A  wt^id  from  nme  to 
P^e  Martinex  und — liolJ  TOur  tongue  1  Snivel 
and  look  ahecpt^h,  it  i»  yoor  forte !  " 

Dona  Oima  and  the  servants  come  back  into  the 
patio. 

"  And  now."  said  DoAa  Felipa,  "  to  prayers,  for 
hs  thumas  have  sounded  an  hour  ago  and  morc^* 

Forthwith  the  nuin  and  the  6ve  women  all  knelt 
down  in  the  patio  in  the  moonlight  and  bo^'cd  their 
lieads  tu  prayer. 

Tliere  wa»  a  look  ol  iriost  ethereal  purity  in  the  face 
of  Duna  C;trna  whrn  ^}ic  breathed  the  SavioiirS  name, 
and  when  site  tamed  her  dosed  eyelids  towards  the 
moon  and  clasped  her  hands  in  front  of  her  no  pbysiog- 
nomiftt  could  tiave  read  in  that  countenance  one  letter 
that  spoke  not  of  feix'Ottr  and  of  holy  \ov^ 
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Each  then  ^islKd  the  others  good-night,  the  maidiv 
sayiDi;  "  Way  you  sleep  welJ  1  "  to  the  two  L'idies,  who 
reeled  *'  Tliaiik*  J    And  you  idio !  " 

Susanit  bollifd  ihe  door  ol  the  patio  ou  Tio  Patas 
who  sought  his  Lttle  den  above  the  stable  and  lighted 
a  rush-lamp. 

Going  to  the  worm-eaten  trap-door  he  closed  it 
gently,  bolted  it,  and  chuckled — 

"  Lock  your  door,  to  keep  your  neighbour  honest ! 
Nuw  let  us  see,  Itt  us  see '* 

Rummaging  in  hb  pockeU  he  first  puUed  out  the 
piece  oi  brown  paper  stubbed  vnth  holes,  rolled  it 
contemptuously'  into  a  little  ball  and  tlicked  it  out  of 
the  window  with  his  thumb,  thrusting  out  his  tongue 
the  while  and  winking  at  the  Great  Bear,  amid  which 
constellatiou  the  missile  seemed  to  have  lost  itself. 

He  then  drew  liom  his  pockets  some  fifty  reals  in 
silver  and  copper,  and  placing  them  on  a"  bench  began 
sepaiating  them  into  two  piles  left  and  right. 

He  seemed  in  some  doubt  as  to  whetlier  the  last  coin 
of  all  belonged  to  the  left  hand  pile  or  to  Ihe  right*  and 
ECTatched  his  long  nose  with  it.  EvcDtualJy  he  placed 
it  on  the  left. 

'*  jEa  I  *'  he  said  at  last,  with  a  wave  of  his  hand, 
addrcs^ng  an  imaginary'  audience,  "  Come  and  look, 
Sefiores !  This  pile  of  thirty  on  tlie  right  was  given 
ne  by  the  captain :  this  pile  of  t\^%nty-one  on  the  left 
was  giN'en  me  by  the  butcher.  The  one  is  a  produce 
of  love,  the  other  oi  pork/' 

This  speech  seemed  to  please  him  'Wry  much,  for  he 
several  tiuies  dapped  his  h^nds  upon  hi?>  knees  and 
chuckled  to  himself- 

"On  the  whole/'  said  he  at  length,  "with  aB  due 
defcience  to  tlie  Jesuits  in  general,  and  to  Dona 
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Lobbcrdiops  in  particulAT.  the  io\'c  comes  out  better 
than  the  pork/'  And  havmg  hidden  the  money  in  a 
flower-pot  undomeath  a  board  he  cro££>«d  himtrclf  in 
the  name  of  Nuestra  Seftora  del  Camwrn,  blc*  out  the 
lamp,  and  tluew  }ib:is^t  upcin  a  bundle  o[  straw. 

In  IcM  tlum  ten  minutes  t}ie  sUcnt  moon  wa3  looking 
down  upon  a  sleeping  household.  In  the  patio  re- 
sounded the  measured  snore  of  Dona  Felipa,  heard 
through  her  door  whirh  w:i«  left  ajar;  from  the  liable 
loft  camt^  thir  dnriN'r  bays  of  Tl^  Pnta^  and  a  drt!;uny 
skepy  murmuring  stole  upward  from  the  shore  where 
the  sea  was  playing  idly  iA-ith  the  pebbles  and  telling 
them  8ueh  things  di^  it  never  even  whispens  is  man's 
presence  in  the  daylight* 
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CHAPTER  XV 

Too  shftkea  :  my  own  w!^alatc»  fooh 
My  juJflSCul.  and  my  sijint  wlud*. 
Moved  from  benMtli  viiJi  doiitt  cind  f^^r." 


A  GERMAN  Protrstant  who  Lived  in  the  South  of 
Spain  wrote  home  to  his  friends  io  iS6o  that 
*'  In  U&laga  and  Scvilla  no  one  had  been  arrested 
hitherto,  for  it  seemed  as  though  the  Gov'emment 
were  a^d  to  admit  how  deeply  rooted  was  the 
inoveineiit  iigaiiist  tlie  Church  oi  Ronie.  Tlie  im- 
prisuJiment  of  Matafiiorce  ;ind  Alli^tma,  however,  liad 
brightened  many,  and  six  persons  tuid  JiJreiidy  fled  to 
CibniUar. ' 

The  year  1859  ^^  ^^^  ^^^  ^*  active  pcn^cution  of 
the  Proieslant*  by  the  P£ipb1»,  Th<r  colporteurs 
from  Gibmltar  were  seJ/ed  and  puiiislicd,  and  one 
tract  distributor  wa5  sent  to  phson  for  six  niontlis, 
wluht  Martin  E&calantc  was  thrown  into  gaol  lor 
selling  bibles  at  fairs. 

Using  Gibraltar  as  a  base  and  refuge,  the  missionary 
campaign  at  one  tinif  t}ircalene«l  to  invuKu  twu  n;iti(jiis 
in  a  co3t]y  Mh^.  Tlicdc  conditicnj«  brought  about  a  tem- 
porary coahtion  of  the  Black  Pope  wUh  the  White 
P<qpu.    However  half-hearted  the   Jesuits  may  be  in 
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llidr  liddtty  to  the  Pope  of  Roine,  no  &tauiichcr 
wurnors  ever  rally  to  his  fit^mdard  in  tim  hour  oi  a 
Protestant  a^^ult.  ThHr  battle  front,  more  than 
any  other,  has  roUed  back  the  tide  of  LutiiCHLnism  all 
ov«r  Europe. 

It  IS  saiid  tliat  in  ihdr  opm^air  nuv^tings  and  their 
secret  senices  alike,  the  ProtestaDt  agitators  pte* 
fcired  to  make  the  Jesuits  the  chief  butt  of  their  in- 
vective. 

When  it  lA  remembered  ttmt  many  of  tlie^e  preachei 
were  of  En^i&h,  Scotch  or  Gennan  extnictioD,  it  H 
hardly  to  be  wundrtrd  :it  that  thuji  }Jrt  ^ui<i|]^ithy  wa^ 
the  Je»uit,  for  he  had  held,  in  their  minds,  the  [KMition 
of  bogy-in-chicf  ever  amce  he  was  used  to  frighten  them 
in  tbeiT  cradles. 

It  is  not  perhaps  i^enerally  known  bow  well  organ- 
uced  tbh  campaagn  against  the  Jesuiu  became.  Seeing 
that  they  hadlnrdy  lelmnrcl  Eium  Iwfjity  ye^i^  of 
exile,  and  were  still  a  little  uneasy  in  Uieir  ahces.  it 
was  a  matter  of  %'ital  imporlance  to  them  that  the 
movement  should  be  chec):ed. 

This  they  prepared  to  do,  silently,  courteously  nnd 
in  coHfidrn^T^,  In  Santa  Fe  the  anti-J«uit  agitation 
was  more  dangerous  than  anywhere,  fox  it  was 
below  the  surlacc.  A  httlc  probing  sboiA'cd  the  com- 
pany that  the  strinfis  were  pulled  by  some  one 
having  a  knowledge  of  local  conditions.  They  there- 
fore suspected  that  a  Spaniard  was  at  the  bottom 
of  it. 

In  moat  otl)cr  places  it  had  merely  been  a  matter  of 
dealing  with  some  clumsy  foreign  missionary'  spenkin;; 
broken  Spanisb,  an  animal  tliat  fell  into  prison  wich  a 
tremendous  splasJi.  it  is  true,  but  without  the  pf?<>ple*s 
iymp^thy,    only  mart>Tized    and    cauoDiied    abroad. 
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EvoQ  Alhoma  and  Matamonw  had  ^led  indiscreetly 
and  ihunned  coaccaJmcnt. 
Santa  Fe  was  a  harder  nut  Xq  crack, 

Many  were  tl>E  conitnunicalions  that  passed  between 
Padre  Ignacio  and  the  l^ovincial  on  the  subject  of 
this  movement ;  many  were  the  conferences  b<;tween 
Padre  Ignaeio  and  his  tirst-lieutenant  as  to  the  rooti 
and  bottom  of  Uitt  Jangar. 

Padre  Ignado  held  th.it  it  wwuld  be  tirac  cnougli  to 
strike  when  the  turtle  stretched  out  its  }icad. 

"  it  has  cost  us  hard  toil  thi&  many  a  year  "  ssdd  he, 
"  to  regain  the  people's  confidence.  Even  yet  we  are 
hated.  Are  we  then  able  to  invite  opprobriiun,  to  prove 
ourselves  maJicioos  and  revengeful  ?  Shall  we  place  our- 
selves on  a  level  with  those  who  critickc  us  ?  Ought. 
wc  not  mthcr  to  show  ihc  world  tliat  the  Jesuit's  nkag- 
nanimttycan  allow  him  to  ignore  these  pin-pricke?'* 

To  these  opinions  the  Catalan  priest  would  listi 
with  bowed  head  und  folded  anus.     Yet  bis  own  vii 
were  very  dificrrnt  from  the  Rector's,  not  only  in  this 
respect  but  in  many  others. 

Padre  MarlLnej  in  most  things  wti*  an  ideal  Jesuit, 
as  Jesuit*  went  in  tho«  days  ol  steady  resistance  to  a 
rclentltrsa  foe,  yet  in  one  matter  he  was  dcficienl.  He 
had  failed  to  acquire  the  Jesuit's  power  of  submission 
to  a  superior  will,  in  action,  word  and  thought.  He 
was  Ea^oned  by  nature  to  command*  not  to  obey. 
He  could  not  suppress  his  mward  criticism  of  the 
R»:lor*s  policy  either  in  liltle  things  or  great.  There 
were  but  few  m:»tters  that  Padie  IgTiado  handled 
personally  without  his  lieutenant's  thinking  "All  I 
How  much  t>etter  had  he  acted  in  such-and-sucJi  a  way 
instead  I " 

Wlicn  E^adre  Ignacio's  motives  wore  too  subtle  for 
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hB  blunter  Intelligence  tie  ^hed  at  what  appeared  to 
liiiu  mere  weiikncs*  or  indecision. 

Vet  he  should  liavc  kno^n  more  than  fdt  others 
thut  the  Kcx:tor's  courtly  manner  was  never  r  &ig^  of 
vravtring,  that  the  blue  cyc&  could  gmilc  and  ^vt  be 
cold  to  him  as  steel,  itiat  friendly  argument  oi  a  vexed 
question  always  bad  Uiis  same  ending  —  tliat  *be 
Rector  would  be  left  gently  victorious  without  having 
uttered  u  single  word  too  loudiy,  wMst  he  himseii 
stood  seJI^dcfciatcd  by  the  lieat  of  his  own  blunt 
ent,  for  he  ulwa>^  lo«t  Aigitt  of  anyttiing  but 
one  main  is5uc  until  it  was  (fin  Uir,  imil  thrn  he 
d  realise  that  the  Rector  had  been  playing  with 
,  and  so  courteously  that  he  nc^xr  cr\cn  seemed  *o 
mock,  yet  Padre  Majtircj:  was  senailive  enough  to 
feel  thit  tlie  unseen  sneer  was  still  more  biting  than 
the  ineer  diiipluyed.  For  it  added  these  poignant 
hLslie^lri  iKwhi|xslocW — mcrry>  frirbearance,  and  *'  jumr 
soul,  youi  zeal  is  greater  than  your  wit " 

At  the  conclusion  of  these  "  conferences  "  the  Rector 
M-ould  turn  with  a  sigh  to  his  book,  whdst  the  ficcond 
in  command,  as  thoti^  suddenly  made  aware  by  the 
sharp  contrast  of  this  silence  that  his  own  argument 
had  been  puslied  a  iilllc  too  ruughly,  would  cross  his 
arma  and  bow  his  head  submiss^'dy.  in  apparent 
deference  id  Jesuit  discipline. 

Yet  he  stood  a  man  con\inced  against  his  will,  and 
hts  heart  always  revolted. 

tt  is  necessary  in  most  cases,  wh^n  a  man  grows  to 
hate  bis  neiglibour,  tluit  Itie  neighbour  shall  have  done 
bun  hurt.imagtDaryor  otherwise.  Not  so  with  Padre 
Martinet.  In  the  slow  marcli  of  time  the  utter  want 
of  sympathy  bct^-ecn  these  two  men  had  opened  a 
wide  bread). 
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This  question  oi  the  &nti-Jcsuit  mcA-cment  in 
Santa  Fe  was.  far  txceUence,  the  point  upon  which  the 
two  iadiers  most  seriously  iiis^re«d.  Padro  Martmcz, 
when  usked  to  speak,  would  aits\«t^r — 

'*  Via  Cfxonot  be  more  hftted  than  wc  arc.  We  owe 
our  position  Jiere  to  tlie  powers  that  be.  and  to  our  owm 
right  han<k.  Oiir  entirniefi  ore  not  made  of  the  ^tuijf 
that  yields  to  love — they  are  built  of  <iK'h  part^  a^ 
cringe  tw  a  man  when  they  fear  him.  They  sneer  at 
the  olive  branch,  but  they  kiss  the  hand  that  holds  the 
whip.  To  allow  our  Iocs  to  continue  oigani^ing  and 
increasing  Is  to  the  outsider  a  &i|-n  of  weakoess,  Ths 
weed  ^ould  be  nipped  in  tlie  bud," 

Soine  aach  dUcus^lon  liad  been  taking  place  on  the 
evening  tliat  brui£:&  ua  back  iu  tJic  college,  an  evening 
not  long  after  tlic  arrival  of  13on  Luis  Gon^iJcz.  More 
than  two  y«ar&  bad  elapsed  since  Kl  Chopo  wx^t  awsy, 
and  shortly  before  the  feast  of  St.  John  the  Baptist  a  ^ 
noble  And<tlLidan  tiorse*  bred  in  tlic  pastures  of  ■ 
Cartuja,  but  jaded  with  much  travelling,  brought  him 

I  to  Santa  Fe  by  the  read  from  the  Guadalotc. 
A  sli^t  lather  wus  under  the  horse's  saddle  and 
some  foam  was  diof:^  to  ita  mouth ;  its  beautiful 
eyes  were  dull,  and  the  gay  Castilian   prance  for  a 
while  was  forgotten. 
The  traveller,  whoae  brown  leggings  anci  cloak  and 
hat  wcTc  thickly  floured  with  dost,  led  his  horse  up 
the  hill  by  the  bridle,  pausing  once  or  twice  with  the 
rcin$  hangii^  loosely  over  his  arm  to  look  at  the  pano- 
rama beloWj  at  the  lights  that  were  appearing  in  the 
fishermen's  huts  cm  the  islajid,  and  tlie  copper-coloured 
clouds  that  were  hoveitn^  in  tl^c  wcAt. 
The  hoi^  drooped  ttd  head  and  looked  patiently 
down  the  hiJUlde  e^:  time  ihcy  lialted,  and  pricked 
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up  its  ears  wh^  h  oracion  came  Tolling  across  the 
plain  from  the  Cathedra)  of  Santa  Fc. 

"  T  titmk/'  Slid  El  Chopo.  uniEinf;  ta  ]>iniself,  "  that 
there  mti.4t  be  some  truth  in  the  old  le^nd  Alter  aJI. 
Scarcely  haf^  h  craf^iin  died  away  when  down  comes 
Ibc  wind  from  tJie  mounliiinii  sure  enougii." 

And  Up  glanced  nl  tht*  liorsc.  far  It  w»s  sluvcring- 

At  the  outer  gate  of  the  college  he  tied  up  his  horse, 
then  climbed  the  steps  and  strode  towards  the  door, 
hb  sptirs  jangling  ajid  his  heart  beating  last  with  a 
flood  of  recolloctions.  As  he  nearod  the  jasmine- 
covered  windows  he  threw  off  his  broad-brimmed  hat 
lh(?  InrtlM  In  he  [eco^jm^  in  llie  dim  light,  and  fel( 
no  litUe  Mti^f^i^ion  to  find  hinistdC  reinembeteid,  [or 
tbe  great  door  *wimg  open  before  he  readied  the 
tbmhoM. 

A  fow  minutes'  waiting  in  the  vestibule  and  the  priest 
berkoncd  To  him  from  the  head  of  the  staircase  whirh 
he  climbed  two  steps  at  a  time,  and,  seeking  the  well- 
known  doorway,  found  himself  in  the  presence  of 
Fadre  Ignacio, 

Padre  Martiner  had  just  ^one  out  with  a  pile  of 
book»  in  his  arm*  and  «-as  hajf-way  down  tht?  dark 
»>rTidDr  wht^n  the  Iraveller  nlixxt  ut  the  donr^fuy^  lni( 
he  )ieard  El  Chopo's  footstep  and  li^tUed  and  turned 
round  just  m  time  to  sec  htm  enter. 

"  Ha  r*  said  the  priest  to  hinweif,  "  fto  Sir  Mystery 
is  back  again  t " 

And  then  he  vhvnt  slowly  onward  towards  his  room, 
pondering  deeply  and  biting  his  lip, 

Wlien  Ml  Chopo  opened  Uie  door  the  room  wa^  dark. 
thc^baJcony  thrown  open,  and  the  ni^'ht  brct<£e  irijm 
the  mountaiTWwaft  gently  fining  the  tree-top«  of  tlie 
orcliard. 
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For  a  moment  the  Father  Rector  paused,  his  bulk 
sUhcuetted  as  si  black  outline  against  the  sky ;  then  he 
came  suddenly  forward  and  took  El  Chopo  hy  bc^th 
bands  but  did  not  speak. 

Th€  lost  couple  of  years  had  aged  him  more  th^in  a 
little,  and  this  sudden  emotion  was  all  too  much  for 
him  at  hr^t. 

The  yoimg  man  for  his  part  laughed  quietly  ^  one 
lan^h^  wlien  an  anticipated  pleaj^urc  comes  to  pnm, 
and  thought  to  hiniseli  Uiat  liis  uncle  was  perhaps 
bewildered  at  this  imannounced  return. 

When  Padre  Jji^nacio  reeovered  himwlt  he  took  oft 
the  young  man'ftdoak  with  his  own  tiandi^,  and,  pushing 
a  tliAir  tow;LrdK  the  l^ble,  r:mg  th^  bclK 

His  summons  being  answ^rrcd^  he  bade  them  bring 
food  nnd  winCr  all  of  the  best,  and  set  them  before 
Bl  Chopo. 

"  With  your  indulgence,  my  son,  I  will  light 
no  lamp/'  said  he.  "The  moon  will  look  in  at 
u%  :mon,  and,  tiulh  to  tell,  my  old  eyes  ache  to< 
night." 

"  As  you  will,  uncle,"  replied  El  Chopo-  "  None 
but  n  Vandal  would  ask  for  an  artiji<:]al  light  in  such 
a  place  as  Uiis.  In  the  French  tomi  whence  1  came, 
one  cannot  sit  at  meat  and  fmell  the  orange-blos^m 
and  listen  to  tiie  gushing  of  1h«  water  down  tlie  orcliard* 
Sweet  smells,  sweet  sounds,  liow  often  have  I  missed 
them ;  how  often  at  c\'entidc  have  I  thought  of  you; 
hoiA'  many  times  at  nt^ht  have  I  dreamed  of  tliis  plain 
of  Santa  Fe  and  its  air  of  eternal  peace,  its  sleepy  life 
of  lulus  ending,  ihr  chimes  of  the  Calhtvlrnl  thai  ^cmmd 
acro»5theplnin;ttarm7i'Jrf  and  JjumaSp  even  to  the  little 
devils  that  clap  their  wings  and  Oliver  in  the  mountains 
when  they  hear  it  I " 
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"How  lonfc  lULve  you  been  upon  the  way,  and  by 
which  road  did  you  oome  ?  ** 

''  It  tos  l^en  ine  ten  days  Crocn  Madrid,  of  wtildi  I 
$pml  tvmm  CAnloKi,  Rwr}'le»gueft«eTn«l  1o  lend  a 
new  charm  lo  the  landscape  05  I  came  towaixb  the 
South*  In  Madrid  1  heard  an  Andohu  laying  down 
the  law  in  a  wtnc-sliop  ^s  I  pas^d,  and  the  rhytlun 
of  the  dear  old  accirnt  made  me  halt  to  listen, 
like  a  fool  I  needs  must  stay  lo  drink  the  health  of  his 
svreetlieart.  I  was  not  there  more  than  ten  niinutes 
and  he  swindled  me  out  ol  two  dollars.  But  be  did  it 
with  such  an  cxc&llent  ^race  tliat  I  was  half-way  down 
the  Prado  before  1  realized  that  he  had  cheated  ine." 

Father  and  son  taitj^hc'^  he-irtily  nt  thii&  incident, 

"  So  Cairasco  did  not  catcli  you  ?  "  said   Padre 

IpUCJO- 

**  I  gav-e  him  a  wide  berth.  \Mtat  b  one  man  alone 
against  so  many  ?  The  pistols  in  my  holsters  are  only 
good  (or  two  men  at  most.  I  pray  you,  by  the  vsay, 
iel  them  talce  in  my  tioi**  awhile." 

The  Father  Rector  niiig  hi?*  Iwl!  and  gave  the  neces- 
sary orders  to  a  lay  brother,  then,  pausing  with  tiia 
hand  upon  the  door,  asked  of  El  Cliopo  where  he  tJcpt 
that  night. 

"  In  Santa  Fe,  I  suppose,"  replied  the  young  man, 
"  No  donbt  the  Fonda  de  Francta  vnW  serve  me  well 
eno^igli.    Tel]  them  I  aui  a  Frenchman," 

"  Let  Andrifs  call  at  the  Fortdc  de  francia  on  his 
way  home,"  said  Padre  Ignacio,  "  and  bespeak  a  bed 
for  thifi  gentleman,  and  stable  room  for  hin  horae.'* 

**  Though  a  far  giratei  Uiiin  I  om-r  loi!g«l  ;it  tlie 
Fo»da  dd  Trini  of  Cinco  Caminos,**  said  HI  Chopo. 
laughing  and  looking  towards  Padre  Ignacio,  who  wa* 
teaching  down  wme  and  glasses  trom  the  cupboard. 
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"But  M4  was  a  four  old  irinr,"  replied  the  priest, 
■•  and  you  are  a  dashing  young  cavaMcr,'* 

"  Enough  o(  cavaliers!"  laughed  the  other :  "here's 
to  your  health,  my  dear  unde.  Nay  I  but  aitcrwardls 
you  shall  drink  to  mine," 

Tlie  younp:  man  rose  to  his  feet,  bowed  to  the  priest 
and  raised  a  |i;las3ful  of  golden  Amontillado  to  his  lips. 

*iHola!"  cried  the  Je*uil  meirily,  *'Wlu( 
mJirvrl  of  French  courtesy  is  this  young  man  r  ;  N;idii  I 
Voii  havr  done  i1  so  prettily  that  I  nccd^  must  pledge 
you  back,  though  it  mikc  my  head  ache  in  the  moirirg, 
and,  what's  more,  I  must  sec  yourEocc,  for  the  tongue 
smacks  of  France,  and  who  knows  but  what  the  (ace 
may  be  allerwl  as  well  ?  " 

Padre  Ignacio  lighted  the  lamp,  and  folding  his 
anns  ga/cd  with  serene  features  £it  tlie  young  man  who 
stood  before  him.  Tim  more  he  gazed,  the  more 
evident  became  the  gloating  in  his  eyes,  and  his  lips 
werpall  hut  trembling  whrn  hr  Mved  himself  by  movhig 
towa^rJ^  Uir  table,  wherr  he  fJled  himseU  a  gliiss  of 
wine,  and  turning  to  Kl  Chopo,  witli  one  hand  upon 
his  shoulder,  s&id.  ds  he  lifted  the  glass,  "  Your  health, 
my  dear  nephew  I  Long  may  you  live,  and  may  God 
bless  you  for  ever  and  keep  you  in  all  His  w^ys.*' 

Tlt«btter  lialf  of  thiiibiief  i(|)eecli!)eemed  to  arouse 
itome  nE<:mor>'  in  the  >^ung  man's  mind,  for  his  lace 
grew  clouded  and  he  passed  his  hand  o\'ei"  hb  forehead 
and  looked  away. 

Mlicn  the  lay  brother  brought  m  his  mcal>  El  Chopo 
ttimrd  to  the  ewer  and  basin  in  the  alcove  ht^iide^  the 
bed,  at  tlic  Jesuit's  invitation,  and  having  swilled  the 
dust  from  his  hands  and  face  and  roughly  bnished 
himsdt,  he  sat  dou^i  at  the  tahte. 

"  My  baggage  sliould  alre^ulv  lie  in  Santa  Fc,"  «aid 
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^unless  Carra^co  has  detainee]  it.     They  may  you 
a  barrack  of  CivU  Guards  ?  ^ 
"There  are  many  cbangts.    Don  Kam6n  Gon24Jcj( 

"  T  know  it,     Gc»d  nwt  his  soul  I  ** 

^  Of  couiM  you  have  heard  of  the  Protestant  cam- 
poifn  against  113  in  the  South  ?  " 

**  Against  the  Company  ?  I  have  heard  something- 
oE  it,    Tes.    It  had  started  before  I  left." 

"  It  has  grown  apaoe  iis  Ul  weed*  will/' 

El  Cliopo  iite  with  ;nipeLile-  The  Jesuit  stfKHi 
beside  him,  anticipating  hij  want^,  sometimes  pacing 
between  the  balcony  i^rid  the  door  as  was  hts  habit 
when  excited,  t}L(^n  coming  back  to  gaze  down  at  the 
young  man's  slioulder^,  to  hand  him  a  fresh  plate,  or 
to  pout  him  fiiit  morr  wine- 

**  You  must  cot  think,"  said  tlic  guests  "  tliat  hei:aufie 
1  have  been  in  France  1  have  cast  my  Andaltu  skin< 
Yoj  keep  on  pouring  me  out  more  wine  I  Good  uncle, 
you  will  make  me  druiik.  Now  let  rue  show  you  that 
I  am  yet  a  Spaniard." 

And  rising  from  hbv  chair  )\t  piislied  the  wine  on  one 
side,  fetched  the  earthen  water  bottle  from  the  balcony, 
ind  raising  it  above  his  uptumod  face,  poured  a  long  thin 
Stream  of  icy  neater  down  his  throat  from  out  of  the 
nipple,  and  continued  thus  pouring  for  sevt-ral 
seconds. 

''Stopl"  cried  the  Jesuit  laughing,  "you  arc  full 
of  water  to  your  tJiroat," 

"  It  i*;  a  Spanbh  vjcR,"  said  El  Chopio^  lowering  the 
botijo  without  having  filled  a  drop^  "  this  gluttony 
of  cold  wal«r,  ftiat  far  countries  h;ive  taught  me  to  be 
proud  oi." 

"  Yet  in  other  things  they  teach  ^»  to  be  ashamed." 
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*'  Ah  1  *^  said  the  younjif  maD  moodily,  thrcn^^ing 
him&clf  into  liw  <:!uir.  *' they  have  Uuglit  me  iiuuty 
things  1  would  anlcam.  One  Ihin^,  htjwcvcr,  I  th^mk 
tliem  for-  Santa  Fc,  tliat  I  always  loved  so  wcU.  is 
now  my  paradbc.  It  n  the  only  home  ot  rest  and 
true  contentmont.  I  come  back  with  eyes  that  strc 
blind  to  its  imperfections,  for  they  can  only  look  upon 
it*  chamis-  Maybe  they  magnify  thcra»  the  result  is 
just  the  A^me. 

"  Give  me.  1  say,  a  cottage  in  the  vega  of  Santa  Fe, 
God's  sun  above  my  head,  tlie  oninj*e  p'ovcA  to  fihade 
m&y  the  clicking  oi  ih<;  water-wheel  as  the  biy  ox  goes 
round,  the  chii^*  of  the  irig^uT6ri,  and  the  whisper  of 
the  Mediterninr-nn,  Givr  mc  health,  give  mc  my 
daily  bie^d,  a  snatch  on  the  guitar  at  c%-cntidc.  sw^ct 
aephyrs  as  I  lay  me  down  to  rest,  and  whereas  the  man 
that  cannot  be  contented  ? 

*'/Viva  AruiiitHcU ,'  madu,  ^uetidn,  perla  da  tas 
pgriast  'Tlie  g;inien  that  God  diose  lo  icsi  Him  in 
upon  the  ^veEitJi  day,  when  He  liad  m^de  tJie  carth»* 
as  the  IcgCTid  sa)-^, 

*'  When  fir^t  1  looked  down  upon  the  ve^  on  my 
way  (rom  C6rdoba  my  heart  leaped  within  me,  and  I 
resolved  that  I  would  nrvrr  sny  grwd-bye  to  it  again. 
I  am  a  son  of  the  people  and  shall  always  so  remain. 
Hy  hunger  of  inquiry  is  over,  satiated  almost  before  1 
had  begun.  I  saw  in  iront  ot  me  two  paths  and  stood 
at  the  meeting;  point. 

''On  one  iide  the  struggle  lor  knowleclge  and 
ascendjuuiy  I  nmikerl  Ihe  foces  of  those  who  farrKl 
along  that  path.  In  the  distance  a  sun  of  success,  a 
paradise  ot  wealth,  an  W  dcfado^  a  )oy  of  all  joys  for 
each  one  after  his  ov^ii  heart,  yet  few  attained  it<  and 
those  who  attained  it  scarce  seemed  the  happier.    At 
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tCm^  T  had  a  longing  io  pu^  fonvRft]  :i]ong  that  {t^ih, 
the  infectious  mania  of  th«  progrcssioaist  caught  halt! 
of  me,  and  in  that  moment  I  vras  stricken  with  one  of 
his  mnJndics.     The  other  path '* 

"  What  is  tliat  malady  ?  '*  asked  th*;  priest- 

The  young  man  rose  from  thi?  table,  pushed  aside 
his  chair,  and  going  iowxrds  t!te  balcony  Icaiit  upon  the 
breastwork.  He  stood  as  one  that  welcomes  the  even- 
ing breeze  upon  a  head  that  13  sons  perplexed,  but  he 
did  not  fmsvrer. 

Pidre  Ignacio  repeated  his  question, 

"  Tlie  mnlacly  of  which  T  spejik,"  rq>!ief!  Ihe  1r;iveU 
Icr,  turning  a  steady  gaie  upon  llic  priest,  'Ms  an 
affliction  of  the  mind,  and  there  is  only  one  physicioji 
can  cure  mc.  That  physician  is  youiscH.  Forgive 
inc»  my  dear  uncle,  if  by  x  mere  chance  word^  spoken 
almost  in  soliloquy,  I  have  broach^  «  subject  which 
I  intended  to  reserve  for  sonic  more  fittmg  occiusicm. 
Tht  pleasure  of  this  meeting,  the  joy  of  my  first  ni^ht 
in  Santa  Fc,  must  not  be  marred  by  such  discordant 
music,  as  later  I  nmsC  liddle  Co  you  Agninst  my  will. 
Even  now  I  saw  your  hand  moving  towaids  the  spirit 
lamp.  How  gladly  I  would  accept  a  cup  of  yonr  famous 
coSce,  such  coffee  as  £tlt  the  realm  dt  France  cannot 
produce." 

The  youBfi  man  smiled  cheerfully  as  he  spoke  the 
last  words,  and  motioned  towards  the  silvered  c<^per 
kettle  which  %tood  over  a  lamp  near  the  cupboard, 

"  I  will  make  your  rtjffee/*  said  tlw  prie?tt  se*  he 
lighted  tlie  lamp,  "  but  my  own  must  remain  untastcd 
for  the  present " 

"  Why  ? " 

Padre  Ignacto's  hack  w;is  turned-  He  stooped 
down  and  looked  imderncath  the  kettle  to  adjust  the 


fc-^i 


THE  PAGAN  AT  THE  SHRINE 


fUinfi.  As  lie  did  M>  tbere  was  a  slight  Lreniblc  in  his 
hand. 

"  BttrauM,"  said  he.  "  J  will  to&tc  neither  co^e«  nor 
broad  nor  water  until  yon  name  this  malady,  neiUier 
may  T  close  my  eyis  in  sleep  writh  5ut:h  hi'a\-y  doubts 
upoD  me.  VouT  words  have  terrifted  rue.  Pcrchajice 
I  imagine  evils  far  greater  than  those  that  arc  pursuing 
you.  Wliy  have  you  not  written  ottencx  ?  1  have 
sent  you  three  letter*  for  every  one  you  wrote  me.  Not 
ft  word  have  you  told  me  of  ;vny  danger  that  beset  you. 
But  now,  do  ytni  rome  lo  me  and  djxip  me  a  hint  tluit 
makes  my  old  blood  run  cold,  then  bid  me  talk  of  other 
things  ?    Nay,  nay  1     It  cannot  be !  " 

£1  Chopo  drew  the  Jesuit  towards  fai$  easy  chair, 
and  thrusting  him  gently  by  the  elbow  made  him  sit 
down ;  then,  kneeling  beside  !um  took  one  of  his  hands 
bet^ven  his  own,  fiist  kissed  i1  reverently,  then  retained 
it  tightly  daaped.  For  a  few  moments  he  appeared  to 
be  de^ly  moved,  turning  hb  tace  towards  the  balcony 
and  inhaling  the  sweet  perfume  which  the  breexe 
brou^t  gently  from  the  vega  and  the  orchard,  then 
at  hut  he  Bpokr, 

*'  What  thought,"  he  asked  slowly,  still  gating  ti>* 
wards  the  night,  ''should  l>c  the  Qrst  and  torcmost 
in  the  mind  of  on  upright  man  ?  " 

"  The  thought  of  hli  Creator." 

**AyeI" 

El  Qiojjo  gave  this  nfl^rmation  in  a  voice  ao  solemn, 
so  deep,  and  so  profoundly  sad,  that  P^idrc  Ignado 
bent  upon  him  a  look  of  agonized  suspense.  The  young 
man,  howe\'er,  continued  to  avert  his  face,  kneeling 
tLcre  still  as  a  statue,  an  unspeakable  gloom  u[x>n  his 

features.  4 
*'  I  have  come  to  you,"  continued  El  Chopo,  '^  as  a 
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sick  mun  with  n  coinplicatcd  dUcafic  might  come  to  a 
gicAt  ph>>idaTi.  As  a  viclim  of  cnnsnniptkm,  wlio 
bclicxcs  that  his  lung5  have  gouc,  comes  to  the  specialist 
Mid  submits  himself  to  the  stcthcscopc,  anxiously 
eyeing  the  doctor  when  he  shakes  his  head,  so  I  bavc 
come  to  you.  And  just  as  such  a  physical  auflerer 
might  proiiiUe  from  the  bottom  o\  his  liearl  to  cany 
out  the  ptiysicLin*«  orders  and  pR7<criplion»  »o  do  I 
promise  to  subn^it  mpelE  to  vhatcvcr  discipline  your 
wisdom  may  prescribe/' 

Tike  Jesuit  was  paJc,  and  his  voice  almost  faltered  as 
Ik;  replied — 

**  Let  mc  firet  know  your  symptoms.  Tell  me  the 
very  worst." 

There  was  a  death-like  silence,  In  which  twoheoits 
could  almost  be  heard  beating.  El  Chopo  clasped  the 
Jesuit's  hand  yet  tighter,  m  thoagh  feaxing  tbat  it 
mi^it  tie  SJialdied  away  fnim  him.  thirn  he  ^aid — 

'*The  name  of  my  Redeemer  is,  for  mc,  an  empty 
form.  When  i  use  the  name  oi  Uod  it  is  but  n  con- 
ventionality. You  sent  roe  out  a  ler^'cnt  Christian; 
I  hjivc  returned  to  you — an  infUell  *' 

W1icn  t]iis  last  deep  word  had  ceased  to  vibrate  in 
the  evening  air — and  to  both  father  and  son  it  ap* 
pcared  to  echo  an<J  re-echo  round  the  room  in  every 
comer,  and  to  svt^ell  high  up  above  the  orchard  towards 
the  stars  like  the  announcement  of  a  crime— both 
men  remained  a«  fitill  as  if  they  were  of  marble. 

Ore  migiil  have  counted  a  hundred  bt^forc  Padre 
Ignacio  uttered  any  sound.  When  he  did  so  it  was 
halt  a  sob  and  half  a  sigh,  a  sound  produced  by  tciror 
and  amazement;  th(?n,  falling  back  in  his  chair  and 
clasptnj^  the  younx  man's  hand  upon  his  bosom,  lie 
re^rded  him  with  a  look  s^jch  as  David  might  Imve 
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turned  upon  Ab&aJoRt  when  he  came  before  him  with 
the  blood  of  AmDon  on  his  liead,  a  look  fiUlonoveand 
liorror  inlerminglftl. 

Inlo  tlie  t^'Ki  of  EL  Clinpo  there  irame  a  glad  li^^Kl  of 
thjinkfulrc:^  when  he  fdt  the  warm  pressure  of  the 
Jesuit '9  handt. 

'*  If  my  malady*  be  incurable,"  continued  £1  Chopo, 
^it  duU  not  be  for  want  of  submittmg  myself  to 
whatever  remedy  you  iin|>ose,  however  liard  that 
remedy  may  be, 

"When  I  tell  you  all  this,  do  you  wonder  tliat  I 
fiec  the  new  hfe  and  betake  me  to  the  old,  whilst  yet 
there  remains  to  mo  the  happiness  th;tt  i&  left,  the 
Spirit  of  rcstfti)ne»  and  contentment,  the  power  for 
ifmjoymciLt  that  my  southcin  emotioas  can  »till  aftord 
me  ?  Who  knows  but  wliat  auch  emotions  arc  the 
mainspring  of  religion,  and  possessing  them  perhaps, 
my  faith  may  yet  return  }  After  all,  have  not  the 
poet  and  the  artist^ " 

"  Stop !  "  cried  P^re  Tgnaelo,  ritlng  in  terror  from 
hift  chair,  "  You  know  not  what  you  are  paying, 
l^cligion  has  naught  of  5uch  things !  '* 

He  paused  m  the  middle  ol  the  room,  and  there  came 

over  tiim  a  recollection.    As  in  a  dream  he  saw  himself 

ag^  in  early  youth.     In  a  few  moments  the  «(n.iggle 

oi   Uiurie  dajs   ^iris^ed   before   liim  once   more.     The 

'young  would-be  logicuui  who  warred  with  the  dogma- 

ond  almost  convinced  himself  thAt  the  truth  was 

the  scDSationalist  who  surrendered  to  an  idle 

eoincidencer  the  scene  <Lt  early  dawn — all  the^  things 

cCame   over    him.     "Fmotion*!"     Wiy    *l»mld    this 

^youth  make  use  oi  such  a  word  ?     Had  he  delved  more 

deeply  than  his  predecessor  ?    How  tr\i]y  rang  the 

note,  and  yet  liow  solemn  1 
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"  Forgive  me,"  SJiicl  ihe  oiher,  *'  if  my  words  appeared 
blaspiiemous.  It  wa-^  mit  my  iiitctitioii.  t  iind  in 
relif::ia)i  a  lund  of  great  beauty ;  I  doubt  i(  tlie  worid 
has  rtf^htly  understood  what  religion  means ;  I  doubt 
if  I  do  myself.  But  its  meaning  may  b*  more  lovely 
tlkun  avy  one  yet  has  realized.  My  great  dtsire  tA  to 
approach  it  along  a  different  patli,  to  view  it  from  a 
diffcrcitt  standpoint,  and  my  stumbling  feet  caimot 
select  that  one  point  in  the  vallt^-  whence  the  Deity 
may  be  &een  in  a  light  that  is  mic  ;md  consistent.  It 
is  to  yon  I  come  for  guid;ince," 

'*  Al.is  I  "  said  Pudre  Ignario  with  a  hravy  *igTi, 
"  you  have  wandered  from  a  path  into  which  I  mny 
,  perhaps,  be  able  to  lead  you  back.  Von  arc 
itumbling  into  a  morass.  This  talk  ot  '  emotion,' 
of  '  poetr>%'  proves  lo  me  how  desperate  is  your  case. 
Oh,  my  Cod  t  That  this,  of  all  things,  should  overtake 
yoa ! " 

And  the  priests  meUnchoIy  grew  more  and  more 
intense.  One  terriUe  thought  made  him  almost 
shudder.    Could  Ihit  be  chastisement  ? 

Hiid  God  abstained  from  branding  his  offsjiring** 
bcxly  wifli  somr  diwase.  only  to  miuw  a  yvt  nmre 
dful  taint  into  his  imdcrstandirig  ? 

*'  Sec !  "  cried  El  Chopo  with  a  sad  smile,  still  on  his 
knees  and  holding  out  his  hands.  *'  is  not  this  already 
half  the  battle  ?  Here  am  [  longing  with  all  the 
strength  tliat  is  in  me  to  be  brought  back.  Will  you 
not  help  me  ?  " 

'^This  is  a  task  that  must  take  much  time/*  replied 
Padre  Ifpiodo. 

"  But— thor«  is  hope,  you  think  ?  " 

*'  Be  the  malady  ever  so  terrible,  wtiiJst  there  is  life 
there  es  hope.     T  vnll  say  more,  the  very  fact  of  your 
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lending  lor  salvattOD  would  appear,  at  first  sight,  to 
cany  us  many  miles  aJong  tlic  road,  Alas  !  there  is 
uiother  way  of  looking  at  it.  11,  with  aU  thU  keen 
desire  to  bdicvc,  you  have  battled  with  Satan  in  vain, 
the  €Q€my  must  indeed  have  strongly  invested  the 
citadel,  and  how  can  !,  a  poor  sad  priest,  hew  me  a  it>ad 
tikjough  ?»ui^h  u  (fcn?ie  array  >  ** 

**ycl  you  arc  the  only  one  who  could  h>pc  for 
victory  when  leading  such  a  iorlorn  liope  as  tills." 

Padre  Ignacia  thouglit  awhile ;  then  going  to  Uie  book- 
case he  selected  three  small  volumes,  two  oi  them  in 
Frericli.  and  brought  them  to  El  Chopo, 

''Tliis  poison/'  said  the  Priest,  *' WtLS  conveyed  to 
you  in  French  ?  " 

"  Not  in  the  first  place.  Vet  French  works  con- 
firmed rac  in  my  unb^ei/' 

"  1  thought  so.  And,  like  the  tnie  homceopathist, 
my  fiist  alt-ick  will  be  delivered  in  the  fiiiune  diiectton. 
Tftk£  these  tliree  books  and  come  to  me  wheji  you  have 
read  ihcm.  Meanwhile,  that  1  may  analyse  tljc 
poisoned  water  of  the  well  you  hnve  been  drinking 
from,  and  duly  prepare  my  antidote^  send  me  under 
Hf-aJ  sutJi  books  of  rvi\  gt^nius  as  may  br  among  your 
baggage.  After  a  couple  of  dajs  I  shall  be  fully 
equipped  to  meet  you  in  fair  tight,  till  then— wc  will 
talk  of  other  matters/' 


Some  (iiiy*  elapswf  before  EJ  Giopo  retiiined  to  the 
Jesinl  Ciillf^^^,  days  of  keenest  pleasure  in  wj  far 
a*  hi.i  appreciation  oi  the  vhTll-bclc>\'td  landscape  was 
concerned,  and  marked  by  c^ccursions  on  horseback  or 
on  foot  to  view  the  familiar  haunts,  On  each  of  these 
dnyt,  at  the  hour  when  people  are  wont  to  sit  at  their 
balconies,  he  passed  by  the    boase  of  DoAa    Cama 
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Gon£Alez>  and  be  «««med  to  luvo  informed  himself 
fully,  for  h»  cj^cs  always  fcU  upon  th<?  balci^ny  of  her 
room.  Yet  he  never  once  caught  sight  of  her.  and 
thb  seemed  to  trouble  hiiD- 

Whcn  he  returned  to  Santa  Fc  at  eventide  each  day, 
his  brow  was  knit  s^ith  a  irown  ol  deep  abstraction, 
and  oden  he  would  pace  the  beach  of  Cinco  Caminofi 
wiOi  hh  hands  Iwlund  his  bade,  treading  the  sand  and 
nholb  wiUwmt  pendving  them,  allhoiigh  hb  ga/e  waa 
bent  stcndily  upon  them.  Ills  evenings  he  de^'oted  to 
the  books  that  I'adrc  Ignacio  had  given  him. 

My  pen  ia  not  equal  to  recording  aU  the  eloquence  oi 
Padre  Ignacio^d  discouiw,  an  eloquence  subtle  yet 
simple,  and  wonrhou^ily  attuned  to  the  knowledge  and 
condition  of  liis  listc^icr. 

El  Chopo,  listening,  admired  him,  and  sighed  inost 
heavily  to  Itnd  his  ga^  focui^^cd  upon  the  frail  analogy 
which  lay  at  the  base  of  the  Jesuit's  argument. 

At  fifst  Padre  lgnacio*s  attack  was  delivered  with 
modi  confidence;  but  the  enemy's  defence,  tliough 
unwilling  and  perfunctory  in  the  commencement, 
waxed  bolder  as  time  went  on. 

It  was  not  very  lonR  before  K\  Chopo,  for  hL*  part, 
had  forgotten  that  he  was  there  with  a  wi!>U  to  be 
conviiK^t-il. 

He  brought  forth  aJl  his  ^irtillery.  and  indeed  his 
weapons  were  far  more  modem  tliao  those  of  hia 
adversary,  who  oticn  paused  and  retreated  before 
their  fire,  only  to  od\'ance  a|>ain  alon^^  a  different  line. 

Many  houn  pas^^ed  over  their  head»,  and  the>' 
lea-suned  with  e'^r.h  othr^t  until  Iticr  fbwn  was  hrt^aktng^ 

U'lien  they  arose  the  table  was  littered  with  books 
and  manuscripts.  Efere  lay  a  Bible,  there  a  thcolofri<^ 
work^   whilst  a  Spanish  translation   of  Hamlet   had 

:c65 


THE  PAGAN  AT  THE  SHRINE 

fallen  to  the  Boor.  Joscphus  lay  aJongaidc  Voltaire, 
and  an  autograph  C5say  of  I'adrc  Icnaclo*3  was  half 
hidden  beneath  the  works  of  Pbto,  Bacon  and  Thomas 
Paino,  And  with  vhom  lay  the  victory?  With 
neither  t  Tlit*  infidel  iiiaintatned  his  position  ;incl 
i&t  sccnrcly  in  the  trenches  he  would  so  willingly 
have  surrendered^  The  Christian^  not  altogether  dii- 
CQvragcd,  yet  somewhat  perplexed  by  new  vein&  oi 
thou^t  he  had  never  as  yet  been  called^pon  to  irace, 
drew  back  upon  his  base,  surprised  lo  find  the  enemy 
sfj  well  t^jLUiiiiL-d.     But  there  was  this  differejice. 

WherciiA  El  Oiopo  Wit*  listening  to  argument  which 
he  Jtncw  oi  old—thougli  perljaps  much  better  expresM>d 
— Ibe  Jesuit  was  he:uing  new  theories  whidi  were  so 
Rtnmge  a«  to  be  worthy  oi  meditation, 

U  wo;ild  bp  *a>'iTig  inn  njuch  to  record  that  T'adrn 
Ignacio'i  belief  was  suddenly  undcnnincd  in  this  one 
discussion.  He  was  firm  of  will,  and  having  once 
decided,  generally  stood  by  his  convictions.  Moreover, 
one  does  not  often  forsake  the  principles  oE  a  lifetime 
between  KuniAet  ;im]  Minnse, 

Yet  this  debate  was  the  origin  of  much  mL-^chief, 

i6  caused  a  resurrection  of  old  doubts.  El  Chopo» 
unconsciously >  was  lending  himscU  to  that  enemy 
who  "  came  and  sowed  tares  among  the  wheat  and 
went  bis  way." 

One  somi^limes  sees  a  chess-player  teach  a  beginner 
every  move  he  knows,  instruct  huu  in  gambits,  attack 
of  pawns  and  other  subtleties,  and,  after  many  lessons, 
one  evening  the  p\ip  '  ccts  the  better  ol  the  master. 

The  case  of  Padre  Ignacio  might,  in  some  things,  be 
likened  to  thi'^, 

But  E  would  use  anotlier  simile.  The  bather  who, 
whilst  wading:,  strikes  his  lef;  against  a  rock  docs  not 
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remark  die  pain  as  being  acute,  and  believra,  very 

ituTiLlly.  iliiii  thi;  injury  Ls  slight. 

Reaching  dry  ground,  he  bethinks  him  lo  look  itt 
the  contusion,  and  ihcn  for  the  ftret  tune  Jie  observe* 
that  the  wound  i^  far  moro  vmouft  than  he  had  thought. 

TJiij*  WAS  to  be  the  Jtsuits  predicament  on  tho 
morrow. 


"BftOU||[h  for  to-night,"  said  Padre  I^nacio,  "of 
tills  terrible  task  you  have  set  me.  To-morrow  or  the 
next  diiy  it  »h;ill  l>e  resumed.  I  must  have  Liuie  to 
AuaXyati  oarcfully  your  dangerous  f^lAde^," 

'* '  Enough  lor  to-night/  '*  repcutcd  the  young  man 
smiling.  "  Why,  here  is  the  rosy  dawn/'  and  blowing 
oat  the  lamp  he  went  to  the  balcony,  whose  persianas 
he  opened  wide  apart. 

'*  LtK>k  i  *'  said  the  piii*st,  "  how  yonder  great  orb  of 
day  cltmba  up  the  mountain  judc.  flooding  tlxe  orchard 
with  gold.  Even  so  may  tlte  Great  Light  dawn  upon 
your  darkness  before  many  day»  have  pofised.  Come 
into  tlie  bakoTiy, glance  In  your  left  and  nght,  listen  10 
the  bird**  that  aie  twittering  their  matins  in  the  pear 
tree,  and  the  cigarrfiai  who  wakes  to  a  day  of  gUdncss. 
Vou.  with  the  heart  of  a  SpaniAid,  can  you  belics-c 
that  all  this  wealth  of  bcaut^'  is  begotten  of  ehancc  ?  " 

"  An  appeal  to  my  emotion  J  "  said  El  Chopo  sadly. 
"I  cannot  answer  your  (jue^tion,  ll  is  difficult  to 
see  hnw  all  thi*  ran  be  tlie  outi^rime  of  chance.  Yet 
whoever  created  it,  it  was  not  the  God  that  our  (ore* 
fathers  worshipped.  Our  s>'5tcm  of  deities  is  half 
pagon^  and  the  Virgin  Mary  is  Diana  of  Epbefius." 

When  the  young  man  spoke  these  words  he  was 
fttandiDg  ckee  by  the  wall  which  divided  the  Rertoi's 
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room  from  tliAt  of  Fadrc  M;irtinez.  A  person  standing 
upon  'A  higixi'V  level  might  hav*  seen  a  slight  mm-ttnent 
through  tbc  perforations  of  a  ventilator  which  in 
winter  time  connected  the  two  rooms  with  the  outer 
an. 

Of  the  interview  l>etween  the  Rector  and  El  Chopo, 
several  sentences,  spoken  louder  than  the  rest,  had 
found  their  way  thruiigh  Ihl*  ventilatof.  Amongst 
others,  these : 

"  Not  the  God  that  our  forctathcrt  worshipped. "  Our 
s^'stcm  of  deities  is  hall  pngan,  and  the  Virgin  Mary 
i£  Diana  of  Ephesus." 

Me:uiwhi1e,  father  and  son,  unconscious  ol  any 
Listener,  stood  together  in  the  balcony  watdiing  the 
shadows  dissolving  on  the  mountains,  the  foliage  in 
front  of  them  ghstening  witli  dew,  and  the  biack  figs 
which  were  ready  to  gather  ai^d  only  awaited  the  feast 
of  San  Juan. 

Tlien  iirose  a  cl;uTinur  from  the  little  belfry  on  llidr 
right,  and  foolstei^s  wrxr.  heard  along  the  corridor*  as 
the  fathers  trooped  dovhH  to  prayers. 

"Come,"  said  Padre  Ignacio  with  a  smile,  "let  me 
talcc  your  arm.  It  will  not  be  the  first  time  we  have 
gone  down  to  matins  together,  you  and  I." 

"And  do  you  mil  reckim  it  sacrilege,  ioi  me  to 
attend  ywir  worship  ?  " 

"The  Jesuit,'  said  Padre  Ignacio,  *' looks  at  such 
matters  in  a  broader  spirit.  God  ta}:os  not  offence  at 
the  presence  of  an  hoof^t  infidel,  so  long  as  he  coines 
not  to  scoff.  And  at  least  you  know  hew  to  respect 
the  belief  of  othei^,  though  not  shmug  it  yourself, 
You,  of  all  people,  ha^-e  mo^t  ren^on  lo  attend  our  mass, 
for  you  liave  more  need  to  pray  tlian  any  one," 

"  How  may  I  pray  ?  ** 
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" '  Ask  and  it  shall  be  given  you ;  seek,  and  ye 
fdiaU  find ;    knock,  and  it  ^aU  be  opened  iinlo  you.'  " 

And  so  ^luying  the  Father  Rector  leaiit  upon  thft 

ynung  tnan's  st;i]w:tri  nTrt\  aiid  tngirther   Ihcy  both 

went  down  in  silence  to  tlic  chapel. 

it  was  the  Eve  oi  Saint  John  the  Baptist. 
#        •        •        «        # 

La  vUpera  d$  San  Juan  DantisUt,  and  Dofia  Cama 
with  Siisdoa  by  her  side,  the  mistiess  in  bhick  silk 
diess  aiid  black  mantilla,  the  maid  in  black  oottoa 
clothes  and  a  wliitc  blossom  in  her  hdir.  had  trudged 
all  Ibe  va.y  to  the  coUe^  by  the  pathway  thiougJi  th« 
sugar  fzcioty,  saving  the  dusty  read  znd  half  a  mile. 

Matins  were  over,  ;md  Padre  Ignacio,  leaning  on  th« 
aim  of  El  Chopoy  had  walked  once  or  twice  up  and 
down  the  avenue  of  palms,  when  Dona  Cama,  radiant 
as  a  blush^rosc  m  the  sunsliine,  her  black  ^ilk  akirtft' 
falling  gracefully  round  her  pretty  figure,  entered  at  the 
gate  and  came  up  the  steps  ju§t  at  the  moment  when 
the  Father  Rector  and  his  companion  arrived  at  tjie 
end  of  the  path  and  faced  her. 

The  result  was  inevitable, 

"My  nephew^  Senor  Nieto,  returned  from  abroad," 

Bald  Padre  lgn;icio;  "and  this  is  Dona ,  but^ 

yon  have  met  before,  tben  ?  '* 

"  Senor  Nicto  was  introduced  to  nic  in  Salamaooa," 
replied  Do&a  Cama  in  explanation  of  the  young  man's 
tmpetaous  greeting. 

El  Cliopo  had  only  said  a  few  words  with  his  tongue, 
but  thi&  is  what  he  said  with  his  eyes,  as  clearly  as 
coald  be  : 

"  Fair  lady,  had  I  spoken  with  you  before  I  Icit 
Santa  Fc,  £  had  never  ^nc  abroad :  since  1  saw  you, 
behold  mc  baclc  again ;  and  new,  though  j-ou  joui- 
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neyod  to  the  f^Lrihc^t  comer  ol  Oic  cartii,  I  have  the 
hCixrt  to  ioMow  you/' 

And  bo  sure  Dona  Cama  understood  him,  for  m  soon 
a«  fihc  looked  him  in  the  face  she  dropped  her  lashes, 
and.  giving  him  good  momii^,  munnur^  thnt  she 
was  already  Late  lor  confeiMun,  arid  jiasK-d  upon  her 
way. 

"  *  Confesftion  I '  "  rcpwdcd  the  young  man,  tiiming 
round  to  gaze  alter  her  and  speaking  his  thou^htit 
aloud,  ''and  pray  what  commifi&ions  and  omissions 
may  a  being  like  that  have  weighing  upon  her  itoul  ?  " 

WlitienjHJii  he  lau^ht^cl,  aiid  ^itotiil  fhf-rp  mir^irg  hie 
chin  with  im  antLS  haJf  folded,  and  wi^trjied  the  great 
oalc  door  with  its  ina.'ui%t  studs  of  iron  as  it  swung  open 
to  the  gmcciul  vintor,  without  any  kDOcking,  and 
closed  again  tK'hm<l  tier. 

The  Fathrr  Rwtnr  had  watched  the  whole  of  this 
incident  with  close  interest,  and  locked  at  the  yoitng 
m&n'a  face  so  earnestly  that  he  surdy  must  ha\"c  read 
the  light  Uiat  shone  in  hia  eyes. 

Had  h]  Qiopo  been  equally  watehfiil  of  hit  companion, 
instead  of  so  absorbed,  he  might,  in  his  tuni,  have 
perceived  a  slight  srart,  an  involuntiirj'  movement  of 
the  hands,  and  the  iips  half  opening,  as  happens  to  a 
groper  in  the  dark  when  his  eye  receives  the  impact  of 
a  sudden  gleam  of  light. 

"  Do  you  know  this  lady  intiinately  ?  "  asked  Padre 
Ignacio  with  a  *mile. 

"  No  t  "  %;iid  Rl  Chopo  wilh  a  long-drawn  sigh  (its 
who  should  say  "Alas!") 

"  You  think  licr  cotncly  ?  " 

"  Eh  ?  Certainly*  yre,  I  consider  her  comely/' 
returned  Et  Chopo  recovering  himself  and  resuming 
hi*  walk  with  yet  another  sigli. 
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**  People  that  know  her  say  that  her  mind  is  yet 
more  comely  than  her  face." 

The  other  made  no  answer. 

"  This  evening,"  continued  Padre  Ignacio,  in  a  voice 
that  was  intended  for  soliloquy,  and  gazing  far  out  to 
sea  between  the  pahn-trees,  "  she  will  go  down  to  the 
Guadalote  with  her  maids  at  midnight,  and  baptize 
herself  with  water  from  the  river.  You  remember  the 
old  custom  on  St.  John  the  Baptist's  Eve,  or  shall  I  say 
'  superstition '  ?  " 

*'  Ha !  "  said  El  Chopo,  lookii^  moodily  upon  the 
ground,  and  presently  took  his  leave. 
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"  On  the  ove  of  good  S^at  Joho 
KulJ  ATc  lipc  and  figs  are  «vroct  ; 
Every  liul  I  hat  loves  a  lasR 
W^k»  abroad  hia  taaa  to  meet," 

ilmitcHcm  of  tm  M  Spamisk  Sat^J) 

IT  was  etiquette  in  Santa  Fc  among  the  gcntlcfoak. 
even  in  Ibc  summers  that  came  a  month  too  sooa, 
to  let  the  tdack  ligs  rot  upon  the  bcmgh  rather  than 
g&lber  them  before  San  Juan, 

After  Teluming  from  confession,  Dofia  Caina  ftpent 
the  morning  in  the  orchard  with  her  maids,  gathering^ 
the   fi^  whose    doomsday   h^d   sounded    from 
cathedra]  tower  that  morning. 

San  Juan  had  dawned  in  all  his  wonted  glory. 
Preparations  were  afoot  for  the  evening's  celebration, 
though  such  work  was  partly  demoralized  by  the  fierce 
swdter  of  a  mtdaammer  sun.  To  keep  him  out,  gn*at 
avmings  hod  been  stretched  from  baJcony  to  balcony 
across  the  main  streets  of  Sant^  Fe. 

In  the  quid  orchard,  with  its  ironstone-coloured 
earth,  the  fig-trce5  themselves  gave  sJiade  enough, 
whilst  a  sleepy  hui:£  of  insects  told  that  the  wasps  and 
flics  were  as  glad  to  see  San  Juan  as  anybody. 
Wherever  a  wounded  ftfi  ky  piteous  on  the  ground 
with  its  purple  entrails  split  open  to  the  air  a  great 
crowd  of  these  marauders  Mrould  come  damouring 
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like  viUtufCfi  on  a  horse  which  has  been  left  d&id  upon 
the  battlc-iicld. 

To  assist  the  kitchen-maids  "Ho  Patas  was  present, 
aod  with  him  was  the  iioUry  of  a  fishiag-boal,  engaged 
lor  the  occasion. 

It  was  found  that  the  mnid-sen'ants  declined  to 
perch  Uiemseives  upon  the  ]ad<Iers  whilst  the  men 
wen?  on  the  ground;  and  further,  as  the  ladders  were 
only  two  in  number,  the  girls  undertook  to  gather 
whatever  thoy  could  reach  whilst  standing  on  wooden 
chairs,  leaving  the  men  to  scale  the  dizzier  heiglits. 

*'  An  Arran^mcnt  quite  symbolic "  said  Dona 
Feiipa.  "  of  the  two  sexes  and  their  relative  scopes  of 
action." 

In  a  far  comer  of  tlic  orchard  Susana  wa5  gathering 
figs,  Tort'ards  her  came  Dona  Oima.  bringing  another 
basket,  hUed  down  the  full  one  and  gave  her  up  the 
empty  one, 

"  I  did  not  catch  his  Christian  name/'  said  Cama. 

"  Whose  ?  That  gentleman  with  the  French -looking 
face  that  we  saw  in  Salaxnanca  ?  " 

"Aye I  And  this  monung  at  the  college.  But. 
indeed,  there's  nothing  Frendi  about  him  I " 

*'  Well,  he  was  wearing  French  breeches,  I'd  be 
swom,  and  his  look  isn't  altngether  Spanish," 

"  That  just  shows  your  ignorance  I  '' 

"  Well,  tie  has  been  in  France ;  yon  said  30  yourself, 
Senora !  *' 

''  WTiat  is  his  name  though  ?  " 

"  Tliat  is  more  than  I  know," 

Susana  shrugged  her  sljotildeis  and  Dofia  Cama 
sat  down  beside  the  basket.  Wew  away  a  tiny  red  ant 
from  the  topmo&t  &g,  and  leaning  Iter  bare  arms 
across  tlic  handle  and  her  chin  upon  her  wrist,  sat 
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^tlioi^litfuily   walching    a   gold   and    emerald    li^ird 
kkh  was  pecpmg  at  her  from  a  liolc  in  the  roou  of 

fig-tree. 
Presently  Siisana  drew  a  long  bn^lh  and  %1artt*d 
'  ig,  at  Drst  evi'i  s*>  lowv»  then  louder  uid  louder, 
sinking;  into  a  lament  when  &hc  otme  to  the  laat 
few  words: 

'  K«p  Uus  golden  oianKc  orer, 

From  my  orchatd  gathered  new. 
Knilc  ot  &tc<l  it  may  noi  Hcrvcr 
0(  my  Uwit  yott  cut  in  two/  * 

Dofia  Cama  listened  without  looking  up, 

"What,  Scnora?" 

■■  He  isn't  ao  bad  looking,  ch  ?  " 

"  Pi&h  1     I've  ieen  woi^c  I  " 

"  m  wjiger  you  havcn*i  se«n  so  very  many  better," 

"  One  »urh  was  here  last  night," 

"Who?     Don    LuU>    Oh,   as   (or    him "    (A 

pause.) 

"  You  ^^re  saying  ?  " 

"  That  makes  ihuc  ftgs  yoi;'ve  dropped  since  I've 
been  here." 

ThU  caii3wd  Su^ana  to  drop  another,  and  it  fdl 
splosh  f  right  in  front  of  the  lizanrs  noM^.  This 
coniirmcd  his  siLsj>irians  as  to  tlie  ominous  nature  of 
these  rites,  and,  like  a  minuituTc  Hash  of  lightninf;.  he 
shot  back  into  his  hok. 

In  tlie  middle  of  a  giant  ftg-tree  was  Tlo  ^dX»»,  and 

the  nodtry  was  peKhed  below  him.     Nobody  was 

within  earshot. 


*  Prom  ihe  SpAoish. 
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"Come,  you  shall  give  mc  five  rcab  out  ol  the 
twelve/'  said  Tlo  Patas  to  the  fisherman. 

■■  Would  you  skin  me  like  a  fig  ? "  moaned  the 
notary,  looking  up  through  the  foliage.  "  Have  yoii 
no  honour,  man  ?  " 

*■  Honour  and  profit  won't  both  keep  in  th«  same 
sack." 

"  Nay,  but  this  is  no  tair  manner  o!  profit  'Tis 
plain  blood-suckinK." 

'■  Pish  !  Tia  only  milk-5ucking.  "  A  gcntir  caH 
ftucks  her  own  mother  and  three  cows  more.'  I  am  a 
■  gentle  CAlf.'     Hold  your  hat !  " 

Tlo  I'ataa  shot  three  figs  into  the  hat.  The  notary 
transferred  tliem  to  u  basket  and  put  hi^  hat  on  again. 

''  That  makes  the  fourth/'  said  TSo  Patas  to  himself. 

"Four  what?" 

"  Figs  in  your  bat." 

"  You  only  put  in  tht-ec."  returned  the  other, 
taking  off  his  hat  to  look  inside. 

"You've  just  taken  one  out" 

The  notary  tunied  his  hat  round  and  roundn  and 
looked  fipit  at  the  lining,  then  at  Tio  Patas,  who 
chuckled  very  much  to  himself  ^-tnd  enjoyed  the  joke 
immensely. 

"  What  E  mean,"  fcaid  Tlo  Patas  at  length,  becom- 
ing very  snappish,  'Ms  that — (vayal — may  the  devil 
toast  me  browner  than  a  coffee  bean  if  ever  you  gather 
Ags  with  nic  again." 

"Take  your  five  reab,"  gnznted  the  other. 

"*Take  your  five  reals/"  squeaked  Tlo  Pala*. 
"  iC^'T^i-ccUs !  Wlut  a  good  grace  to  (ling  them  at 
me  with  !  This  is  gratitufJe  f  This  i%  your  return  to 
me  (or  all  my  inllur-ncc!  And  what  would  you  be 
earning  it   I  hadn't  dragged  you  in  ?    Twelve  reals, 
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cb?     Hel    br!    be!    Oi  stx,  eh?    or  tbaU  «e  say 

**  Faar,'*  rq^fied  Um  aotaiy  ndlenly, 
*"  Ah,  fom,  to  be  iore.  Foot  ftab  a  day  for  ^"ggmg 
yotir  fvts  oot  it  the  nets,  lii5t«ad  «4  wtuch  I  ajnage 
te  yoa  lorecdvesAWM  rcakpaU  iacasb— aevn  rcab 
baw  I  foond  lor  thli  amnul  **  (here  be  niwd  kk  face 
vid  hands  ta  heavra,  id  parenthesis,  «nd  the  whites 
o4  hifl  eyes  gtiMnifd  with  patboo),  "  and  hok  at  Iilm  I 
Take  bat  ooe  ^aace  at  bis  face  I " 

TV)  Pataft  facJd  the  bot^hs  od  one  skk  and  the 
iibcnnu,  a»  thou^  ccoidoo  that  all  the  saints 
above  were  crowJog  to  the  neareit  chini:  to  look  at 
bini,  cueiuOy  hid  his  lace  aiidi)ccanie  very  busy  with 
hia  work. 

Ucaawhile,  up  Ibc  hillside  above  Cioco  CanuDos, 
and  even  throo^  the  streets  o4  Santa  Fc,  evexy 
nwtbar'i  too  who  had  a  pair  of  arms  was  canytf^ 
tsgipits,  chair  Iq^,  brokrsi  prtTps,  M  mats,  old  boocea, 
old  bcds1<!ads,  and  discarded  fumititrc  of  cverj'  shape 
and  kind. 

For  the  night  was  to  witness  a  terrible  Auto  dc  Fc. 
a  trying  m  v;un  fof  mercy  by  roillions  of  hapless  beings. 
Ask  not  their  najne.  lh<^  Igloos  doomed  to  the  stake ; 
let  me  tpj]  you  tht-y  wmr  luitnrunei  lMi:k-httcn;  and 
had  never  known  baptisni  of  water.  To  the  flames 
^H        with  thcra ;  it  b  enough ! 

^f  From  tlie  w^a-nhore  canie  ribs  of   old  ti^her-boats. 

f  and  aJl  manner  of  flotsam  and  jetsam  which  the>'  piled 

I  alof^  the  streets.    The  Mnnidpal  Semrnos  assvted 

I  \}k  arrarii^nnmU,  anil  marked  off  the  number  <jf  jvtces 

I  along    the    road    'twixt    Iwmrire    ind    bonftre.     The 

^^        Ciiordias  Ci^iles  looked  on  with  foldL-d  arms.    On 
^H        Sunday  they  would  wear  white  breeches  and  march 
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down  to  the  bull-iing  four  abreast  wJtli  fixed  bayonets 
to  awe  the  excited  mob  and  prevent  their  scaling  the 
barrier  between  "Sol"  and  "Sorabra.'* 

At  the  buU-ria^  men  were  earr>'in(*  hurdles,  whilst 
others  prepared  holei  in  the  ground  with  itxin  crow- 
bars- The  fct't  of  Ihrr  hurdles  were  (lien  insrrtrd  in 
the  holes  and  famm^d  rourd  tightly  with  pebble^} 
Behind  the  hurdles  came  planks  of  wood  and  boxes, 
tlie  whole  palisade  being  Lashed  together  with  ropes 
of  sof^.  This  paLifiading  was  fumiel^aped,  the  small 
end  leaiding  !o  the  door  of  the  courtyard  or  "  corral," 
tl(K  widp  t^iid  lying  in  the  diiectiijn  of  Iht?  raid  fioin 
Cinco  Ciinino^ 

On  the  Sunday  after  San  Juan  a  ma^iiicent  bull- 
fight was  to  take  place,  and  thte  was  very  much 
talked  about. 

Fir*lly,  it  was  the  bult-ftght  of  S:^tnt  John  the 
Baptist,  and  if  Saint  John  the  Baptist's  name  is  not 
sufficient  guarantee  for  a  first<Ia3S  bull-tight,  I  have 
lost  ray  opinion  ot  the  saints  I 

Secondly,  eight  bulls  were  to  be  fought  I  No 
ordinary  lialf-bearted  six-bull  affair,  ei^liC  mighty 
"  Bult*  uf  Dedth  "  that  very  niglif  were  coming  down 
by  the  roa<l  from  Val;tnio  and  the  mount;iin3,  aod  in 
ail  probabihty  a  nintli,  In  otse  of  a  mishap. 

\\'hL^t  a  biuz  of  voices  among&t  tlie  youngsters  a« 
to  who  was  going  up  to  the  jxi^  to  ftee  them  corne 
pelting  by,  and  wlio  was  afraid !  There  were  even 
thcae  who  bad  arranged  to  sit  in  the  middle  of  the  road 
lighting  cigarettes  till  the  bulls  were  abnost  upon  thDin, 
but— "man  propoi«,  God  disposes,"  There  Is  that 
in  tlie  \^  of  a  man  that  will  not  sit  still  when  ten 
hundredweight  of  beef  arc  liurled  at  him  out  of  a 
cannon. 
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Thirdly  (and  Uiie  was  ciiusmg  more  talk  than  any- 
thing), Currasco  had  s|Jread  a  proclaination  that  if 
every  other  person  in  the  bull-rittg  were  iui  ;igcnt  of 
secret  police,  and  those  in  between  them  Gu^mluLA 
Civtles,  he  would  be  there  in  person  and  view  the 
fight  from  stait  to  finish. 

You  may  guess  that  with  these  themes  of  converea- 
tion  the  buzzing  of  a  bcc-hive  in  which  every  bee  was 
the  size  of  a  fuU-grown  man  would  be  but  a  mild 
description  ot  the  nightly  clamour  in  the  ca(^. 

Tile  quality  oi  the  coffee  bein^  suited  to  a  certain 
daily  output,  when  the  output  was  doubled,  the 
quality  was  halved.  And  t(  you  u»  a  Spiiiiuird,  please 
(^erve  tliat  tlus  ta^ri  passed  iinnntirttl.  T  reed  say 
no  more  in  prool  of  the  fc^'e^sh  vibration  uttcLincd  by 
the  public  pidse.  And  "  Would  he  ?  "  and  -  Wouldn't 
he  ?  "  and  *'  Of  course  he  would,  and  snap  every  joint 
of  his  fingers  in  the  nost?  of  the  Guardia  Civil  t  " 

Many  who  came  into  the  principal  caf^  would  stand 
on  tip-toe  at  the  doorway,  cigarette  in  hand,  surveying 
Uie  sea  of  faces  witli  eager  eye. 

What  were  they  looking  for  ?  A  friend  ?  No,  they 
had  bet  that  before  San  Juan  they  would  sit  at  the 
same  table  with  Ourasco,  and  they  were  lookiiig  for 
him  under  every  broad-brimmed  hat. 

Those  with  black  whiskers  got  terribly  stoned  at,  to 
be  sure.  And  it  is  my  hrm  belief  (such  is  the  Andalux 
character)  that  if  any  of  tht^sc  g^mtblcrs  had  mf*t  their 
man,  they  would  have  deemed  it  au  honour  to  take 
coffee  with  him,  and  sooner  than  call  the  police  they 
had  cut  their  own  cars  oft. 

In  Uie  great  central  Plaza  fronting  the  cathedral 
a.  scofie  of  booths  had  been  erected,  and  toys,  floweis, 
fans,  sweetmeats,  and  a  ho^t  ol  otiier  conmiodities 
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were  disappc-^nog  tnto  pock«:ts  all  cby  long*  Tlicre, 
were  gold-tisli  and  caniiries,  moroCAxr,  and  even 
little  tortoises  that  looked  ver^-  wt^rily  from  *ide  to 
side,  then  blinkf^J  their  eyes  and  pulltxl  their  headii  in. 
Si  movement*  I  suppose,  equivalent  to  shrugging  their 
shoulders  at  mankind.  Tiic  hubbub  at  night  was 
dcafeniii{i-. 

Ttiere  were  merry^go^rouDds,  th«re  were  ccniiirer& 
and  gymnaits. 

For  ttiov  jtkiUnl  wit]i  the  knife  there  were  sugar  canet, 
which  being  thrown  into  the  air  had  to  be  so  caught  oo 
the  edge  ot  the  bJadc  as  to  split  them  from  end  to  end* 
There  were  lottery  boxes  in  which  the  pn'^es  wore 
sweets  and  tobacco,  the  numbei  being  decided  b>'  a 
spinning  index. 

Tlkcn.  for  the  studious,  there  was  literature.  More 
battle,  murder,  and  sudden  death  for  twopcnce-half- 
penny  ttian  you  could  buy  tn  the  library  ior  twenty 
dolJani  t  And  twine  of  the  works  were  illustrated. 
"The  Road  to  Heaven  and  the  Road  to  Hell,"  for 
instance,  was  a  triuinpl)  of  ^^ubtlety  in  colours,  dis- 
played on  the  side  of  a  bootli.  There  were  seven 
stages  in  each  direction.  This  enabled  people  to  put 
their  tinf^ers  on  the  exact  spot  so  far  arrived  at  in 
their  pilgrimage,  and  probably  acc<>unted  for  the  road 
to  heaven  being  inudi  greasier  than   the  road  to  hell. 

Around  the  square  the  various  establishments  had 
every  window  thrown  open :  and  though  the  chemists' 
Sbopft  aiid  dubfi  and  caf^  were  neither  so  numerous 
nor  so  imposing  as  tliey  are  to-day,  they  sheltered  a 
goorMv  crnwd  uf  idlers  who  loaiteii  themKcJi'o  al  the 
open  windows. 

Hundreds  of  country-people  had  come  iBto  town, 
and  their  picturesque  ccstiimc«  lent  a  waim  tone  to 
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the  black  and  niesct  oJ  the  townsfolk.  Though  even 
the  latter  had  broken  into  coloure  so  far  as  the  fair  sex 
was  concenied,  and  m^my  a  beautifiil  silk  shawl  of 
tlanila  weiit  sweeping  past  the  critics  in  the  citf^s  and 
many  a  fair  face  feigned  to  be  tinconsctous  of  thcar 
flattery,  but  failed  in  the  attempt. 

One  or  two  majvs  might  be  seen»  though  most  of 
them  had  come  ircm  inl;md  villages  where  Dame 
Fashion  movt's  but  ^Io\^ly. 

They  were  dressed  in  close-fitting  jackets  of  bright- 
coloured  velvet  with  gold  ornaments  on  the  siocvcs  and 
shoulders,  and  sashes  or  fajas  round  the  waist.  The 
trousers  were  also  decorated  %^'ilh  tinsel  work  down 
the  seams,  and  in  one  or  two  cases  white  sUk  stocking 
were  in  favour. 

It  may  wdl  be  imagined  that  the  scene  looked  out 
upon  by  those  inside  the  caf^  that  evening  wa£  dazzling 
to  the  eye.  Here  a  gaping  countryman  in  luhed 
brown  leather  Ic^ings  with  tassels  ;  tlieie  a  coy  girl  <rf 
eighteen  with  a  htgli  comb  fixed  in  her  hair  and  a  red 
camation  on  one  side  of  it,  a  silk  network  hand- 
kerchief covering  her  heaving  bosom,  and  white  silk 
stockings  peeping  from  l)eneath  her  black  skirts ; 
yonder  a  gipsy  with  mutton-chop  whiskers  and  a 
amic^  hat ;  silk  balls  on  Ihe  crown  and  biiiu  ol 
tlie  hat ;  behind  hiru  a  priest  with  tlie  brims  of 
his  hat  turned- up ;  behind  the  priest  a  handsome 
Ci\'il  Guard  in  l^ack  and  white,  relieved  by  scarlet 
and  gold ;  ten  paces  to  the  kit  a  majo  in  emerald 
green ;  un  Uie  Cathedial  steps  thire  cripplrs  begging, 
their  rags  a  perfect  study  in  lussct  and  red;  in  a 
doorway  two  Uidics  in  blick  silk,  with  high  combs 
and  mantillas,  Laughing  behind  their  fans.  Add  to  all 
this  an  incessant  chatter  of  people  whose  one  aim  was 
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lo  be  amused,  the  good  humoured  badinage  ol  men 
ho  collided  with  each  othw,  the  occasional  stnimming 
of  n  guitir  ofi  one  or  other  of  tiit?  bLilironics,  or  the 
sotirid  of  the  gymmistS  horn  to  tall  attention,  the 
cUtter  of  coffee-cups  on  tables*  blowing  of  whistles  in 
bootlis,  dapping  cl  hands,  ydlmg  ol  hoy»,  baikm^  of 
dogs,  and  crying  of  babies,  and  I  think  yoti  will  have 
some  idea  of  the  great  square  in  Sanl:i  Fe  on  the  Eve 
of  Saint  John  the  Baptist. 

Moving  in  and  out  amongst  the  crowd  was  El  Chopo» 
and  hia  iacc  spoke  eloquently  ot  his  apprcarition. 
Already  h&  had  exchanged  his  French  clothes  for  others 
of  a  homelier  type,  and,  consistent  with  his  desire  to  be 
one  of  the  p^oi^le,  hb  attire  was  more  modest  than 
belonged  to  Ills  wealth  and  education.  Now  he  would 
pause  to  watch  a  ^psy-woman  presiding  o^'er  her 
faying-pfin  and  bunuctos^  Again  he  would  stnnd 
beside  a  booth  to  see  a  fat  mamma  buying  her  daugtiter 
a  fan,  or  make  himself  a  way  amongst  the  crowd  to 
watch  theconjnrer,  he  woiild  follow  a  rmipli?of  conntty- 
men  round  the  fair  to  hear  tliem  talk,  or  mount  the 
Cathedral  steps  to  view  the  panorama  from  a 
distance. 

His  every  movement  spoke  of  the  enthusiast, 
severed  far  a  while  from  a  scene  titat  hb  heart 
loved  1>est,  froni  a  sceiie  which  his  sojourn  abroad 
had  tauglit  him  to  idolise,  rxnd  now  he  wo.'t  taking 
bis^. 

El  (^opo  w^  not  so  absorbed  in  the«e  sunoundings, 
however,  as  to  lose  all  count  of  the  ttm<r,  for  he  now 
and  then  looked  at  tus  watch,  a&  though  an  appoint- 
ment were  in  question,  and  when  half-past  eleven  was 
chimed  from  the  Cathedra]  he  turned  his  back  on  the 
fair, 
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II  wojt  a  beautiful  nighty  Ihe  moon  biding  just  on  the 
wmc.  but  yet  so  pure  and  silvery  as  to  render  the  doud 
of  du^t  Along  the  roEtd  to  Cinco  Camincrs  as  visible  a:»  if 
a  searchlight  had  been  placed  every  tew  yaixb  oJoog 
the  way.  Vchiclee  of  every  dcscriptton  were  tilling 
rapidly  and  driving  away  in  the  moonlight  towards  the 
river  Guadalote.  Into  one  of  these  convcyajic« 
climbed  EJ  Chopo,  and  was  whisked  aw&y  hcltcr 
skelter  across  the  Arroyo  and  bumped  from  side  to 
side  as  die  coach  Hew  niadiy  Irom  one  nit  into  another 
and  lurched  in  e^^cr^'  dirGCtioii. 

Ten  minutes  brought  liim  ;ihreast  of  fite  Fonda  del 
Trinj.  and  ;i  glimpse  at  the  cntianre,  wheiuc  issued  a 
flood  of  light,  showed  one  the  viiie<overed  trellis 
beneath  which  n  majo  and  m^f'a  were  dancing  a  bolero. 
Ttic  onlookers  clapped  their  hands  in  time  with  the 
music,  im<}  the  castanets  rattled  in  rising  or  dying 
tadaicc  as  the  dancers  grew  fired  with  passion  or  fell 
into  smiling  voluptuousness. 

Arrived  at  the  wooden  bridge  which  crosses  the 
Guadalote,  El  Chopo  spr;ing  down  from  the  coach  and 
paid  the  driver  his  fare,  then  leant  upon  the  balustrade 
(if  the  bridge  ioid  ga/ed  on  the  rushy  hanks. 

People  were  walking  along  the  river  on  both  sides, 
crackling  in  amongst  the  willowa  and  poplars,  and 
plunging  knec-dccp  among  the  bulrushes.  Two  bon- 
hres  had  been  lighted  upon  the  left  bank  and  otlierc 
farthei  away  along  llie  right.  Some  of  the  people 
carried  lanterns,  and  these  eoutrasted  prettilj'  with  the 
moonshine  in  tiie  water.  Sometimes  one  would  hear 
the  laughter  of  the  ^rb  when  thdr  sweethearts 
floundered  Into  tneadierous  water- weed£. 

As.  El  Chopo  leant  upon  the  b:dustn^de  a  guitar 
^kuddenly  twunged  upon  the  left  bank  behind  bin^,  and, 
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alter  a  rambling:  prelude  o\  many  chorda,  n  jibui*3 
voice  began  to  stng : 

To  Sunt  John  of  oW  there  came 

U«a  in  Jordiin ; 
9wkii]|{  PiudilLac  tljvy  i^mc 

All  in  Jordiin. 
U  ICEt  mo  Manola's  cyoi 
All  my  ParAcliiUT  niicnpEiscL 
Tell  mo  tiow  may  J  bapliw 

Not  in  Jordan. 

ThiB  died  away,  and  th^  guitar,  ri^g  and  falling  for 
a  few  moments,  broke  into  the  minor  when  a  m>man*s 
voicti  answered  in  phijrttive  tone : 


\VhcD  wu  quAricUcd  yetla  o'cn, 

Wicked  t>Tanl  1 
Fell  nay  tatticQ  bari  belwDcn 

(Cruel  lyrantt). 
F<>il  tho  irfus  ndfywn  my  fh««tr. 
Kincd  tliy  h«;^d  and  wet  Ihy  loot, 
Chml<Ttcd  ihvc  a  Toithlofia  Cheat 

And  a  Tvranr  ! 


L  The  refrain  »o  plea^bed  HI  Choi)o  that  he  found  him- 

^Kftdf  humming  it  again  and  aguin  as  with  hands  behind 
^"his  back  he  strolled  along  the  water's  edge  from  gioup 
to  group.    Ahcr  a  little  while  he  reached  a  point 
where  the  noisier  clement,  the  lanterns,  giiitarg,  and 
singing,  all  disappearc^dp  and  arriving  at  a  Uump  of 
willows  which  appeared  to  maik  tlic  limits  of  Ihe  path, 
he  paused  to  gaze  yti  lurtlicr  in  the  moonligliL    It 
was  then  that  he  perceived  a  carriage  drawn  up  some 
thirty  pac€£  from  tlie  river,  the  driver  motionJcss  upon 
ikis  box  and  a  lady  seated  in  the  carriage  all  alone. 
'Opposite  this  rartia^^  but  IcneeJing  »(   the  water's 
edge,  were  Dona  Caiiia  and  Sasana. 
The  young  man  strolled  toward5  them  as  one  who 
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comes  by  chanc« ;  yet  in  r^ity  his  heart  was  beating 
i-ASter  tti^n  befone,  though  rot  so  fast  as  Ciima**  wh«n 
s^ie  looknl  up  ^mJ  %aw  hini.  As  iat  >is  C^niA  wa^ 
concerned  she  would  have  allowed  him  to  pass  by  with 
only  a  distant  "good  night/*  But  El  Chopo  was 
determined  it  should  be  otherwise.  He  stood  there 
rcsolntdy  in  Ircnt  of  her,  and  persistently  engaged  her 
in  converaatioai,  and  with  so  good  a  grac«,  so  courteoius 
a  deferenct\  that  bttle  by  little  she  yielded,  and  at 
Icngtli  Wiis  5uqiriscd  to  find  hcfsclf  quite  at  htr  case 
and  talking  a^  il  she  had  known  him  for  many  yeofs. 
Slie  laughingly  referred  to  ht^r  presen<!e  bei^tdfi  Ihe 
liver  and  hop^d  Itmt  he  would  not  find  her  Mipar* 
stitJous. 

'*  It  is  a  quaint  old  custom,"  replied  El  Chopo, "  and 
the  world  would  be  ughcr  without  it-'* 

"  Padre  Ignacio  said  you  were  bis  nephew "  sho 
continued,  looking  towards  the  opposite  bank  of  the 
river  very  hard. 

"Yes," 

"  But  he  did  not  tell  me  your  name  of  baptisjn  ?  *' 

By  fiome  slight  token,  an  infleetion  in  her  voice,  a 
light  in  her  dark  eyes,  El  Chopo  became  aware  that 
the  question  was  not  protnjiled  hy  tiirre  rariosity. 

All  too  late  Dona  Cama  comprehended  that  she  had 
shown  an  mtcrcst  in  this  stranger  which  might  disarm 
her  were  he  to  return  it^  Tlicn  it  occurred  to  her  that 
it  would  not  be  very  bitter  were  he  to  do  so,  and  thus 
she  forgave  herself. 

"  I  have  never  been  baplizai,"  he  made  reply  ;  then 
alter  a  pause,  continued,  '"  I  was  once  a  poor  tisher- 
boy  on  the  beaeh  of  CiiKO  Caminoe.  I  worked  in  your 
father's  Fibrica.    They  called  me  El  Chopo." 

Dotfta  Cam:*,  looking  upon  the  Viur^o's  stalwart 
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fonn,  remembered  her  lather's  praises  of  him,  and  his 
past  liistDi>\ 

'■'ElChopo,'"  said  she;  "I  do  not  like  the  name." 

"  Most  sweet  fady,  1  only  await  a  priest  as  fair  as  you' 
to  do  the  christeninR." 

Dofla  Carna  blushed  deeply,  but  presently  controUed 
herself,  ajid  1oukui|;  ij|>oii  him  in  atl  seriousness, 
replied : 

*' !  tiiD  no  priest,  and  may  not  baptize  you  I  " 

*'  In  thut  you  are  mistaken.  Give  me  a  name,  and 
all  who  Gpeak  of  mo  shall  call  me  by  it/' 

\Miat  was  this  chann  in  the  b^lmy  moonlight 
«venin|;  tJiat  made  tiis  words  so  Ihrillingly  sweet  to 
her?  What  witchery  of  this  night  of  fairy  revels 
could  have  whispered  flo  foolish  an  impulse  as  that 
which  now  took  hold  of  her  ?  For,  afti^r  a 
pause,  (luring  which  Cama  seemed  to  be  a  prey  to 
conflicting  ideas,  shr  snddmly  tumrd  towards  El 
Chopo,  and  with  a  smile  that  was  half  nervous  and 
a  voice  all  faltering  bade  him  bring  her  water  in  bis  hat 
that  she  might  christen  him. 

In  a  moment  he  was  atooping  down  by  the  river's 
edge  among  tlie  willows. 

Just  as  he  was  ^bout  lo  w^orp  lh^  watiM'  in  his  hat  a 
long  black  water-snake  wriggled  out  from  among  the 
rushes  and  darted  away  on  the  fturlace  of  the  stream 
with  rapid  and  undulating  motion.  It  made  him 
shudder. 

Tlic  idea  flashed  upon  his  mind  that  this  was  a  sign 
of  ill  omen ;  tlien,  lauglting  at  himself,  he  liUcd  his  bat 
with  water  ajid  quickly  returned. 

Su£ana,  smiling*  and  astonished,  held  the  water,  and 
Dofia  Cama»  when  he  knelt  down,  dipped  har  fingers 
in  the  font  and,  looking  ^i  Su»ana,  cried  laughin^y : 
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"What  shall  we  cali  him  ?  " 

*'Why,  Senora  !  "  said  Susana,  ''Is  it  not  the 
Eve  of  San  Juan  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I     Then  we  will  call  him  Juan." 

And  so  sa-ying  she  sprinkled  his  head  with  water  and 
told  him  that  bis  name  was  Juan. 
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"I  woijld  not  wiab 
Any  citmpanion  in  iho  tvorld  bui  you. 
Nor  can  ixnngiaalicKa  form  &  ahapo, 
Bcsidca  younclf,  lo  like  of." 

AND  now,  good  readtir,  since  a  very  fair  Jady  has 
chosen  this  person  a  name,  would  it  not  he  rude 
in  IB  to  ciil  him  El  Chopo  any  mort;  ?  Assured  of 
your  answer,  m  future  his  name  is  Juan» 

Meanwhile  DoSa  Fdip^t,  seated  in  the  carriage,  had 
scarcHy  understood  the  events  that  were  taking  placf 
besidt^  the  I'wjei. 

In  the  moonlight  ^le  had  perceived  a  hipcd  in  a 
cloak  approach  her  young  ward*  had  puckered  her 
forehead  with  wonder  and  strained  her  eyes  when  he 
went  to  kneel  down  by  the  ri\-er;  but  when  he  came 
h'M^f.  hatless,  knelt  at  DonaCarna's  feet  ai»d  apparently 
TcceK'ed  her  benedtctiom  with  laying  on  of  han<h,  the 
old  woman's  t)ewilderment  was  great,  and  she  floundered 
out  of  the  coach  and  waddled  towards  the  river  tike 
an  anxious  hippopotamus  when  the  hunter  attacks  hcrr 
young- 

Suu.na  emptied  away  the  water  and  *hook  the  hat. 
Don  Juan  Nicto,"  said  Dona  Cama,  "  lias  brought 
mc  water  that  1  might  dip  my  fingers  in  it/' 

This  CKplanation  sent  a  thrill  ttirough  the  young 
man'ts  heart  for  two  good  reasons. 

In  the  fir^t  place,  that  she  was  evidently  in  earnest 
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about  his  name ;  in  the  second,  that  sJhe  endca 
to  coDceal  v^ut  liad  been  hjippeiiifig. 

His  eyts  met  hers,  and  in  that  moment  tbcy  umkr- 
Mood  each  ot)icr<  When  he  ^vc  l»r  a  look  of  gratitude 
«h«  wns  tmablc  to  rttum  his  guc  stcodUy.  Hei 
lashes  fell  with  a  consciousness  she  could  not  oveicome- 
Hrr  feelings  fir^t  swayed  tmvanLi  conlt^tmcnt,  and  ^ve 
told  herself  that  how'cvcr  deeply  she  stood  conuniltal 
she  would  not  nndo  what  her  impubc  had  bidden  her 
to  perform.  Then  ^&  Joshed  hotly  and  veas  a^^hut 
at  her  foolish  predicament. 

Wlien  Dofia  Felipa  understcod  that  the  neiir«)nwr 
no  Iffli  A  ptfson  tlian  the  nephew  of  Padre  Igi^acio, 
manner  recov-crcd  its  rcpoAC*  Even  had  %i\c  wished 
to  read  the  riot  act  she  cenainiy  would  h-Ave  found  it 
hnpossible,  for  just  at  that  critical  moment  a  group  of 
people  came  towards  him.  throe  ladies  and 
gentlemen.  Tlic  l^es  wvrc  the  widow,  Doi^a  Mai 
Lopec  and  her  daughters  LoJa  and  Concha,  ^fariquiu,' 
the  eldest,  was  stayinfi  with  an  aunt  in  Barcelona. 

In  Santa  Fe  the  widow  and  her  two  daughters  nlghUy 
prayed  that  M.irkjuitaN  journey  might  tioi  be  in  v 
and  l>e- »iirc?  that  NrpiriqnttaN applications  to  heaven 
a  husband  were  n<»t  less  frequent  or  I»5  ferven 
Three  goklcii  ounces  had  it  coc>t  to  pay  tlie  dihfcn' 
and  Ood  aJone  knew  where  the  return  |Oumey 
coming  from! 

Howexer, sufhdent  unto  the  day  was  tlic  evil  thereof? 
to-night  waA  tlic  Eve  of  St.  John,  and  Lolaand  Concha 
weie  happy  and  Light-hcAited  as  only  a  Spaniard  con 
he  when  tlte  wolf  is  at  the  door. 

The  fourth  person  wai  Jc^  Ramos,  returned  from 
Salam^nori,  (kte^miiunl  mit  to  tuisA  an  Fve  of  SL  John 
in  Santa  Fc. 
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The  fiitli  ^ncl  U?;t  oC  the  group  wa*ft  our  Capt^un  of 
Gvil  Guards,  who  bestow^  upon  Juan,  iks  he  saluted 
htm,  a  look  which  might  have  made  a  more  timoroua 
man  feel  ill  at  case,  1  must  tell  you  that  Don  Luis  had 
matured  a  very  pretly  plan. 

Dofia  Cama  bevin^  proved  as  cold  to  him  as  the 
far-away  snow  o{  the  Sierras,  Don  Luis  conceived  that 
he  might  perhaps  make  her  jeiiloiw. 

Lately  he  had  been  paying  marked  attention  to 
CoQCha  Lopex,  an  attention  wannly  approciatod 
until  its  origin  was  underetood. 

Jo§<^  Ramos  wa?^  a  distant  relation  of  the  widow 
Lopef,  and  when  he  saw  the  mother  and  two  girb 
looking  sidly  at  the  fans  in  the  Plaza,  he  had  forthwith 
put  his  hand  in  hh  pocket  ;ind,  in  order  ttiat  he  might 
not  bo  accused  of  being  partial,  bought  them  a  fan 
ly^e,  which  pleased  them  mightily.  Whereupon 
"Don  Luis  had  joined  thein  and  offered  to  conduct  the 
party  to  the  river  in  a  coach.    And  here  they  were. 

First  of  all  the  girh  liad  to  wet  their  faces  and  wi&h 
for  husbands  ^-ithiti  th;:  year,  and  this  caused  much 
amusement. 

The  three  men  were  made  to  stand  apait  whiUt  the 
girts  ran  away  laughing,  followed  by  Carna,  tlie  two 
elder  ladies,  and  Susana,  and  ^r  fully  ten  minutes 
there  wa:^  such  a  »>und  of  merriment  from  the  rushes 
wtiere  the  girls  were  christening  them^vea,  that 
Saint  John  ttu;  Baptist  surely  must  have  wi&lied^he 
were  on  earth  again. 

Having  assured  themselves  husbands  within  tlic 
year,  and  having  set  the  water  a  rippling  in  the  moon- 
light as  U  it  \^'ere  much  amused,  Lola  and  Concha 
touched  up  their  hair,  adjusted  their  combs  and 
mantillas,  and  came  back  to  the  loi^ely  men,  who,  ol 
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course,  had  a  few  mischievous  jok«  saved  up  for  them, 
such  as  I  "  ( Hija  \  If  you  only  dip  your  face  yoii'U 
only  get  a  share  of  a  husbaa<3."  *'  Best  dip  your 
arms  and  legs."  "We  would  have  held  your  dothes 
fur  you,"  and  so  on.  To  whir.h  llic  girls  replinl  "  fhat 
it  was  cot  for  husbands  such  as  they  were  that  they 
had  come  all  the  way  to  Guadalote ;  of  that  they  nught 
be  sure,"  and  other  retorts  of  the  kind. 

Then  they  all  held  a  council  of  war. 

Qearly  they  miist  climb  the  hill  by  the  Jesuits* 
Coll^  on  their  way  back,  and  view  the  fires  and  fin> 
works  from  the  height. 

So  the  carriages  were  summoned  and  they  drove 
alon^  the  road  to  Cinco  Caminos.  Jos6  sang  them  a 
Bong  and  the  girh  chippH  time  with  thtrir  hands  when 
they  came  to  the  irlioms,  thr-.  widow  overlooking  such 
frivolity  in  view  of  the  solitude  and  in  honour  of 
San  Juan^ 

Don  Luis  was  rather  g]um.  He  h&d  hoped  to  make 
the  fourth  in  Cama's  carria^,  but  Do6a  Felipa  was 
too  {juick  for  him.  and  Juan  wa.^  seated  beside  h4r 
before  tlie  captain  had  time  to  say  a  wonl. 

AiTived  at  the  Fonda  dd  Trini  they  all  alighted, 
leaving  one  driver  in  charge  oi  the  two  vehicles. 

"For  you  bad  best  get  down,*'  said  Dofia  Felipa  to 
Tlo  Patas,  "  and  help  me  up  the  hilL" 

TTicn  ihcy  went  slowly  climbing  up  the  road  towards 
the  college,  first  Josi  Kanic^  with  Dona  Maria  on  his 
left  arm  and  Lola  on  lii3  right,  then  Don  Lub  with 
Condia,  then  Juan  with  Cama,  and  lastly  Uona  Fehpa, 
panting  very  hard  and  leaning  harder  still  on  the  aim 
of  the  kind]ing  Tlo  Pataa. 
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ihatS  where  wc  wurt  to  *land  r  You  can  set  the 
whole  vega  of  Santa  Fc,  and  the  iovn\  and  lh«  ifiUnd- 
Look  I    There  goes  another  rocket  I  " 

i>o^  Maria  :  "  Oh— h— li  I     Look  I  " 

L^  I  *'  Yes,  mamma,  &nd  look  behind  you  at  the 
island ;  some  one  had  Lighted  a  ^cat  bonfire  in  the 
middle.    It  looks  like  a  town  afire  I  *' 


Dm  Luis :  "  Within  the  year,  wiid  I  ?  Why. 
within  a  month  more  likely,  with  such  a  face  as  yourx," 

Concha  :  "  1  make  my^h  no  allusions,  and  1  am  not 
fond  ol  coar»e  flattery,  I  am  neither  so  fair  as  to 
kill  nor  so  ugly  as  to  fright  a  man/' 

Don  Ltm  :  '*  N;iy,  but '' 

Concha :  *'  What  is  that  light  upon  the  road  yonder 
by  the  cros*  ?    What  are  the)"  doing  ?  " 

Don  Luis  I  "  Two  or  three  soldiers  3<iuattiag  along 
the  roadside  by  the  light  of  a  candle.  Now  you  can 
see  what  they  are  doing,  playing  cards." 

Concha :  "  And  the  candle  in  a  l>ayonet  I  How 
strange !  " 

Don  Luis:  "Still,  that  is  not  what  I  vns  talking 
about.  You  keep  Hying  away  from  the  subject.  Now 
look  here,  to  put  il  plainly " 

Concha  :  "  |  Sefior  mio  I  And  do  you  tfiink  tltnt  ! 
have  not  seen  which  frc  you  were  fanning  ?  And 
pray  would  you  have  roe  laid  myself  to  such  clumsy 
ftntics  ?  Uon't  ask  mc  to  hdp  you  cook  your  stew  or 
pcih^pa  I  may  upset  the  pipkin  I  " 

Don  Luis ;  *'  You  are  vef)'  cutting.  And  yet  yot^ 
wen?  vety  kind." 

CmcAa ;  "  |  Qaro  1  SuppoM  there  is  a  girt  whose 
cvcrj*  moment  is  fctteitd  by  poverty.  Her  clothes 
arc  last  year's  doUics  turned  inside  out.    Her  lood, 
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garboDZos  and  bread  as  hard  as  the  feet  of  St,  Peter. 
There  romes  a  co>[con)b  riding  ii]>on  a  horse  and  dressed 
in  scarlet  and  ^Jd,  not  too  mJirv-i^Jloii^  &  hcin^.  but 
&tiU  with  money  in  hift  pocket  to  liiy  Jkim^f  a  wife. 
Why,  Sdtor,  the  girl  U  only  human  if  Kh«  forgets  the 
old  proverb  and " 

Don  L\di :  '*  Wiat  proverb  ?  " 

Ctm^ia :  " '  Never  mairy  a  down  for  want  of  a 
gown/  Wliy,  th^  girl  b  only  human  if  ahe  overcomes 
her  scrupled,  pretends  lo  faU  in  love  and— ^'* 

Den  Luis :  ''  Pray  do  you  mean  that  all  that  applies 
to  you  and  mr.  ?  " 

Ctmcha  :  ''  U  the  cap  fifs !  " 

Juan :  "  You  must  make  fun  of  it  if  you  choose, 
but  it  is  the  truth.  And  you— I  suppose  you  never 
thought  of  me  again  ?  '* 

Carna :  "Oh — yes  I  1  do  not  so  ea^y  foi^t 
people/' 

Juan :  **  I  rcmcn^bcr  every  word  you  ^lid  to  inc» 
and  1  to  you.  '  Hope/  you  told  me,  "  was  like  luun^, 
which  bear  no  fniil  whate\"er  but  are  always  green  I '  " 

Coma  :  "  Ho,  th.il  surely  was  not  what  I  said  I  ** 

Juan:  "Aye!  That  you  did  I  And  I  turned  it 
over  and  over  in  my  mind.  All  night  1  sat  up  tbinking 
of  it " 

Ciima  :  **  \\'hat  laur^s  ?  A  povv«rfuJ  opiate  I  And 
to  keep  a  man  awake  withal " 

Juan  :  " and,  '  Alas  1  '  tliouglit  I.  '  ihh  bdy  is 

iburely  very  pitiless.  She  would  let  me  hope  for  ever 
without reiR'aTd.  At  least/  thought  1,  'she  might  have 
given  me  a  plain  ans»H?r !  * " 

Canta  :  "  And  you  a  scM^f  1  " 

Juani  "Why  so?'' 
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Carna :  '*  |  Scn^^r  inSo?  c:im  Ic^ic  i-vnd  pliilosophy 
^vc  a  man  no  better  tcasoning  (han  that  ?  " 

/iftw :  "  Ah.  there  is  no  whooling,  Scciora,  to  leach 
<nie  diviBaticQ  oi  a  woman's  mind/' 

Coma :  "  'Tis  just  such  men  a&  yoii  that  go  snaring 
and  never  catch  a  bird  I  You  would  stMd  in  the 
itiidiHt^  uf  a  fidd  with  l>:ig  wiile  ayten  crying.  'Come, 
fly  in  my  litUe  dove  ! '  " 

/iMn  ;  *'  Ah  then  there  was  n  meaning  in  what  you 
said  ?    Oh,  pray  do  not  hide  your  memmcDt  I  " 

Csma  :  '*  I  cuinot  remember,  Sefior,  Tell  me,  did 
1  sigh  when  I  said  '  laitrrls  *  ? '' 

Jttan :  "  No ;  but  you  looked  most  wonderfully 
bcanUhil." 

Carnal  "Oh  lookl  look  I  Lif^tcn,  it  is  ju^l  goir^ 
to  burst.  Oh,  what  a  bang  I  Look  at  the  sparks— 
like  a  be^orn  all  down  the  sky  I  It  reminds  me  of  the 
fl^iining  Bery  sword  at  the  gatrs  of  Paradise  in  our 
picture  of  Adam  and  Eve." 

yiMft :  "'  Rockets,  I  believe,  t>elong  to  the  other 
place  I  Senora,  I  have  something  to  tcU  you,  ti  I 
dared,  yet  J  fear  your  answer '* 

Coma :  "  Well,  then,  do  not  tell  me  I  Hark  I  h 
not  thit  Dofla  Felipa  t^^iiig  to  us  )  Let  us  wait  a 
moment'* 


TtQ  Paias  {to  htm^lf) ;  ''I  wonder  if  the  old  por- 
poise expects  me  to  pull  her  up  to  yonder  summit  in 
tliis  fashion,  and  tny  arm  neatly  dragged  oat  of  its 
f  Tliis  is  the  ocLupalion  of  a  mulo  I  "  (To 
|Dofia  Fclipfi) :  ''  f  pray  you.  Senora,  walk  on  tins  ^idc 
fof  the  road,  it  is  much  smoother  for  your  feet.  Would 
you  like  to  chiin^^  aims  ?  I  fear  tliat  your  riglit  arm 
■must  lie  growing  tiitd  ?  " 
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pQiUi  Fdifm  (puffing  very  hard) :  "  Ouf  I— Pouf  I 
— Man.  you— ha\"« — ^no  atri^ngth — in  you.  I— would 
rather— keep — to  this— dde.  I  can— hdd^mudi 
better." 

'*  Tfo  Paias  (tn  htmselO  :  '"  Ves  !  Hold  like  a  limpet  I 
I  wouldn^t  like  to  be  shiptvrecked  with  you  I  Santa 
Haria  dd  Carmen,  ii  penance  counts  for  augfat  I 
shouJd ^" 

DoiUi  Fdipa :  "  What  is  it — that  you  keep— mut- 
tering about  ?     1  believe — you  are  unwilling  !  " 

Tfo  Patos:  *' '  UnwiUing/  Senora,  I>  \  caught 
sight  ol  the  stone  cross  yonder,  as  we  rounded  tl>c 
comer,  and  it  is  my  custom  to  munnur  an  '  Ave 
Maria'  when  1  pa^.  Will  you  rest  beside  the  croce 
awhile  ?  " 

DoHaFfiipai  "No.   Tlic  others; — have  gone  past  it  " 

Tio  Paias  {to  bimscU) :  "And  I  wish  you  were 
bdwaUi  it."  (To  Dofla  Felipa) :  "  Sciaora.  I  icar  that 
I  am  walking  too  last  for  you  ?  " 

DoHa  Fdipn :  "  Not  at  all— not  fast— enough  I 
Look,    we     arc — falling     behind.     Carnal     Camal 


When  they  reached  the  open  space  beside  the  college 
and  turned  around*  this  is  what  they  saw.  In  the  hm 
place  the  moon  over  everything  smiling  at  the  reveb. 
On  the  far  right  the  Guadulote,  whence  they  lud  come, 
witli  hali-a-doicn  bonfirt^  on  cither  bunk.  On  the 
far  Ic(t»  Santa  Fc,  whose  houses  concealed  the  fires 
down  in  the  streets,  but  whose  higher  waUs  and  bal- 
conies were  suffused  with  a  ruddy  glow.  Especially 
was  this  Uie  case  with  the  Cathedral.  The  lower 
square  basie  of  tl^e  lower  Sieetned  to  be  incandescent 
with  a  colour  of  cherry  red,  whilst  llie  cup(da  reflected 
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the  tthercal  mfvinlighi  and  wore  a  bluish  tint.  From 
wioos  pobCs  in  the  city  dtnse  coluiniis  ol  sniokc  ticw 
upwards  mingled  with  sparks,  and  indood  a  stranger 
noight  liave  thought  that  the  Goths  and  Visigoths 
^W€i€  racking  it,  for  it  looked  like  a  town  on  fire. 

AJong  the  kiug's  highway  were  bonfiies  at  intervalB, 
several  in  Cinco  Caminoi,  one  at  the  Fonda  dd  Trini, 
two  or  three  on  the  besich,  and  a  mighty  bl^Lxc  in  the 
middie  of  tJie  island  of  Lagarto. 

From  the  Plaza  of  Ssmta  Fc  a  rocket  fiew  up  and 
burst  into  a  flame  of  vivid  green;  from  the  Island  ol 
Lagarto  rose  up  another  and  scattered  a  shower  of 
orange-coloured  sparks ;  from  the  village  of  Ctnco  Cami- 
Qos  there  Hcd  a  third,  plunged  heavenward  with  the 
wildest  expectations  and  fell  to  the  ground  abortive. 
It  wa&  sped  by  the  village  schoolmaster  and  had  cost 
him  a  long  Aiy's  pay,  Cinco  Caminos,  however,  wa^ 
not  without  its  display.  A  series  of  most  wonderful 
fiery  circles  were  noted  by  those  up  on  the  bill.  They 
were  made  by  a  lamp  of  wood  fastened  to  a  piec«  oi 
wire,  to  the  wire  was  attached  a  string,  and  the  wood 
being  steeped  in  tar  and  set  on  fire  was  set  whirling  by 
a  youngster  standing  upon  sonic  eminence 

Some  chose  a  barrel,  but  this  limited  the  circle  to  a 
radius  ol  ax  or  seven  iect  Others  betook  thcmsclvxa 
to  the  balconies  and  with  more  than  one  advantage. 
For  instance,  when  blazing  tar  fell  down  the  backs  of 
the  spectators  the  offender  w^as  inaccessible. 

From  the  Car  distance  rose  a  faint  diddng  of  cas- 
tanets. This  came  from  tlie  Fonda  d<i  Trwi,  at  tlielr 
feet,  where  th«  dance  was  growing  faster  and  the  fun 
more  forioua. 

Tliey  hjid  been  standing  some  little  time  and  gazing 
at  the  panofama  bcii«^ath  them  when  a  Jesuit  novice 
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cam€  towards  them  from  the  gate  of  the  co]teg«. 
"  The  Fftther  Rector  sent  his  compliments,  and  h&ving 
recOKni2£Kl  therru  wished  to  know  whether  they  would 
honour  him  by  resting  awhile  in  the  orchard  ?  " 

Nothing  loath,  they  foUontd  the  novice  bade  through 
the  open  ^,\te.  In  the  porch  »tood  Padre  Ignado  and 
l*adre  Mtirtinc2. 

Cam<i  introduced  those  oi  her  companions  who^-erfi 
unlniou.li  to  the  fathers. 

"\V>  belong  to  the  Bishc^^s  flock,"  raid  Doila 
Maila  Lopez,  smiling. 

''  H  covctousncss  availed  mc."  replied  Padre  Ignacio, 
wiUi  a  bow,  "  1  fear  tliat  the  Bishop's  Jlock  would  lo« 
thrte  lambs  to-night." 

'*  How  very  rivil  are  the*«  Jesuits ! "  ttiought 
Dona  Marid.  and  replied,  with  a  sigh,  ^  that  llie  BisJiop 
would  ncvtr  miss  an  old  ewe  like  hersdf,  for  people 
were  valut^  in  the  Cathedral  loi  what  tbcy  gave  away, 
and  four  leals  a  month  bou^t  mighty  little  respect^ 
Godkmwt*' 

"  Here,"  said  Cama,  simply,  '*  one  is  not  valued  for 
one's  money,  but  for  oneself." 

Tlic  Father  Rector,  j>lancing  at  her.  admired  her 
artlessnes^  and  csprii  d€  corps,  but  felt  a  twinge  of 
conscience,  for  he  knew  the  inner  workings  of  the 
Company. 

Witli  that  they  pa^ed  through  the  coUegc  into  the 
otx^ard  behind,  and  mounting  the  terraces  one  by  one 
found  several  chairs  at  tlic  high^t  point  on  the  opposite 
comer  to  the  tank^  and  here  ihey  sat  down  at  Padro 
Ignado's  tn\itation  and  found  ttut  tlie  view  was  almost 
belter  than  befor«f.  Ciiicti  Caiuinos  wa«  b1ottf*d  out  by 
tiic  trees  and  colkgr^,  but  IIk  great  plain  on  Ihrir  right 
was  faintly  \-i3ible  m  the  moonshine,  and  here  and  there 
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it  waft  speckltd  by  a  glittering  pin-potnt  of  fire  wherever 
there  was  ^  cottar  or  a  finca  amon^  the  ^.u^ar-cancs. 

Whilst  they  sal  talking,  two  lay  brothers  brought 
sotnc  small  tables  Irom  the  collc^,  and  on  each  tabic 
set  a  lifted  lamp,  beside  it  a  &osk  ol  Wine,  ^  baslcet  of 
paatrj%  aome  sweeaneats  and  some  fruit, 

Scjir<^y  n  Xnttiiih  of  air  w;ts  stirrings 

"I  am  wirprised  lo  ftnd  the  college  awafcc."  ?satd 
Dqiul  Maria>  fanning  hcrscli  with  a  great  display  of  the 
Dcwly  purchased  fan. 

"  The  collq^e  is  supposed  to  be  asleep."  replied  the 
Father  Rector.  "  But.  we  are  only  weak  mortals, 
SeBoHi,  and  Ihi-s  di-splay  lias  leinpled  our  curiosity. 
Thus  it  came  to  pa^  tiiat,  standing  quietly  in  my 
balcony  and  hoping  that  Padre  Martinez  would  reckon 
me  afile<^  Padre  Mirtinef  waj£  in  his  balcony  aloni^ide 
practising  the  «ame  deceit.  Each  looked  towards  the 
other  at  the  ^mr  moment,  and  our  guilt  being  thus 
dedoaed,  wc  nwt  each  other  in  the  coiTidcr  and  agreed 
to  sit  at  one  ot  the  great  windows  over  the  pordi.  and 
keep  each  other  company  through  the  still  watdies  of 
Oie  nip;ht  I  Alas  I  \Ve  were  not  the  firat  amvaL*i,  by 
any  nieaim  1  Hdf  the  college  was  wide  awake  and 
whi^prring  at  the  \hindow  in  fiont  of  us,'* 

'*  And  the  other  half?" 

"  Al  the  other  window,  Scnora." 

A  young  priest  helped  the  ladies  to  MUoga  wine 
and  sweetmeats. 

Padre  Martinez  came  to  ^t  besede  Dofta  Felipa. 
Tlie  eyfs  of  the  Catalan  priest  seemed  always  to  focus 
themsdves  upon  t!ic  individtial  who  was  altnicfirg 
'least  attention.  When  Ciima  spoke  lie  was  looking 
.&t  Juan»whostood  motion1eK«  behind  her  chair;  when 
Juan  spoke  lie  bad  already  fini^ed  with  him  and  was 
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seems  to  Uiink 

with   incessant 

How  does  she 


scnitiniftng  the  Captain  oC  Civil  Guards.  When  the 
Okptain  »poke,  ht*  ^axe  had  &hifled  to  Cama.,  and  so  on 
round  the  drrJc-  \\1icn  a  piiusc  occurred  his  eyes 
were  restless  in  their  sockets,  he  looked  here  and  there 
and  everywhere.  Concha  dropped  her  Um  and  }oe& 
fHcked  it  Tip  for  her  ;  noted  I  Cama  gave  her  empty 
glass  not  to  her  cousin  but  to  Juan;  remembeied t 
Lola  spoke  to  Jcs^  over  her  ?Jiou1dcr,  and  }os6  sbrxig^ed 
his  shoulders  and  sniiled  ;  entered  and  indexed  I 

"The  good  Captain  must  be  peisistcntiy  dis- 
countged,"  he  was  saying  in  an  undertone  to  Dooa 
Kdipa,  his  eyes  on  Cama*s  face, 

"  But  the  other  you  think ?  '' 

"  Yes,  the  other,  the  Pudrs  Rtdof 
might  be  a  desirable  match.  But 
watching,  mind,  incessant  watching, 
incline  f  *' 
'*  Have  you  not  already  noticed  ?  " 
'^  My  d^  i^ly>  when  1  ask  you  a  question  will  you 
honour  me  with  a  reply  ?  " 

"  Pardon  me.  1  meant  to  imply  that  U  waA  so 
apparent.    She  is  on  the  e\'e  of  foiling  in  love  be^x>nd 

redemption.     If  I  might  suggest " 

"By  all  means  I    We  like  intelligent  sugge^lians/' 

*'  1  would  sii^ge&t  licit  yoti  should  decide  noi*'  and 

finally.    Do  you  know  that  before  a  week  has  passed 

I  bclie\-c  it  would  be  beyond  all  human  po\t'er  to ** 

"  Prfiaw  I  That  is  not  a  proper  way  to  talk,  my 
dear  Do^  Felipa.  That  is  not  our  w;itchword. 
Betwixt  the  power  of  Heaven  and  the  powrr  of  Man 
there  is  an  intermediate  power.  It  is  that  of  the 
Jesuit.  Vou  mu5t  be  prepared  to  make  your  ward  in 
love  with  twenty  men  in  twenty  day^  i1  ao  it  suits  us/' 
'*  That  is  beyond  the  power  of  Heaven  and  Earth  I  *' 
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The  priest  bent  a  sudden  frown  upon  her,  then 
quickly  changed  his  expre5«io»  befuic  any  one  could 
note  it,  Do5a  Felliu  held  out  her  hands  and  cast 
down  her  c>'C3  with  a  sJ^h  which  was  intended  to 
reproach  him  lor  his  L^hdlow  undcfstonding  oi  women. 

Pidre  Martinez,  however,  knew  <|;tito  as  woU  as 
Dofta  FdipQ  how  curious  a  thing  to  control  was  n 
woman's  heart.  His  wont*  were  a.  mere  fornmhi  of 
discipline,  the  refu&al  to  adiiLtt  impo<»ihilitic3  wluue 
the  caujc  of  the  Company  was  at  stake. 

At  Urn  moment  there  wa5  some  little  stir.  Lola 
had  been  listening  to  the  distant  sound  of  the  guitar 
dfiwn  on  thr  highway. 

'*  Mamma,**  she  said  presently  in  an  undertoiie, 
^  this  15  like  being  in  Church,  wc  may  not  sing  or  clap 
our  hands,  and  it  is  such  a  lovely  night.*' 

Padre  Ignacio  caught  one  or  two  word^  of  this  lament* 
and  beckoning  lo  the  novice  he  whispered  something 
in  his  ear. 

The  young  priest,  when  he  came  back,  placed  a 
guitar  in  Lola's  lap. 

This  was  the  cause  of  much  merriment,  for  Lola 
was  compelled  to  satisfy  ihe  expectant  company,  and 
nobody  would  relieve  her  o(  the  guitar. 

At  length  she  planned  a  compromise, 

"  If  you  will  sing,  Cama^"  said  she,  *'  I  will  pLiy." 

Whether  it  -A-as  that  Cama  was  feeling  very  happy 
and  very  sentimental,  wliether  the  young  girl  was  ^ad 
to  display  her  channing  voice,  or  that  Juan  had  begged 
her  in  an  undertone  to  sin^,  I  cannot  tell,  but  forthwith 
«he  bade  LoUi  accom]);my  1t<^i  in  the  fallowing  vcrrse& 
from  a  romance  by  Don  Joaquin  Peres,  the  poet  of 
Santa  Fc.  founded  on  an  old  legend.  There  were  ten 
verses  in  all,  t>ut  Caxnx  chose  the  more  important  on^» 
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tniBtiqg  to  her  atudiencc's  memoiy   for   the  worck 

It  vru  ti  Sulune  dfin^hier, 

M^«I  wofl  ATI  Ar^b  lever 
Bclcre  the  comm^  year. 
She  brggts]  tlu^  SultiiTL's  lax-oar 
Thd  dty  gAtcft  to  Leave 
And  view  Ihc  ChrUliu)  fires 
On  Joha-tbe-Ba]>Etet  Eve. 
«  •  •  • 

Vprow!  ft  mighty  duDout, 

"  Mow  rouM  tho«r  (^A^t  SuKftn, 
Now  touM  tbee,  I  entreat, 
Tliy  daughter  for  :i  Chrutliui 

Aod  «idc  by  side  thcu  borK4 
Are  sped  wtom  tbe  pMo,' 

«  •  ■  • 

Ttke  fujy  of  the  Sultut 
DMCmdMl  on  the  board  - 
*'  Got  lw«nCy  nun  and  h«Ml 
Before  me  to  the  ford. 
If  one  of  you  b«hind  me 
Arrive  but  by  a  hair, 
Hj»  berid  bcaide  Ibe  SpAuiAjd's 
Shall  make  a  bloody  pair."' 
•  «  »  • 

Tbn  siceda  utn  lare  no  Uitbcr, 
So  d«Ad)y  H  tbo  ctiase, 
Tbc  knighl  hie  b&d)-<i  raiAoa 
And  fondly  docv  embrace, 
Uehind  are  I  went  y  v^ftrriorv, 
Bclore  them  an  abySi : 
"  Deal  t^dye^  ix>vur  ap  iIlIuc  e>c» 
Ard  »|Hy<d  u!t  with  a  kuet." 

«  »  ■  4 

Weep  not.  Ihoii  (»iklInQT  Sulun  t 
WMp  not  tby  dAU^Mer  deftrl 
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HcT  ioul  U  U  with  Mary, 
Tliy  woe  aJie  cannot  Ucm. 
Tlio'  yonder  fiery  limiis 
So  doeely  B«mw3  at  ha.nd. 
The  niiUts  of  Gtt!  were  m«rcr 
HiaH  the  ranks  ol  Ferdinand- 

Tlie  laat  verse  Cama  sang  very  slowly,  and  the 
gahaitst,  either  by  experience  or  by  inslinct,  sanklhc 
key  three  sejnitoncs  in  the  prelude.  Nobody  *tppearcd 
to  care  for  speaking  when  Cama  had  liniahcd.  her  voice 
bad  been  so  pure  and  her  fcr\'our  ho  intense.  None 
could  doubt  that  the  young  girl  in  her  imagination 
wa*  pafising  through  the  tragedy  she  sang  about ;  and 
whtm  %)^uf  rjimtr.  to 

tHer  «ou|  it  U  with  Mary, 
Ttiy  wo*  HiLfi  cannni  hesr. 
ber  voite  hud  f<il!en  tn  n  slew  and  measured  dirge  in 
rich  contralto,  and  hei  eyes  were  wet  with  Icare.  All 
of  those  present  regarded  Coma's  emotion  in  the  tight 
moat  proper  to  their  intstincts. 
Thus   Don    Luis    trembled   with   passionate   love. 
Juan  was  deeply  moved  and  could  not  take  bis  eyes 
ofE  lier,     Lola  and  Concha  sighed  for  aympaihy,  and 
P.-ulrr.  M;irlinc£  thotight   to  himself  how  useful   this 
CDftotion  might  bceome  if  turned  to  good  account. 

The  young  noWce  with  folded  arms  was  watching 
the  lovely  ia«*  from  beneath  his  hislie^,  he  had  found 
an  ideal  for  his  Madonna. 

The  Fatlker  Rector  looked  towards  hun,  smiled, 
remembered  and  understood. 

I  find  it  difficult  to  describe  tlic  influence  wluch 
Canta's  penonahty  had  exerted,  yet  her  voice  and  her 
emotion  seemed  to  have  supplied  the  one  factor  that 
waft  wanting  oai  that  lovely  ^umrneKs  night  to  make  it 
fonidisc. 
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Above  them  a  blue  dome  set  mih  mynads  of  slan 
ttut  IwinklrM^I  lik^  the  fires  down  yonder  in  the  vega, 
arotmd  them  the  bke^om  of  fmit-tpeesinfintorsccood 
bloom ;  pcrmcaliitg  all  the  scent  oi  onrngo-blossoms, 
beneath  them  the  blazing  city  and  the  do^  blue  sea,  in 
iront  of  them  the  lamplight  reflected  irom  the  leaves 
and  flowen.  This  sQent  panorama  needed  but  one  touch 
to  uulow  it  with  n  soul,  and  thfiC  touch  had  been  given 
it  by  Carna,  who  inhised  her  subtle  diannoHeimiunity 
into  the  very  air,  an  essence  above  all  others  ethereal 
and  pure,  felt  by  all  present  though  little  corapre- 
bended. 

After  a  brief  interval  Etofta  Uaria  addressed  the 
Father  Rector  and  wondered  that  the  Jesuits  should 
keep  suitars. 

**Not  only  have  we  guitart/'  said  Padre  Ignacio, 
kugliing,  "  but  we  have  thoee  who  play  guitars,  upon 
occasifjti." 

"  Upon  wliat  occasion,  for  example  ? "  asked  DoHa 
Maria. 

"Such  on  occasion  as  this,"  returned  the  Rector, 
amuficd  at  her  curiosity  and  wondering  if  she  thought 
the  machinery  of  the  Company  comprised,  amongst 
other  items,  a  guitar.     Perhaps  it  did  I 

Padre  Tgnado  tlien  turned  to  the  novice, 

*■  FrancL-BCo,  Andrfe  and  Tom^,  are  they  awake  ?  " 

"  They  are  awake,  father." 

*'  Now  comes  their  punishment !  Bid  them  bring 
their  instruments  and  play  these  ladies  a  snatch  or 
two  of  miwic  suited  to  the  occasion." 

In  a  very  little  time  theic  came  forward  four  Loviccs, 
With  a  violooccdlo.  a  mandoline  and  two  guitars^  Tbcy 
took  up  thetr  stand  beneath  a  kmon-tree  and  played 
old-fashioned  dances,  gavottes  and  pastorales,  most  of 
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th^ir  music  being,  as  was  natural,  French  or  BdgiOD, 
survival  of  th^ir  recent  exile, 

Fadre  Marlioez  watlocl  iifion  the  ladii^  with  a  basket 
of  sweetmeats  in  one  hand  and  a  dafik  of  wine  in  the 
other, 

Juan,  taking  advantage  of  the  music,  leant  over 
Cama's  chair  and  conunenced  to  talk  with  her, 

Doa  Luis  watched  him  angrily  for  a  whi!e^  Oien  saun- 
tered away  towards  the  tank,  looking  upon  t}ie  ground. 

Lola  looked  at  Concha,  who  made  a  fncc  and  shrugged 
her  shoulders.  Jos^  Ramos  then  came  to  sit  between 
th«  girU,  and  soon  Uxey  were  chatting  mernly  and 
giggling  bf-hind  their  fans. 

Said  Juan  lo  Cama  : 

"  By  some  strange  power  or  other  you  have  made 
mc  very  sad  and  very  ha]jpy," 

"  As  who  should  say  '  you  have  told  me  many  hes 
that  are  the  truth  M  " 

*'  I  mean  your  vcarvi  quite  carried  me  away,  it  is  so 
sympatlietic.  Wlien  the  lovers  cast  themselves  over 
ttie  dS  I  felt  as  though  1  had  taken  the  leap  myself." 

"  I  Dios  mio  I    What  one  may  do  in  imagination  I  " 

"Sefiora,  under  the  like  condition^t  1  could  do  the 
same." 

*'  For  Io\'e  of  a  woman  ?  " 

*'  For  love  of  a  woman,** 

**  The  French  women  are  very  attractive,  so  Ihcy  say. 
What  is  it  that  they  are  playing  ?  " 

*'  French  music." 

"  Ah  I    I  suppose  you  swear  by  anything  French  ?  *' 

"  I  ?  I  have  come  back  before  njy  tiuic,  Santa  Fe 
seemed  to  beckon  me." 

''  And  what  was  the  particular  attraction  in 
Santa  Fe  ? '* 
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"  A  very  laii  sweet  lady." 
"  Ah  i    That   k  a  Frenchinxii   all   ov'er  I     Racing 
Ivilf  Wity  aiTo^A  Europe  in  ch;iar  ni  priticoiiU  \       Wrrc 
1  a  man  I  would  despise  such  things.    Bui,  alas  I  1  am 
sorry  lor  you." 
**Why  so? " 

"  But  yet  I  am  still  more  sorry  for  this  *  very  fair 
sweet  lady/  " 

"  AIn  it  is  well  ihe  has  your  syinp^ithy,  Sdiora,*' 
"  And  1  will  lelt  you  why.    You  (cU  in  love — God 
save  us! — with  thi:;  .^-wout  lady,  in  lc$5  timCi  and  witb 

IfiGS  provocation,  than ,    I  pr;iy  you  tell  mc  firstp 

how  long  you  took  lo  fall  in  love  with  h<T  ?  " 

••Just  in  the  little  moment,  Scflora,  that  *Jm^  sw^t 
her  eyes  towards  me  and  swept  them  b&ck  again. 

Nay.  1 '' 

**  £noufih )  Here  h  a  man,  f^oes  into  a  church  (I 

think  you  told  me  'twas  in  a  cliureh  ?),  f^e^  a  very 

pajUiHblc-,  mojMieadedsortoiwomuof'ittingupona  scat 

with  \xr  tingci^  in  her  eyes.     She  opens  one  eye  and 

looks  at  turn  and  j  zas  1  his  heart  turns  a  somersault, 

and  they  cairy  him  out  m  a  swoon.    Tell  mc  now, 

Senor,  would  such  a  lover  be  faithful  to  his  mistress 

the  waning  of  a  moon  ?    Would  not  this  same  accideal 

DTintr  to  hini  ag;«in  ?  " 

'*  Such  men  arc  unwavrring  in  their  fidelity." 

*'  Pooh  \    Not  a  single  man  walks  upon  God's  earth 

but  his  mind  is  like  a  wcathcr-cock.  a  bye  word  of 

changeability.    And  thus  it  is  that  women's  hearts  ar« 

broken  with  their  wickedness/' 

**  A  while  ago  you  S|)oke  Ln  jest,  but  now,  unless  you 

mode  mc " 

'*  Nay,  I  speak  no  fables.    I  know  what  1  am  sajing, 
Sefior,  and  it  is  the  bitter  truth.    The  faithJessaetf  ot 
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men  IS  tcnown  in  every  boose:  i1  b  a  mere  honi« 
truth.'' 

•'Well  then  *lionit?  truthft'  are  sc»ndit)ouft.       For 
Www.  liVAxiKhi  (>;i(:  l)t-ft)n?  yiiii  whcH?  Im'c  is  licit  of  yester- 
day, and  daily,  iiourly,  that  love  is  growing  ^tionger, 
like  some  swift  hvcr  tis  it  hears  towards  the  Sca*" 
"A  pretty  figure  of  fipc«ch  I  Itstands  commended  I" 
"  Ah.  then  you  git*  at  me  ?  " 

**  I  wi&lfc  that  this  '  fair  sweet  lady  '  knew,'  what  to 
believe  of  y<JU  f  " 

**  Believe  ?  Let  her  belie%*e  that  wordi  oimot  paint 
my  love.  Let  tier  believe  (hat  a  rctniS  would  leave 
this  fair  earth  a  desert,  yonder  bright  sky  a  bl'ink,  the 
tomb  my  paracJi^.  Let  her  believe  that  sun,  moon 
aiid  staHf,  earth's  fruits,  its  flowers  and  perfumer, 
dbplay  themselves  before  my  exalted  senses  tn  sw^ect 
melody  whilst  ^e  b  near.  Let  her  believe  no  joy 
can  be  a  joy  unless  it  speaks  of  her  ;  no  nightinf^ale  can 
«ing  except  of  her  ;  no  AtigeJus  that  touncb  but  pram's 
for  her ;  no  bree/e  of  Heaven  that  blows  but  wbtspcrs 
to  me  hCT  nime  " 

"Ah,  indeed  >xni  must  not  speak  tlins  unless — — " 

*"  Unless,  dear  Lady ?  *' 

*'  Leave  me.  Scfior  I    For  God's  »kc  leave  me  whiUl 

I  rcmemljcr  that  I  scarcely  know  you ,  hardly  have 

spoken  with  you  before  -  -^  -" 

"That  will  I  not  until " 

"  Ah.  but  thb  iH  cruel  of  you  f  Some  sudden  faint- 
ne^  had  come  upon  me,  Vou  must  not  thmk  I  am 
weeping,  for  I  am  not,  and  I  would  not  for  worlds 
that  :iny  one  should  see  mp  so,  1  pray  you  walk  away 
a  pace  or  two.  for  it  is  nothing." 

"Aral  H  you  will  walJc  with  me.  To  yonder 
lemon^lTGC  and  back." 
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"  Hw  any  one  noticed  mc  ?  " 

*'  Not  a  toiil !     Tell  met,  mii&t  I  go  aiisi(*erl«sa 

*'Nol  Ywi  sbaJl  have  your  answer,  sir,  und  it  is 
thus ;  tliat  this  samr  Intiy  (if  whfjtn  yoiJ  *polcp,  l>i*ing 
very  foolish,  discovered  only  an  hour  ago  by  the  clock 
that  she  loved  also.  Not  until  tbb  moment  did  she 
rcalue  how  miaerable  was  her  phght,  and  that  U  the 
words  you  spoke  were  spoken  in  lightness,  no  sea  in 
cdl  the  world  too  deep  for  lier  to  ptllow  her  bead  upon 
its  ^ndy  base.  And  now,  ^ir,  llial  you  Imve  made 
me  thus  confess,  and  whilst  we  stjuid  beneath  this 
dark  lemon-tree,  look,  here  is  my  motlier's  rosary, 
with  a  cross  of  ebony  that  &he  and  I  have  kioed  foil 

many  a  time,  and  you  shall  swear ;  stay ,  why  do 

you  Hinch  and  start  ?  '* 

■*Did  I  start  ?  Nay,  give  mc  the  cross  I  As  yoti 
love  mc,  come,  give  me  the  cro3fl,  dear  mistress,  and  let 
me  swear  I " 

"Ahl  How  strange!  You  seemed  to  flinch  and 
tremble  when  you  saw  the  cros* !  WVtl  Ihwi,  you 
sliall  swear  to  me — no  I  Come  a  little  farther  lowards 
the  chapcL  Look,  here  is  tbe  altar  window  and  somo 
one  inside  at  prayers,  for  there  ia  a  light  of  candles 
just  showing  through  th»3  wiodow  oi  Calvary/' 

**  Gke  me  the  rosary  whilst  1  kneel  here  below  the 
window.'* 

"Take  it!  Swear  wlwit  you  choose.  I  would  not 
let  it  bo  said  that  I  conjured  you,  Vet  whatever  tt  be 
tluit  you  swear,  yonder  is  your  Judge  and  Witness  1 
Do  you  liope  and  believe  in  Him  ?  " 

'*  Aye  I     To-night  I '' 

"■  To-night 'V' 

'*  Vou  misundcratand  me.    Yes,  1  hope  and  believe. 

"  Then  swear  I  " 
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I  iwear  thai  my  heart's  seivice  belongs  to  yoj, 
tha!  !  ;idon.'  and  most  pa**ionate!y  lovt?  you  and  shall 
love  no  other.  Ik'  my  iatc  mc^urci]  by  my  f^ithfijl- 
ncss  and  bright  be  ray  reward  as  those  st'ira  in  heaven 
if  !  respect  my  vow.  If  not.  let  flames  more  tortumw. 
agonies  more  liorrible,  and ** 

"No  I  no  I  Though  you  flouted  me,  it  were  a 
shanie  you  should  ht  bumed.  I  would  not  have  it  so. 
Now  kiss  ihc  cross/' 

*'  1  kiss  and  swear/* 

"  Let  us  be  strolling  bad:.    The  music   has  ceased 

and  they  are  callmg  to  ufi," 

•        ♦        *        »        ♦ 

When  Don  Luis  strewed  away  irom  the  inu&ician^ 
he  found  Tio  P^ioA  seated  upon  the  margin  of  that 
great  concrete  tank  whidi>  placed  at  the  topmost 
comer  ol  the  sloping  orchard,  provided  a  store  oi  water 
for  the  trees.  A  spring  trickled  in  at  one  comer,  and 
thrrc  was  a  sluggish  stir  at  (Tr'  opp<.fiite  comer  wlwtre 
water  ran  out  to  waste.  Tto  Ritas  was  siiLokiiig  a 
lonely  cigarette  and  looking  at  the  moon. 

For  his  own  part  the  Captain  would  not  have  said  n 
word.  He  stood  there  moodily  gazing  upon  the  dying 
ripples,  where  a  trog  had  plunged  beneath  the  water 
on  his  repnj^u:h,  and  walcliing  the  gitatn  tlial  ftpoitcd 
above  the  surface, 

The  twinkhng  eyes  of  Tio  Patus  came  stealthily 
do^vn  from  the  firmament  and  looked  iJoDg  hifl  nose 
towards  the  Guardsman^  then  dimbcd  up  again, 
apparently  lost  in  contemplation  of  the  Milky  Way. 

The  vestige  of  a  ^uili^  had  dawned  upon  hi&  features, 
but  an  iron-grey  :»tubbk  and  a  cloud  of  circling  smoke 
tended  to  hide  this  symptom  from  the  Captain  and 
the  frogs* 
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Presently  he  spokr, 

"  Things  ninrch  badly,  Don  Luis !  " 

"  What  things,  tuy  Eriend  ?  " 

'*  i  Vaya !  The  young  lady— does  not  seem  to  care 
for  us ! " 

When  iht!  Captain  nnder^tixMl  that  Tio  Pfttjis 
poking  h'vs  long  nose  into  metiers  so  very  ddtcatc 
wcc,  he  was  at  first  undecided  whether  to  take  hira 
by  the  collar  and  duck  him  in  the  tank  or  to  treat  him 
vnih  withering  contempt. 

For  some  few  momenta  he  stood  glowering  upon  the 
uncon^ious  philosopher,  who  once  inoie  wiL%  Wt  in 
contemplation  of  the  stars, 

Bventnally  a  dilTcrcnt  impulse  took  hold  of  Don 
Luis,  and  he  decided  upon  another  course  of  action. 

He  vat  bcKide  the  old  man,  and  thus  addressed  turn : 

"  My  friend,  you  have  spoken  truly.  TTiings  mar^ 
badly.  Yet  one  oevei  knows  what  a  day  may  bfing 
foflh,  and  where  there  is  a  will  there  13  frequently  a 
way>  Now,  it  has  occiurcdto  me  that  you,  being  a 
sage  and  cunning  Eort  of  man,  being  a  man  moreover 
who  can  keep  a  sccrf>t.  wtiich  I  suppose  you  can  ? 

*■  Inviolate  as  the  honour  of  my  mother." 

"  And.  no  doubt,  she  was  very  honest.    You,  I  say, 
being  a  man  who  can  keep  a  secret,  might  help  me 
many  ways." 

"  Don  Luis,  it  is  common  knowledge  that  tlie  Jesuits 
owe  their  position  in  Santa  Fe  in  no  small  m^rusure  to 
raysdt- They  do  not  admit  it.  Not  Is  it  likely  (hat  thry 
would  ?  And  if  I,  though  apparently  so  humble,  have 
so  heavily  contributed  to  this  p»^l  result,  how  much 
more  might  L  effect  m  un  aHair  of  coini^aralive  sim- 
plicity, a  mere — l^^w  I  the  mi<lstimmer  dream  of 
diild  that  knows  not  Iwr  own  mind  I  Properly  at- 
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tacked,  Don  Luis,  the  problem  »  not  so  very  cLiilirull. 
After  all,  what  is  it  ?  In  a  nutslicU,  to  turn  the  silly 
fancy  o(a  girlfrom  yoiidcr  Jackanapt!'*  niifl  f<jciji5  it  upon 
your5olf.  Were  you  ill-favoured,  cross-eyed^  or  bandy- 
legged, the  task  might  beof  dubious  accomplishmenc ; 
but-  (ri'-iling,  -^  we  tfcat,  of  a  gallant  captain,  a 
strapping,   handsome,   dashing,    str^tight-licubcd -" 

l^n  Luis  made  a  gesture  of  annoyunce. 

Th«  old  iiuui  who  had  bent  down  leering  at  himt  and 
w^  sweeping  the  stump  of  his  cigarette  in  hori^rontal 
circles  Ihrotigh  the  air  al  tlie  cx^:<  rnte  of  one?  revolu- 
tion per  encomium,  pau^  in  his  speech,  shrugged  his 
fihouldcrs,  iaugficd,  and  sucked  at  his  cigarcttc> 

"  Let  U5  talk  sense/'  said  Don  Luis,  bringing  the  flat 
of  hit  hand  down  smartly  upon  the  coping  and  causing 
iidoxcn  »pl^-shei  from  a.  dozen  tirnid  frogs.  ''Andlct 
lis  t^lk  like  men  of  t»tt^me^.  These  htq  the  conclilinn^ ; 
in  the  hrst  place,  hold  your  tongue  ;  in  the  ^cond, 
study  how  you  may  trip  yonder  moon-gazer  by  the  hccb 
it  it  be  possible ;  in  the  tliird,  give  me  qu;ck  informa- 
tion of  everything  worth  knowing.  Above  all  things, 
lefrain  from  mounding  my  praises  in  her  ear.  Beheve 
tTif»  yoiu  manner  is  anylhiiig  but  chantiing.  La^l, 
but  not  least,  pa>inent  by  result?.*' 

*'  I  accept  the  condition:^,  l>on  Luis,  your  hand 
upon  it." 

The  Guardsman  hesitated,  grrw  hot  with  Khamc, 
tossed  him  a  twenty-real  piece,  and.  touching  his  grimy 
li^iTuI  with  a  \cry  bad  grace,  got  up  and  walked 
away, 

Tlo  Patas  watched  him  rejoin  tlie  group  and  sliowvd 
every  ^-ellow  tootti  ii\  hk  head,  s^  win^^ome  was  bit 
smile.  Tfien^  ttiming  towards  tiie  fr<:^  three  of  whonk 
appeared  torc^nl  hiin fixedly  from  the  opposite  inargin; 
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"Seftoro."  said  he,  showing  them  tlie  coin  which 
gfidt^ned  in  the  moonlight,  **  regard  it  wdL  This  is 
the  famous  stimulant  that  caaned  the  dog  to  danoe,' 
and,  adminLht^ml  in  proper  quantity,  would  even 
ni;ikf*  Knr  Miijt^ty  rjf  Spain  forM  us  a  fandango  on  Ihis 
very  coping  where  wcsit.  Can  you  blame  mc,  graitlc- 
moi,  can  you  bUmc  mc.  if  I  endeavour  to  lay  by 
a  store  of  such  potent  modidnc  ?  Can  you  blanie 
me,  if  I  have  been  striving  all  these  years  to  save  me 
an  independence  ?  And  now,  at  the  eleventh  hour, 
meeting  with  an  ass  wlio  cames  a  goodly  Icctd  of  Uiift 
same  stu^,  what  if  I  ease  him  a  little  of  his  burden  ? 
In  exchange,  mind  >x>u,  for  value  recei^xd*  oh,  yes.  for 
v^ae  received— if  possible-  Zamom  was  not  con- 
quered in  an  hour,  but  under  Ihts  hat  lies  patience, 
gentlemen,  patirncc  with  ingenuity,  suavity,  dism^toti, 
foresight,  and  a  host  of  other  ingredients  which  were 
known  to  the  Chmtian  kings,  and  t^ctwecn  them 
shoU  win  mc  my  Zamora,  And  wheClicr  in  so  doing  i 
they  lea\^  the  one  rival  in  the  lurch  and  the  other  ■ 
triumphant,  or  whether  they  le;ive  the  former  rejoicing  " 
and  the  latter  with  a  face  like  the  devil  when  lie  looks 
on  holy  water,  why,  what  is  that  to  me  ?  You  do  not 
ansu'er,  gentlemen;  you  admit  that  it  is  less  than 
nothing." 

Now  the  frogs,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  admitted  nothing 
of  the  kind.  For  some  moments  they  had  been 
listening  to  a  Inixx  of  exi-itement  which  came  from  the 
group  of  visitors  nnticr  the  lemon-trees, 

Jo*^  R^mof^  was  the  cause  o(  it. 

Ever  dnce  one  oVJock  he  had  been  taking  out  his 
watch  at  froqiicrl  inter\'al£,lookingat  it,  putting  it  back 
with  a  sigh,  and  crc^iing  his  legs  the  other  way  about. 

'  "  For  ««  dt&*ra  UlIU  c]  pvrro  " 
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Whea  the  mmic  came  to  an  end  he  rose  from  his 
cluir  and  annoiinccd  thM  iiiu(:}i  ^i^Ainst  liis  ^-ill  he 
must  9Ay  ^ood-byc  to  the  com|Kmy  there  assembled. 
NaturUly  this  resolution  brought  down  upon  him 
accusations  of  having  a  sweetheart  waiting  for  him  at 
the  b^trony,  in  which  explanation  Lola  and  Coiicha 
were  foremost  and  niost  insistent. 

"Lacfies  and  gentlemen"  s.ud  Joa<^  At  kngth, 
'*  between  the  suspicion  of  being  in  tove  and  the 
imputation  of  being  a  bull-fighter,  1  clioosc  the  latter 
alternative  without  any  hesitation." 

'*  I  ]cs6s  \  "  cried  Coiuhn, 

"  LcA\'e  him  alone,"  said  Lola,  "  Our  cousb  is 
very  honest.  He  would  rather  have  a  bull's  horns  in 
his  back  than  a  lady's  bps  upon  his  cheek,  and  he 
scoms  the  false  politeness  that  would  have  mftde 
another  man  deny  it.  None  of  your  French  mftnnefl 
for  our  cousin  I  " 

"  Be  it  known,  Uien."  said  Josi,  without  flinching 
at  this  sarcasm,  "that  within  an  hour,  at  most,  the 
bulls  come  galloping  ttm)iigh  tlic  past  up  yonder 
between  the  liills.  Already  they  must  have  left 
Valamo,  ^nrl  thcji-icx*  15  beginning  to  increase.  Seftores, 
1  had  intended  to  suppress  my  tastes  b  deference  to 
our  host's ;  but  since  you  press  me  I  «t11  frankly  admit 
that  to  see  such  a  sight  as  this  company  of  magni^ccDl 
black  devilSr  each  with  his  taal  in  the  atr  and  his  nose 
on  the  ground,  scanjpering  past  in  a  wliirlwind  of 
du£t  and  caiTying  all  before  Ihein,  to  see  such  a  sight 
a3  tJiis  I  would  e\'en  bid  good-byc  to  such  charming 
compiuiy  and  such  courtly  entertainment  bs  this 
momen  tar«  before  mc," 

^Vith  that  Jo^  Ramos  threw  his  cloak  around  him, 
and^  stepping  towards  the  Father  Rector  with  hisliat 
uplifted,  bowed  low  and  kl&icd  Ills  hand. 
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Then  Ibcrc  aiosc  a  buzz  of  excitement,  for  cv^y 
one  wanted  to  ^  and  sec  the  bulls  conic  past,  but 
nobody  cared  to  admit  it, 

Don  Luis  a&ked  Concha  "  would  she  like  to  fro  ?  " 
uid  Concha  asked  LoU.  Lola  a^ed  her  nwtlier,  wlio 
turned  to  Dona  Felipa,  and  Doiia  Fdlpa  a^kr^J  Juiin^ 
and  so  it  caine  to  Cartia^ 

Padre  fgiiLicio  hnd  watched  tbb  by-pJay  with  silent 
amusement,  and  when  Cama's  laughing  eyo  wore 
turned  upon  iLint— 

"  Stfirires/'  said  he,  "between  the  Jesuits  and  the 
bulb  I  beg  you  not  to  hesitate.  1  lament  that  you 
should  have  tarried  so  short  a  time  witti  us,  and  1  wiali 
you  sweet  slumbers  during  what  Jittle  portion  oL  the 
nJight  the  bulls  may  It^ve  you.  .\lr«;idy  it  is  half'past 
one,  and  if,  on  your  return  joumeyj  you  care  1o  wait 
{or  early  morning  mass,  ycu  will  Bnd  tlie  visitors' 
room  of  the  college  completely  at  yoiu  disposal." 

With  that  they  left  the  orchard  by  a  little  postern 
which  Padre  Martinez  unlocked  for  them, 

Joan  lagged  behmd  a  moment  to  bid  the  Rector 
good-bye,  and  t}\e  old  man  leazit  one  hand  upon  the 
young  man's  shoulder,  as  if  he  weit;  lotli  to  part  with 
bim,  and  led  him  a^iidc  to  where  there  was  a  bed  of 
n^em^  beside  an  old  stone  wall  overgrown  with 
passion-Hower. 

"  I  am  summoned  to  Sevilla  by  the  Provincial,*' 
said  Padre  fgnacio,  **  upon  the  Company*5  service, 
and  in  a  week  or  two  at  ino^t  I  must  set  out.  Th« 
news  has  just  arrived.  My  dear  nephew,  do  not  lail 
me;  be  with  me  whatever  Ume  '\r  possible,  that  I 
may  Wvc  Santa  Fe  wiUi  my  ta&k  accomplished,  the 
encDiy  retreating  in  disorder." 

"It  almost  seems  to-night,"  said  Juan.  '' ba  U  liia 
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retreat  already  had  begun,     Piay  for  mc,  my  dear 
unck,  for  I  jxt  hope  you  may  avail," 

"  Aye  I "  laughed  the  Rector,  wilh  an  airy  vrave  of 
hb  hand,  his  tyt^  ^cemin^  full  of  brave  conMence, 
"  Young  men  p>ass  through  many  phages  before  Ihcy 
know  (lieirown  nimds,  I  knt?w  sudi  a  ont%  Iun^I^Ic 
was  far  worae  than  youral  Why.  do  you  suppose 
that  we " 

Juan'a  hand  H-as  resting  on  the  Jesuit's  ann,  and 
by  a  sudden  prc«fiure  he  called  \m  attention  to  Padre 
Martin*.'/,  who  was  strx.iping  in  thr  sh^idow  nf  the  wall 
and gatiicring  hiniscJf  a  ^piig  of  rosemary,  lie  did  not 
seem  to  be  heeding  them  and  presently  came  iorward 
on  the  path,  breaking  off  the  lon^i  stalk  of  his  rosemary, 
and  looking  at  them  both  as  if  buried  in  thought. 
Juan  bade  them  good-niglit  and  Cjiufjht  up  to  Cama, 
who  wa5  already  starling  up  the  hilL 

Tk>  Patas  resumed  bis  duty  beside  Doiia  Fcbpa 
with  chocrhtl  resignation,  but  this  time  they  went  in 
front. 

'*!  beg  you.  Seftora,"  said  Tio  Patas,  "to  put  the 
best  fool  forward,  for,  unless  I  am  mistaken,  the  bull*! 
are  nearly  due,  and  as  we  are  directly  in  the  rotul  I 
leave  you  to  imagine " 

"  I  Dios  mio  I  "  cried  Dona  Fcbpo,  tuming  round  to 
Joftti  Ramofi,  "let  us  scramble  up  the  &ide;  the  buUs 
are  coining  !  " 

"  If  you  will  step  forward  somewliat  more  briskly, 
Senora,  I  think  we  may  gain  the  pa^  before  they 
come.  Moreover,  the  rumble  in  the  distance  wdl  give 
us  ample  warning/' 

With  that  Jo^  came  to  the  other  arm  of  DoAa 
Felipe  leaving  Concha  and  Lola  to  help  their  mother, 
an  office  tliey  pcifonncd  witii  peoU  of  merry  hu^jjiter, 
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and  Juan  vfsa  helping  Gtma  by  the  ;uir.  The  lovers 
were  strangely  ailcQt. 

They  gained  the  pa?s  in  safety  and  found  that  ascore 
of  people  wert?  there  before  them. 

The  rocky  walls  on  either  side  went  upwar<b  in 
fttqiM  and  tt'iiMces,  Inidden  l^y  goats  and  she^ 
Along  one  vi  these  steps,  some  ^ix  feet  above  the  road, 
th^  took  their  stand.  In  front  of  them  wu  a  ledge 
of  fiCTTated  rock  which  formed  a  natural  barrier. 

Dona  Fchpa  w^  panting  in  a  most  heart-rending 
fa^OD,  and  patting  her  cor^ts  to  make  her  Itesirt  lie 
down. 

Cama.  whose  face  was  flushed  with  exdlemcnt* 
took  o3  her  beautiful  silk  shawl  of  Manila,  folded  it 
carelessly  and  placed  it  upon  the  rock. 

To  her  right  &tood  Don  Lui^,  and  Juan  was  next  to 
\\KX  on  Uie  Icft- 

Somc  people  opposite  had  a  guitar  and  wcie  silking 
scguidtUas. 

Don  Luis  was  just  saying  to  Jcsf  R.imos  that  they 
need  not  have  hurried  after  all.  when  the  latter  cried 
"  I  sh  I  "  the  giiitar  became  silent,  and  a  low  munnur 
went  round  ttie  pa«&,  for  every  one  had  heard  the 
sound  of  a  dUtant  rtunbling. 

Daring  the  next  hvc  minutes  the  smallest  pebble 
falling  upon  the  rock^  would  have  ratted  an  indignant 
hissing  from  the  assemblage,  for  evtry  one  was  thriUed 
by  that  mcMt  real  and  solid  of  all  human  joys^-anticipa- 
tion. 

A  couple  of  lads  had  crept  along  the  rocks  towards 
the  crest  of  the  bill  and  knelt  looking  out  over  the 
ilope  be>H)nd  the  pass.  In  die  far  distance  they  saw 
a  doud  coming  along  the  road  in  the  ntoonlight,  and 
people  who  could  only  he^ir  tlie  noise  of  it  watched  the 
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led  atlitiide  of  those  who  could  both  see  and  hear, 
iwhile  die  distant  rumbling  grew  louder  and  came 
neaKT*  At  hr&t  it  had  been  only  a  niniour  oi  coining 
cv'^ntsjttCBffrom  a  sound  hke  Uie  falling  of  hail  on  a 
winter's  road,  it  grew  to  a  din  like  Uic  ch<^>ping  of 
miiKtonrat  hy  h^H  i  doacn  ctx>ks  in  sn  adj»cmt  rormi- 
This  sound  incieasctl  in  volume,  swcllfrd  into  a  roar, 
ascended  to  a  roll  of  angiy  thunder,  then  c^-ery  cj'c 
wa5  strained  upon  the  point  of  a  lance  which  firat 
appealed  above  the  crest  of  the  hill;  after  the  lance, 
a  broad -briitnTied  hat.  (hen  a  pair  of  whiskers,  a 
gaily  tinselled  body,  a  liorse's  head,  Ids  body,  four 
hoofs  and  a  tail,  all  flying  for  dear  life. 

The  picador,  whcec  clcdn-shavcn  lips  wore  a  grim 
smile  of  confidence,  looked  straight  before  him- 
Ascendini;  the  slope,  he  had  given  a  glance  behmd, 
measured  his  distance  from  the  nearest  beast,  and  saw 
that  it  wa.s  enott^^b.  Had  his  hors«  stuajbled  and 
fallen,  his  life  had  not  been  worth  a  maravcdi. 

Tlic  tail  of  the  horse  had  only  passed  them  by  fifty 
paces  when  the  fir&t  hull  caine  ^^alloping  pa&t.  The 
dust  that  the  horse  had  raised  was  as  nolliing  conipared 
with  the  mighty  smother  which  now  went  flying 
upwards. 

Dona  Fdipa  Cell  back  gasping  fLgainst  the  rocJc,  the 
girls  with  dilated  eyes  held  their  handkerchiefs  to  Ihear 
laces.  Tio  Pataa,  havinja;  excellent  accommodatioo, 
inh.iled  more  du!it  than  any  three  people  present,  and 
forthwitli  !ine*^/«l  on  Doiia  Ff-lijia  ut  the  confusion. 
There  was  a  deafening  roor^  a  dim  vision  of  9ome  dorcn 
black  hidc5  flying  along  the  road,  an  nngry  bellow,  an 
excited  shout,  a  dense  fog  of  road  dust,  and — the  bnlls 
had  gone. 

Behind  theni  caiae  spurring   niore  Itorsemen*  and 
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a  few  men  00  foot,  each  with  a  stone  in  a  siin^^ 
shouting  hoar^y  and  nianin^  liko  the  wind*  But 
in  those  few  seconds  something  had  happened,  and 
this  incident  it  wafi  that  h^d  caused  the  excited  shout, 
Cama's  silken  sTiaw!  had  so  f^en  on  the  nxJc  thiU 
rbCD  it  came  open  it  began  to  hang  down  towards  the 


At  hrst  her  elbow  held  it  in  position,  bat  when  the 
picador  airi\^  on  the  brow  of  the  hill  she  raised  her 
elbow,  and— down  iell  the  shawL. 

Like  tJie  cUrting  of  nn  adder  Juan  was  ox'ct  the  rock 
and,  jdjglitiii^  on  tlic  dusty  roEid,  whipped  up  the  ahaw]* 
ttircw  it  round  his  shoulder,  and  lUcn  tcU  fiat  as  a 
lijcard  af*am<it  the  rock»  for  he  had  no  time  to 
elainber    into    safety. 

The  first  bull  svrerpC  past  him  without  notirr,  (or  h« 
kept  to  tlie  middle  of  the  road;  the  second,  jerked  his 
horn  at  him  and  missed  him ;  but  the  third,  who  was 
abreast  with  two  others,  turned  his  head  downwanb 
and  sideways,  lifted  his  horn  toiA^ards  Juan's  body, 
and  UJd  upen  \ih  right  hund  i^etve  tiam  wrist  to 
Faiboulder  js  he  passed  hiin.  Not  only  thi*,  but  he  cut 
:9uch  a  gash  in  the  forearm  th^t  blood  came  spurting 
out  and  coloured  Juan's  shirt -sleeve  crimson  in  a 

Thereupon  Uoria  Felipa  was  (or  swooning, 

Jos^  E^mos  gave  a  low  whistle  and  took  out 
handerchfef,  but  before  he  could  reach  the  si 
Carria  had  torn  her  handkerchief  Into  three  strips  and 
^.was  knotting  thcin  tof^ether.  Slie  seized  hold  of  Juan's 
aim  without  thnchm^.  Tipped  back  his  sleeve  and 
fimdy  bound  the  wound.  From  his  shirt-sleeve  she 
made  iiu^ie  lj:uidages  aiKl  wijund  them  on  llie  top. 

Tlien  ^he  began  to  ay,  and  piay  ^hat  wn^s  »Ji«  cr>'ui^ 
lor  ?    Concha  wanted  to  know  ^ind  Lola  ^tBntcd  to 
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knew,  but  nobody  was  able  to  discov^cr  the  reason ;  and 
wh«D  they  pres&ed  her,  &he  stamped  her  little  foot;  so 
what  were  they  to  do  but  leave  her  alone?  Wlieii 
Oima  began  to  cry,  Don  Loui  wan  looking  from  lier 
(ace  to  the  shawl  she  had  cost  at  her  feet,  from  the 
^lawl  to  Juan,  and  from  Juan  to  Cania*  and  his  brow 
was  very  dark. 

On  the  road  down  from  the  Fonda  del  Trim  be  found 
htm^f  for  a  moment  alone  with  Tlo  Fatas. 

"  Don  Lub"  said  that  worthy,  leering  at  him/' we 
are  dotiie  badly.  Vou  arc  the  R>an  who  ought  to  hftve 
jumped  after  ttie  shawl." 

"Friend  Patas."  returned  the  Captain,  "get  you 
behind  me  till  my  li;iiul  Uas  fmi^hed  itching  to  tat»  you 
over  the  clifrr 


Wlien  the  vifiitore  left  the  orchard,  the  two  priests 
sat  tc^lher  in  silence  for  some  minutes  whilst  the  lay 
brolliers  jik!  uovtce^  lemoved  the  l^ibles^ 

When  at  Usi  they  were  alone.  Padre  Martiuez  stood 
before  the  Father  Rector  a*»  thou^i  About  lo  wi:4h  him 
good  night. 

"I  feel  sure,*'  said  Padre  Ignacio  thoughtfully, 
*'  that  we  could  not  do  better.  Bolli  of  them  are  ours, 
stixd — funiim  fuU  U  fon^.  Both  of  them  arc  faidy 
rirh;  theii  c^ipitak.  untied,  would  make  U5  such  a 
Viintage  point — you  comprehend  me  ?  " 

"  Yes/*  replied  the  other,  with  a  dr^ne^  somewhat 
tempered  by  deference. 

**  Vou  are  not  enthusiastic,  I  know.  You  seemed  to 
think  thbi  inoniuig  ttiat  we  were  moving  too  hastily.*' 

The  other  fo]<leil  his  amis  and  bowed  his  head. 
Weil  1  well  J    The  die  is  not  altogether  cast  as 
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ytt.    For  my'sdf,  I  see  cvczy  prxifit  Jcr  us,  and  little 
no  disiwK-.'uHaRe." 

"  TItc  yuimg  lady  1  will  answer  (or  ;  htr  princi 
are  everything  they  kIiuuIcI  be.*' 

"And  Lcr  futiirc  partner  ?  '*  oAtd  Padre  Ignaci^ 

*'  I  do  not  know,'*  icpbcd  the  other,  and  cast  dcwn 
hb  eyes. 

The  Fatlier  Rector  leant  his  face  upon  bis  hand  and 
looked  ulong  the  oftihard,  lit^U'in^^  .1  lan(^-{.hawnfti|(h. 

*' It  vrill  not  be  the  only  matter,"  continued  tlu? 
Rector  after  &  pause,  and  with  a  subtle  irony  in  bis 
€y€S  and  voice  which  the  othcrdidnotattir^t  perceive, 
"  in  which  >xm  have  suppressed  your  own  honest 
opinions,  obedient  to  disczplirie.  I  cannot  too  highly 
praUe  the  cheerful  consisteney  with  which  you  have 
earned  on  a  policy  so  foreign  to  your  own  idcks," 

''  You  allude  to  the  Anti^Jcfiuit  movement  in 
Santa  Fe  ? '' 

"I  allude  to  (he  Anti-Jesuit  movement,  yes.  And 
I  $ay  that  for  a  man  who  has  concluded  by  the  tight 
oE  his  own  intelligence  tliat  the  one  and  only  poUcy 
should  be  mihtant,  that  the  movement  should  be 
attacked  root  and  branch,  day  and  night,  without 
cesaatioji,  for  tliat  man  to  obliterate  himseU,  to  take 
into  hh  Iiands  the  mechanUm  of  a  completely  different 
system,  and  tu  turn  t]L;it  tritclianism  silently  and  con- 
sistently to  the  very  brat  effect  as  you  are  doing,  this 
is  a.  triumph  I  It  15  a  glorious  victory  I  It  b  a 
monument,  my  brother,  to  the  perfect  working  of  the 
Jesuit  disdplioe^" 

Padre  Ignacio  had  leaned  forward  somewhat  In  his 
chair,  and,  with  u  hand  un  rithi^r  ;invt  thereof,  was 
looking  up  steadily  into  the  other's  eyes.  Aa  be  went 
on.  Padre  Martinez  little  by  littk  detected  a  certain 
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rn<xluhtioa  in  his  pmisc,  and  at  length  uDderstood  it 
just  as  clearly  as  though  trumpet  had  brayed  it  from 
the  house-lops. 

For  one  moment  he  return^  tlie  Rector'*  gju^» 
thiMi  moved  and  llinched,  ;iik1  lit  thvtl  ttiomr.ttt  Padir 
Ignacio  knew  that  private  reports  had  been  po5ted  to 
Uic  Frov-incial. 

And  Fadre  Maitinca  knew  that  the  other  had  read 
bb  secret 

"  Fatlier,  remain  with  God  !  "  ^taid  Padre  Martinet, 
and*  vtii-lLtly  Ix-udiit^  one  kne^  he  kisicd  tlie  Rector*^ 
bawL 

'"  Gc  yoti  vHlh  G^xl  \  *'  rcphed  Padio  Ignaclo  tdDdtft 
and  when  Fadre  Martincc  tiod  departed  he  sanfa  back 
in  his  chair  and  loet  him^^If  in  thought, 

"Tlia  fiummons  from  the  Provincial,"  he  said  to 
hbnnelft  "  i*^  n«  doubt  the  outcome  of  a  suUtrdinate 
report  from  tlm  good  zealous  man,  of  which  I  shall 
never  even  hear  the  tenor." 

And,  Unnking  oi  Padre  Martinei,  and  of  the  summons 
that  had  come  from  Seville,  the  Rector  fixed  his  eyes 
upon  Charles'  Wain  btgti  up  in  the  heaNTns.  Yielding 
to  the  latcncsa  d  the  hour  and  the  tranquility  of  his 
Mirroundings,  at  kngth  he  fcU  asleep  and  dreamt  a 
dream.     This  is  what  seemed  to  happen : 

As  in  the  days  of  old,  when  yet  he  was  alone  in  ihc 
little  F<m4a  del  Trini,  he  had  wandered  out  at  sunset, 
book  in  hand»  towards  the  mouth  of  Uie  river  Guadalote, 
where  it  spreads  out  its  sondy  delta  to  the  dca.  It 
was  mid-wmtcr,  and  in  the  sky  tiung  frosAning  clouds 
whose  sharp  outlines,  quickly  changing  with  the  wind 
which  moaned  across  the  estuaiy,  tlireatened  a  stonny 
night. 

Already  he  had  passed  the  seamost  rushes  a&d  had 
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r4-ached  that  brackish  waste  where  nothing  ^ow*i 
when  awfiid  sound  fell  upon  hi»  ear,  and,  fitopping  to 
listen,  ht  mude  out  the  de^jjuiiiiig  cry  of  a  liuman 
bang  clamouring  for  help>  the  ^hout  always  ending  id 
a  wafl.  At  length,  otter  peering  nlJ  around  him  throujgh 
the  gathering  darkness,  he  d(:si:ried  amongst  the  log$ 
and  stores  and  boulders  a  soncthirg  that  seemed  to 
move,  and  when  he  came  nearer  lie  saw  that  it  wa&  a 
mac.  The  poor  wxetch  was  buned  to  the  waist  in  one 
of  the  quicksands  whose  muddy  surface  was  slowly 
creeping  up  and  up  towards  his  shoulders. 

"  Save  me !  "  screamed  (he  man,  and  the  prtftst 
diew  tusiT  to  him, 

"  Ah,  do  not  come  into  the  quicksand  1  **  he  cried 
Again. 

"  How  then  may  I  hcJp  you  ?  "  asked  the  priest. 

••Cannot  )^u  see  that  my  poor  body  is  beyond 
redemption  ?  *'  moaned  the  man.  "  Vou  could  only 
sink  with  me,  ymi  (x>ii)d  mil  pull  me  ont.** 

'*  Wliat  then  may  I  do  ?  *'  ii*ked  tlie  priest  in  angiii^lj, 

*^  Confess  me  1 "  cried  the  man.  "  Save  my  guilty 
90U1I" 

The  Josuit  took  his  crucifix  from  his  bosom. 

"Speak!"  he  said,  advancing  as  closely  to  the 
taking  man  as  the  sand  would  safely  bear  him. 

*'  Answer  m^,"  replied  the  other,  crossing  his  hands 
upon  his  breast  and  bcndmg  upon  Clie  priest  a  look 
that  searched  into  his  very  soul.  ''  Arc  you  a  fit  priest 
to  confess  mo  ?     Do  you  >M>ursclf  believe  ?  " 

The  mud  had  now  reached  the  m;m\  armjnf?;,  xfulhe 
was  sinking  fast.  Padre  Ignacjo  seemod  to  be  smitten 
dumb  when  he  tried  to  ansiAxrr  this  question  h 

"Answer  mc!"  screamed  the  victim  as  the  water 
reached  bis  chin. 
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Padre  Ignacio  stnig:flcd  nearer  to  him  upon  his 
kims,  but  he  could  not  unseal  his  o^n  lips.  He 
hatfkd  with  the  powers  that  held  his  mouth,  he  beat 
upon  his  breast  in  agony, 

■\An»wcrI  un^wer!"  Ciiint?  IIki^  dying  «>b  ol  tbe 
penitent,  but  iUt  \*cry  motion  of  his  lips  so  nifBed  the 
\v:a1cr  that  it  leapt  into  hb  mouth. 

Then,  slowly,  hi5t  tue  descended,  the  eyes,  in  un- 
spesdcahle  ^gony  and  rcprowch,  fbdng  thwnselves  upon 
thj*  Jrstjil  with  siirh  mU-n^ity  tli^t  he  could  do  nothing 
more  than  kneel  there  mcsnierizcd.  dumb  and  tortured. 

Whet*  Ibe  water  had  closed  over  the  poor  wrctdiS 
head  and  the  ripples  went  cireling  outwards,  th«»  at 
last  Padre  Ignacio  warned  to  regain  control  o\'er 
himself.  He  knelt  yvt  nearer,  so  near  Hut  he  coiild 
peer  down  at  the  head  jnst  dimly  viniblf'.  Thp  hrad 
kn  back,  a  iac^  locked  up  at  him.  slowly  look  form  j 
then  tor  the  first  time  he  rccognii:ed  the  dead  Jacc  of 
htt  own  son  beneath  the  water  and— awoke ! 

He  rose  to  his  feet,  in  agony,  so  vivid  had  bwn  this 
dream,  crying,  **0  (Iwl !  0  God  I  "  then,  falling 
upon  his  knees,  sobbed  out.  "  0  God,  c&n  it  be  Thy 
avenging  hand  that  has  guided  the  enemy's  lance  to 
the  weakest  seajns  in  my  armour  ?  Can  it  be  that 
Thou  bast  been  pleased  to  punish  the  crime  of  my 
youth  ntfWt  in  the  ripeatss  of  my  age,  now,  through 
tlie  tn^uni  ol  niy  child  begotten  in  siu  ?  Hast  Ttiou 
so  patiently  bided  Tliy  time,  O  Lord,  that  this  infection 
miglit  be  convcj-ed  tmto  me  by  my  son,  that  the  eyes 
of  the  fAthcT  might  dwell  upon  the  two-fold  agony  of 
the  older  anJ  younger  genrmtion  ?  Htist  Thou  ntim- 
bercd  mc  among  tiiose  that  hate  Thee  }  Look  down 
upon  my  struggle  with  mercy  1  Abide  Thou  with  mc 
in  the  cv'cntidc  ol  Lie  f    Tear  Thou  Ercm  my  polluted 
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heart  the  growing  weed  of  doubt  I  Teach  roe  that 
Chiistiaiiity  is  better  than  a  niocker>'  1  Show  mc  that 
the  umionn  I  wear  is  more  th^n  an  idle  human 
fantasy  I  Forsake  mc  not  I  Not  this.  O  my  Redeemer, 
not  this  I  Or  if  it  be  meant  for  mc,  thU  epjiit  ol 
unbelief,  grant  rae  for  pity's  ^ake  that  the  heart  of  my 
thiUl  niay  be  cleansed  thereof.  O  Tltoii  who  wa?«l 
aUe  to  ca&t  out  the  unclean  spint3  from  a  man  nnd 
caose  them  to  enter  into  the  ^wine  that  ran  down  a 
steep  place  into  the  sea,  deal  Thou  with  me  even  as 
with  the  swine  ol  old.  Banish  Tliou  my  »ouJ  down  to 
the  nethjmnost  liell,  so  that  my  ik^r  !>od  may  wallc^ 
with  Thee  in  Paradise  1  "  ^B 

The  old  man's  hat  had  fallen  to  the  ground,  do- 
dc6ine  his  silvery  curls,  his  Upe  were  ported,  hid  arms 
extendi  by  his  side,  the  hands  opened  outwards  in 
mute  entreaty,  and  his  upturned  face,  on  which  the 
ntoonltifhl  fell,  was  suffusul  hy  an  &i|jei  ymniiiig. 

From  a  slit  in  the  pcnianas  yonder  in  the  college 
two  Mack  eye*  were  strvning  Ihcmsclvcs  to  watch  tlie 
Rcctor^s  movements  as  he  sank  upon  his  knees  in  thoj 
shadows  surrounded  by  the  mi&t. 

Tile  cj're  were  those  of  Padre  Marlinri. 
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CHAPTER  XVTTI 

Till  oU  the  cnniscn  changed,  and  pA«l 
Into  dc«t>  omoge  o'er  the  3C«, 
Low  on  hvT  knf«6  ImscH  rim  aai' 
Bdoro  Qui  l^y  iQunnurcd  eUo, 

TENHrSOM, 

SAINT  JOHN  THE  BAITIST  was  already  one 
month  old. 

Underneath  the  old  vine,  where  it  riimbcd  acroaa 
tlic  backyard  on  trellis-work  before  iisccndjng  to  (be 
windows  of  Doiia  Ciim;i*s  house,  stood  Tlo  Palas. 
In  hi5  Icit  hand  he  held  one  of  the  laigc  bia&s  reJlectnr^ 
belonging  to  the  oil-lamps  that  hiuig  from  the  j^arloor 
ceiling.  In  his  right  hand  was  a  rig  dipped  in  olive 
oil  andclialk. 

By  dint  of  patient  rubbing  the  reflector  had  atl^iinod 
such  ii  biilli>u]t  polish  that  when  he  had  wiped  nway 
the  chalk  (ind  leered  at  himself  he  could  sec  every 
stubbly  liair  on  his  grizzled  chin  rcilcctcd  as  in  a 
niirrcir.^ 

Having  fmislied  witlj  the  first  ref!oc(or  he  took  up 
the  second,  aiid  nr^iuncxl  an  old  sorig  thut  lie  had  been 
singing  to  himftcU  in  a  shrill  nasal  voice  that  sometimes 
broke  dovni  with  an  unexpected  crack. 

Kow  the  song  that  Tio  Palas  was  singing  bore 
reference  to  a  knight  of  great  renown,  a  knight  with 
many  stijelds  and  i|tiarteringt».  a  kiiiglit  that  ipoft«ned 
tile  he:irt  of  the  ftterne^t  jud^e,  thul  did  not  lose  his 
authority  "even  Ihough  one  cut  hun  into  quarters/' 
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that  made  the  herdsman  companion  to  the  duke,  that 
won  the  kind  ^aoccs  of  the  loveliest  dames  in  Chmt«i- 
dom,  When  he  arrived  at  the  end  of  a  verec,  llie  name 
,oJ  Uiis  knight  appeared  ; 

"  Poderofto  CAbaJlcro 
El  Don  Dinenx*' 

"A  mighty  cavalier  is  Sir  Money."  The  "Don 
Dinero  *'  was  rolled  cut  vrtth  a  great  relish,  especially 
the  '*  o,"  which  went  quavering  up  amongnt  Ihc  gr^rn 
bunches  of  unripe  grapes  and  "melted  away  into  silence 
E3  if  it  were  loath  to  cease/* 

In  between  the  verses  the  old  man's  lace  was  in- 
cessantly  changing  its  expression.  Now  he  would 
sliake  his  head  with  a  grunt  and  piiise  hi*  lips,  now 
he  wotild  lean  his  head  on  one  side  and  stick  hin  tongue 
out  at  his  own  reflection,  th^n  without  any  warning 
he  would  break  into  a  noiseless  laugh  which  puckered 
up  his  leatliery  face  in  a  manner  most  uncanny  to 
behold. 

Ho  Patas  was  building  a  cattle  in  the  air,  and  not 
one  atcme  or  stick  or  nail  or  brick  of  all  that  airy  fabric 
but  what  was  iUchcd  from  his  ncighl>our  by  compulsion 
or  deceits 

In  the  middle  oi  a  verse  Conchita  interrupted  liim. 

"My  mi>fie^s  H;iys  you  aii^  tu  ft^tch  aii  azumbrc  oi 
cows'  milk  from  the  house  of  Podro>" 

"  Tell  your  mistroii  the  mQk  cannot  be  fetched," 

"  Why  ?  ' 

"  BecftuM  the  old  cow  i«  dead,  and  even  Don  Dinero 
coukln't  revive  her : 

Podcroso  cflballcro 
E»  Don  Dinero-o-o  I  " 

"  Is  there  no  othrr  cows'  milk  to  be  got  ?  '^ 
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"  Of  goate'  milk— the  sea  t    But  the  only  other  cow 

that  I  can  think  of  is  a  Jesuit." 

Conchita  disappeared,  And  Tfo  Patas  continued  his 

nibbiDg  aitd  singing. 
Half  an  hour  went  by,  and  the  ucond  reflector  was 

finished  and  Uid  down,  when  Condiita  once  more 

stood  in  the  doorway  shading  her  eye^  trom  a  rogui^ 

sunbeam  which  feU  skuittng  in  between  the  tendrily 

of  the  vine. 
'*  Friend  Patiks,  my  mistress  says»  wiU  you  have  the 

goodness  to   take  (hi;s  basket  ot   conlcclionery,  cover 

it  over  with  vine-leavos,  and  bear  it  to  the  convent ; 

gt^'e  her  regards  to  Padre  Martinez,  and  ask  if  he  can 

spare  her  an  azumbrc  of  cows'  milk.'' 
^  "  All  that  ftiys  your  mistress  7  '* 

^K    "Vc^Seiiorl" 
^^    "  And  what  do  you  say  ?  " 
F  "That  you  had  bttlor  w;ivh  your  face  first." 

^K     And  having  Irft  Tfo  Pat^s  Nt^jiifliJi^  wrlb  the  basket 
^"in  hh  hand,  Conchita  skipped  away, 
r  Tlo  Patas  put  down  the  basket  and  carefully  looked 

I  at  himself  in  one  o*  the  rcficctors.  Being  unable  to 
(  discovei  any  one  portion  of  his  face  which  waa  dirtier 
*  than  ttie  rest,  he  contented  himself  with  a  vigorous 
■  nibbing  of  his  hanrls^  -uu!  owtn^  mi  doubt  in  the  wtll 
(  known  virtues  of  rh^lk  nnd  oil  under  friction,  his 
\  fingers  and  nails  acquired  a  rich  maJto^any  polish, 
^K  which  glistenod  in  the  £un, 

^V  Having  covered  the  pufi  pastry  with  vine-Leaves 
J        and  fig-leaves,  and  3  great   banana  leaf  over  all,  h« 

climbed  into  tl*e  hay-loft  among  Uie  fowls'  nests,  and 

shortly  afterw^inb  took  to  the  road  and  made  for 

Cinco  Camincs, 
[  On  the  way  to  the  ootiege  he  passed  a  wme^shop 
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named  La  -^  Casttaiidad,  and  called  for  a  glass  of 
(tfiHatdienUj  which  he  paid  for  with  two  bens'  ej^ 
out  ot  his  pockets,  a  ruTrency  well  known  lo  the  tavem 
keepi^r,  who  took  tlimn  with  ^  wink, 

"  And  where  arc  you  i^omg,  friend  ?  "  he  asked  of 
TioPalas. 

"To  the  Jesuits  for  cows'  miik,  for  Thursday  night 
is  our  tcrtulia^  and  my  young  lady  is  for  making  a 
spedal  pundi,  o\  a  special  rust.ir(3.  oi  a  special  egg 
flip,  or  wliat  you  will.  And  in  Santa  Fe  are  naught 
but  goats — 

The  old  man  whistled  a  wdl  known  ribald  song  of 
which  the  subject  reminded  him. 

The  barber  of  Cinco  Caminos  was  seated  on  a  1>encli, 
and.  alongside  him  wrre  two  muleteers,  wliosr  }>csL<f» 
were  tied  outside. 

One  of  the  muleteers  burst  out  laughing  at  his 
recollection  of  the  ditty,  and  this  eneouragcd  Tio 
Patas,  who  felt  that  he  was  being  \'ery  funny- 

"Thus  goes  tlw  nwMiure,  gentlemen"  lie  said,  and 
raised  hi:^  jinns  a1>ovc  Ins  lie;id  and  began  to  wriggle 
his  old  body  about,  snapping  he  fingers  and  miTnicJcing 
a  dancer.  The  c^untcrlcit  smile  oi  voluplaonAncss 
on  his  grizded  face,  the  gUstenlng  yellow  teeth  and 
leering  e^fs,  tjie  dainty  capering  of  liis  feet,  and  the 
conturtrrjnv  of  hL^  stoaiacti  ?a^  fascinated  the  muleteers 
that  fliey  swore  he  was  a  very  merry  follow. 

''  And  what  might  you  have  in  the  baakct,  friend  ?  " 
asked  the  barber>  when  the  dance  had  come  to  a  finish. 

"Some  four-and-twenty  morsels  ot  puff  pastry. 
Tills  is  a  matter  of  exchange  and  bouter,  gentlemen, 
cakr^  for  cows*  milk." 

Whereupon  he  raised  the  leaves  and  sho^t'cd  them 
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n    pile    of   most    delinious    confectioner)',  pufi   paste 
with   aUnonds  and    apricots  tnsick,   &  speciality   of 

" Why,  now  I  oome  to  ihbk  of  it"  continued  TIo 
Patas,  "  these  triiles  should  go  ver>'  well  \^'ith  a  gU&s 
of  a^uardUnU,  ;iii(l,  aUn-  st\l,  tw^nty-fottr  ts  a  limiiy 
number »  so  why  not  make  it  twenty  ?  " 
AncJ  ht  handed  them  each  3t  t^rt. 
"  So  our  fishcr-l^  it  going  to  many  ^-our  young 
lady  >  **  sud  the  barber,  with  a  tart  in  on«  band  and 
liis  wine-gU*i$  m  the  olhrr. 

"  There's  many  a  slip  'twixt  the  cup  and  the  lip." 
said  Tio  Patas. 

"  Only  an  hour  af^o  he  was  walking  along  the  road  " 
remarked  the  tavern-keeper.  '*  Wh-it  a  mighty  (ine 
gentlemen  lie  h;L<  Income  I  To  think  that  once  he 
went  brtTP-footeil !  " 

"1  met  him  in  Cinco  Ciniinos."  said  the  barber; 
"he  was  talking  with  Don  Pedro  the  Kepublicar." 

•^Was  he,  though?"  muttered  Tio  Patas,  rubbing 
his  chm  reflectively. 

"  Short  work  Don  Pedro  would  malte  of  the  Jesuits 
if  he  had  his  way/*  put  in  the  tavern-keeper,  leaning 
on  his  counter  with  folded  arms. 

"  And  ol  all  tht'  otJier  priests,  loo,"  added  the  barber. 
"  He  would  Tum  the  churches  Into  picture  caUeTies." 
"  And   (he  Jesuit  College  first  of  all,  eh  ?"'  cackled 
T^o  Patitft  ironically. 

Thus  they  continued  go^ping  for  half  an  hour,  and 
Tio  Patas  having  dropped  into  his  clement,  hiid  down 
the  law  about  re]i|<ion  in  general,  dealing  with  the 
Jesuits  and  Republicaiis  m  particular. 

At  length  the  niuletevfrs  got  up  to  go,  and  TTo  Patas. 
finding  his   audience   forsaking  liini,  ptclced  up  his 
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ba^k^t,  rearranged  the  leaves,  and  sallied  foith  once 
more  on  hi^  road  to  tlie  college. 

When  lie  ^p|>roached  the  gates  his  face  wtis  wearing 
an  cxpref^on  o1  md^inclioly  sanctity. 

The  basket  o(  pastry  was  h^ded  to  Uie  novice  with 
a  coarteoi)5  messa^<',  and  alter  a  fr*w  minutes'  waiting 
A  priest  beckoned  Tlo  Patas  to  pass  throng  the  gate 
info  the  orchard. 

Padre  Martinet  was  pacing  up  and  down  the  orchard 
with  a  book  under  his  arm. 

"  Good  morning,  friend  Patas/'  said  Padre  >Eardnez ; 
'*  iai  do^n  and  wait  awhile.  Tliey  are  milking  tlie; 
cow,  the  same  cow  you  used  to  milk  yoiindJ,  do  you 
remember  ?  " 

"Aye,  Padre  I" 

**  And  liow  goes  ymir  mistitss  ?  " 

"  Vciy  well,  praise  be  to  God  !  and  sends  her  regards 
to  youj^f  and  the  Fatlier  Rector," 

"The  Fftther  Rector  set  out  tor  Sevilla  a  few  days 
ago,  so  that  wJl  leave  me  a  double  share  oi  DoAa 
Cania*s  tar-^med  pufE  pastry  for  roysdf.  And,  d 
pfopmio,  you  must  thank  her  most  heartily.  An 
AMMK^  of  cows'  milk  is  a  poor  exchange  for  the  dfdicji- 
cka  she  has  sent  us.  Come  with  me,  and  I  will  gather 
her  a  nosegay," 

So  uying,  Padre  Martinet:  led  t]^  way  to  a  certain 
part  of  the  orchard  where  rosts  and  camattom;  grew, 
and  gathering  up  his  skirts  fdl  to  plucking  blossoms 
one  by  one  and  handing  them  to  Tio  Patas,  who  com- 
menced to  make  them  into  a  bouquet. 

"  This,"  said  Padre  Martincit,  "  is  a  bed  of  rosemary 
we  h-Aw:  pUiitrd  since  you  left  us.  By  the  way, 
ro«anar>-l  Wiat  was  I  thinking  of?  Yes  I  The 
youth  who  threw  a  stone  at  Padre  Hateo  tlie  other 
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moming  vid  cut  him  id  th«  cbe^  was  wearing  a  sprig 
of  rosemary  in  hk  cap.  To  be  sure,  that  is  what  the 
rosemary  put  me  in  mind  oi" 

"  i  Jcsfis !   Have  they  got  to  llirowtng  atones  at  us  ?  " 

''So  it  would  appear,"  answcretl  Padrt  Martian. 
Gtcoping  over  a  rosebush  and  mrciuUy  bendtog  hb- 
hand  to  avoid  the  thorns,  "«o  it  would  appearl  I 
wonder  if  the  spiig  of  ro^'mary  tiad  a  mcaniiig,  or  if 
it  was  nicrdy  there  by  chance  ?  " 

"  I  know  not.  But  tl  would  not  take  mc  long  (o 
smell  it  out,  if  you  wanted  the  cxplanationn'" 

Padre  Maninez  stood  up  suddenly  with  a  dark 
crimson  rose  between  tiii  thumb  and  finger,  straightened 
bis  back,  and  looktxl  long  and  rtx«lly  at  the  no»e  of 
Tio  Patas,  as  tJiough  he  were  e?^tirnalbig  it»  hidden 
capabilities. 

**  Could  you  so  ?  "  said  the  priest  at  length,  stepping 
off  the  flower-bed  and  handing  him  the  rose. 

"  Why,  who  could  do  it  better  )  "  replied  TSo  Patas. 
with  a  grin  of  confidence  and  an  eye  far  pO£&ibiiitiC5. 

The  Jesuit  seemed  to  meditate.  He  placed  a  hand 
on  either  hip,  and  ht»  eager  black  eyes  watched  the 
busy  fingers  of  Tio  Pata»  a«  he  boiind  tite  la^t  turn  of 
string  round  the  bouquet. 

^'TltKii  yiiij  slialt  dn  w/*  ^id  Padrr  Marfinrx  at 
length,  '^and  you  shall  tell  me.  in  confidence*  any- 
thing you  glean  as  to  the  hands  that  arc  pulling  ttic 
strings  in  this  conspiracy  against  us." 

\\Tiat  was  it  that  made  Tio  Patas  pause  in  tying  the 
knot  ?  First  he  looked  up  (ow-ards  the  tank  where 
Don  Luis  had  S|>okT^n  lu  htm  on  ihr.  F.vf  tii  Si.  John 
the  Baptist,  then  he  looked  at  the  priest,  then  at  the 
bouquet,  tiien  up  the  orchard,  then  down  the  orchard, 
back  to  the  bouquet  and  up  at  the  priest  again. 
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In  those  Jcvr  scccnds  an  idea  h^  coinc  into  hb  mind. 
Nay,  it  had  jumptd  in,  and  now  it  wa«  dandng  about 
inside  his  cranitim. 

He  tied  np  the  h*>tiqtict,  placed  it  n[K)n  the  ground, 
and  approadiing  more  nearly  to  F&drc  Hartiiiei 
whispered  in  his  car : 

"  •  Breed  ravens,  ard  Ihey  will  peck  your  cyc3  ojl.'  " 

The  watchful  black  eyes  of  the  priest  were  lixed 
ujKjn  him  ;is  lliough  tl^ey  would  read  his  aoul- 

"  Vou  mean ?  *'  slid  Padrv  Martinr-z. 

''  I  mean  that  1  have  seen  the  devnl  come  hopping  into 
Santa  Fe  in  m^ny  strange  shapes  bciorc  now.  but  nc\-cr 
did  I  see  him  %o  well- favoured  and  so  cunningly  disguised 
as  he  is  at  the  present  moment,  God  save  us  all  1  *' 

So  uiteiise  was  the  Jesuit's  concentration  upon  tliese 
words  that  he  scarcely  seoncd  to  breatlic,  but  stood 
there  with  folded  arms  inrtmovable  as  a  »tatuc,  almost 
grndginf;  liimself  the  necessity  of  speaking. 

"  To  whom  may  this  reter  ?  " 

'*  To  a  certain  ^'Cung  ni;tn  who  h  courting  a  certain 
young  lady,  to  a  certain  young  m^ii  wlto  flira  the  red 
^ag  of  anarchy,  to  a  certain  young  man  who  secretly 
conlcre  with  those  who  arc  known  to  be  our  enemies, 
who  consorts  with  rabid  Republicans  and  speaks  bit' 
terly  of  the  Jesuits,  who  would  m.ike  your  college  into 
a  picture  gallery  I     And  there  i»  imiie  Ijesides.'* 

Padre  Marlines  watched  the  speaker*s  face  until  his 
lips  had  ceased  to  move,  and  for  some  while  after  sHIl 
remained  watching  him,  like  some  great  cat  that  has 
seen  a  mouse's  whi«ker«  poktrg  out  of  a  hole,  and  waits 
for  the  Tnuii^  to  foUow,  At  length  lie  drew  a  yio- 
found  sigh,  not  oi  sorrow,  but  ol  respiiation  in  arrears, 
and  asked  :^ 
"  Has  Doda  Fclipa  seen  aught  of  this  ? " 
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"  How  should  I  know  ?  Dona  Felipa  does  not 
move  among  the  people  every  day  as  I  do.  More- 
over, with  due  respect  to  your  mercy»  a  inittened  cat 
is  a  bad  mouser.  Be  that  as  it  may,  these  two  eyes 
have  seen  the  devil's  ears  poking  out  from  under  his 
hat,  and  if  other  eyes  haven^t  seen  it,  they  will  anon." 

"  Do  you  comprehend,  friend  Patas,  what  a  very 
grave  thing  this  is  that  you  are  telling  me  ?  " 

"Aye!  Graver  than  you  think,  Padre.  Have 
a  care  that  every  window  in  the  college  be  not  broken 
before  another  fortnight.*' 

"  And  are  you  sure  of  your  ground  ?  " 

"  Would  that  I  were  as  sure  of  the  road  to  heaven  I  " 

Then  came  the  Where  ?  When  ?  and  How  ? 

Such  questions  troubled  not  the  ready  brain  of  Ho 
Patas  one  jot. 

He  had  heard  this  in  Cinco  Caminos  from  the  barber, 
he  had  heard  that  in  Santa  Fe  from  the  letter-writer, 
theo^A^on  the  high  road  from  a  farmer,  and  as  luck  or 
the  devil  would  have  it,  he  did  not  contradict  himself. 


When  Ho  Patas  reached  home  late  with  the  cows' 
milk  he  had  promised  himself  a  good  long  hour  for 
lunch  in  the  kitchen  and  a  few  minutes'  siesta  in  the 
hay-loft,  for  indeed  he  felt  very  well  satisfied,  and 
judged  himself  deserving  of  reward.  He  was  there- 
fore far  from  pleased  when  Maria  poked  a  basin  of  rice 
and  cockles  boiled  with  saffron  under  his  nose,  and 
bade  him  "  eat  as  if  the  devil  were  after  him,  for  her 
mistress  wanted  the  carriage  at  half-past  three." 

And  Conchita,  very  busy  at  cleaning  shoes  in  a 
coraer,  muttered  something  about  "  old  rats  that 
loitered  by  the  way." 
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"  I  Ea  I  '*  ssid  Tlo  Patas  with  a  hand  on  cither 
Icncr,  and  c3otprmiiwd  that  no  one  should  upset  him, 
for  just  then  he  was  ieding  above  all  IrivJalities.  *'  J 
haven't  been  so  loni*  in  coming  as  j^nir  sweethc^. 
What  a  face  I  Whai  a  face  to  be  sure  1  Go,  co^'cr  up 
themUkf " 

"The  old  skin  ha^  conie  back  full  ol  Ind  wine.** 

"Full  of  hunger*"  stM  Tio  Patas.  fuming  op  his 
eyes  and  pitting  bis  shallow  stomach,  "^and  even  if 
it  were  wine,  the  wine  is  old.  and  a^c  is  a  thing  to  be 
respected,  whether  in  vdnc  or  men," 

"Age  tliat  betters  pairliment  and  good  wine  has  a 
bad  way  with  ait3dled  eggs !  "  snapped  Cixicbita,  Uirow- 
jng  down  the  boob,  for  some  one  was  calling  her  in 
the  patio. 

"  •  Addled  effRs ! '  "  chuckk>d  TSo  Pata*.  luming  to 
hb  rice,  ''  I,  an  '  addled  egg  ' !  " 

But  giadn^illy  the  <<>;tytng  rankMI,  for  he  wa»  fretful 
of  di^xj^tion. 

On  his  return  from  the  college  he  had  spent  another 
half-hoar  in  tlie  Casualid^^  and  had  fcund  the  bart>cr 
still  seated  there. 

Every  one  now  seemed  to  be  in  a  hurry,  and  this 
sorled  ill  witlt  XUf.  h^uirpiillily  lis  vthiih  he  h.ul  Ivrvn 
looking  forward. 

The  first  thing  that  happened  to  niHlc  him  was  the 
cleaxinj;  away  of  platen  and  knives  and  dishes  by  Maria 
under  his  very  ej-es.  She  left  him  merely  the  basin 
lie  was  eating  from,  and  foitliwilh  brought  a  bucket 
of  water  jiikI  ;l  llannej  arul  %liiii:e<l  the  table,  singing 
very  merrily,  and  leaving  him  but  a  drdo  one  fool 
in  diameter  wherein  to  enjoy  his  meal. 

Next,  Susana  dashed  into  the  kitchen  witli  a  pair 
of  curling  tongs,  ^ppcd  them  into  one  of  tlie  Moorish 
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candcdas,  whipped  up  the  rash  Ian,  and  commenced  to 
nuke  the  charcoal  R\<m,  her  other  hand  resting  upon 
lier  hip, 

Tliei)  she  si^atrhecl  thon  out  again,  whisking  them 
ftbout  in  mjd-air  to  take  the  colcjur  out,  mbam^  the 
noae  ol  1  io  t'aUs  by  a  single  uich  (which  mode  hun 
jerk  hJs  fstool  back),  and  ran  away  bushing* 

The  Ixtt  thin^  that  happened  was  that  Conchita 
burst  into  Itic  kitchen  like  a  whirlwind  and  made  for 
the  tabic  drawer,  whose  knob  whs  exactly  central  with 
the  abdomen  of  Ho  Pataa.  pulled  open  the  drawer  and 
thrust  her  arm  into  it,  raking  about  at  the  very  back 
for  several  minutes,  and  tinally  prodticing  a  pair  of 
scissors 

Matter*  liaving  readied  tiii^  cii«i»,  Tio  Pata»  ro»e 
liom  his  scat  with  a  snarl  like  an  angry  monkey,  and 
flinging  down  his  spoon  and  waving  his  hand  to  them 
to  take  it  all  away,  went  fuming  out  of  Die  kitchen 
towards  the  stables, 

!klaifa  made  one  bounce  towards  his  basin,  snatched 
it  away  wttli  one  hand,  soused  tlie  coveted  dr>'  circle 
with  a  clout  ahe  hdd  in  the  other>  and  went  on  ringing 
over  her  pot^  and  pans. 

The  Ladies  were  going  for  a  carriage  drive,  ;md  in 
thosi-  dnyii,  willi  Carrasco  here,  therr,  ami  rvrrywltdc, 
it  wd£  better  to  face  the  afternoon  sun  than  to  be  on 
a  country  road  long  aitcr  nightfaU. 

At  half-post  three  the  carri^igQ  was  ready. 
Not  only  was  her  caaiage  awaiting  Cama  when  she 
came  to  the  door,  but  Juan,  aH-expectant  and  mounted 
upon  liis  Andahitlui  lioise,  hot)  -unvc-d  llut  niouLent 
by  the  mereat  chance  in  the  world,  and  with  no  bolter 
excuse  than  to  ask  them  ^icw  they  Eared. 
This  being  so,  it  was  scarcely  to  be  wondered  at  that 
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JOftnH  way  coincided  with  their  own  for  «onie  dbtance 
along  the  hi^h  hdeuI,  and  ItriAlly,  having  rr^chcd  thr 
outakirts  of  the  town,  it  was  too  Utc  to  keep  the 
engagement  he  bud  had  in  view. 

"  I  think  I  had  txMtor  ride  with  you  as  e&cort,'*  be 
said  laughinglyt  and  tapped  his  holsters. 

Gentlemen  of  Santa  Fe,  even  at  that  date,  fteldom 
rode  abroad  wit}i  empty  holsters,  and,  as  a  Ust  re- 
source In  ca^c  they  were  caught  di-tmotintcd,  there 
were  many  who  cnnied  a  Spanish  knife  iitckcd  inside 
their  wiust  belt. 

In  the  c^imiigr  rcHtc  Ciima,  wilh  a  yAUiW  row  beside 
the  comb  that  held  her  hair,  and  black  silk  gossamer 
drooped  down  from  the  comb  on  to  cither  shoulder. 
A  black  leather  girdle  encircled  her  Uttlo  wai3t,  and 
below  the  girdle  came  an  upper  petticoat.  True  to 
the  fashion  of  those  times  also,  black  lace  fell  down 
from  each  shoulder  ajid  ojjened  out  fiin-shape  uvcr 
her  elbow*,  whilst  Itei:  bosom  waa  ftcarrt  hidden  by  a 
network  of  red  silk  cords. 

Uona  Felipa  and  Su^rna  rode  with  her. 

A  summer  awning  of  t.-:mvas  had  been  spread  over 
the  caniagt;,  and  whenever  Juan  spoke  with  Cama 
he  had  to  lean  forward  on  his  horse  in  order  to  catch 
a  glimpse  ot  her. 

II  old  Tlo  Patad,  when  he  climbed  up  into  his  seat« 
thought  hU  young  mistress  was  chamuog,  what  must 
Jam  have  thought  ib;  he  leant  forward  in  hit  saddle  and 
caught  i&jnKTnfidic  glimjisrs  of  thovr  btrwilchiug  eyt*», 
and  the  lips,  with  their  Cupid's  bow,  hall  parted  in 
a  srnUc  ^ 

Cama  that  oftemoon  wa*  all  vivacity ;  ber  chatter 
was  incc««ant,  partly  perhaps  txicause  Juan'«  horse 
was  lestive,  and  it  iLiiiusird  her  to  watcli  his  cffurts  to 
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nfily.  Many  times  he  would  be  in  the  midst  of  a 
scntiirtntal  phrase  what  the  hor^  plunged  suddenly 
lonv'ard  or  lagged  behind,  and  left  Coma  laughing 
at  him  behind  her  txn. 

The  Andaluza  is  only  happy  in  her  sweetheart  when 
slit*,  is  either  laughing  at  him  or  ctylnf^  nt  hiiii,  for  ao 
God  m'<tde  wonien  in  Andalucfa, 

And  to  see  Ihe  white  hnc  oi  pearly  teeth  b^.^tween 
those  pretty  lips,  the  dimples  coming  and  going  in  }ier 
dncks,  and  ttu:  lovc-liglit  turned  to  laughter  in  her 
vyes,  this  sight  wa$  worth  the  management  of  twenty 
such  trouWcsonic  steeds;  at  least  tliat  is  what  Juan 
wu  thinking,  and  though  I  cannot  ride  I  think  the  ^amc. 

An  hour's  driving  cj^&tward  of  Santa  Fe  beyond  the 
pyramids  of  salt  brouglit  them  to  a  rocky  difi  over- 
looking the  sea.  Nol  a  very  high  cM,  to  be  sure,  for 
a  w;itenv;iy  ^vhieh  Tuul  ^ireii  cnt  down  the  TiilKiile  cm 
their  left  continued  sloping  to  the  sea  upon  their  right 
at  such  on  incline  that  one  might  ea^ly  walk  ^ong 
after  scnunbling  down  i^omc  twenty  feet  of  boulders 
beside  the  bridge. 

On  llic  briclgr  they  halteJ,  for  liere  wa&  a  famous 
vantage  point  whence  a  view  might  be  obtained  of 
tranquil  Santa  Fc,  with  itii  lowers  nnd  walls  em- 
purpled by  the  distance. 

Then  Carna  had  a  caprice  to  w:Jk  along  the  river- 
bed,  and  ^Ue  w;u  «d  pen;istent  that  Doi^a  Felipa,  after 
rcg<Lrding  the  haxardou«  decent  with  startled  eyes, 
chmbed  back  into  the  carriage  and  bade  Susana  go 
with  her.  *'  For  it  were  a  pity,"  said  sl»c,  "  that  your 
mistress  should  break  her  neck  alone,"  Now  Cama 
^tood  in  no  danger  of  breaking  her  neck  alone,  as  DoAa 
Felipa  weU  knew.  There  was  at  least  one  other  neck 
anxious  to  bteak  itself  o»  hei-  behalf. 
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So  the  carriage  drew  away  to  the  shadow  o(  a  rock, 
and  DoJVa  FcIljm  watted  with  her  eye^  closed  tor 
screams  of  anguish.  Slic  waited  »o  long  in  this  con- 
dition tluit  »hc  IcU  o.'^lcep. 

But  HOW  A  very  omb^Lrnusing  question  had  arisen. 
Ouna  imd  Suwn^  were  sUnding  upon  the  edj^i*  ul  tl»e 
declivity,  viewing  the  rivcr-bcd  below.  Each  hdd  her 
skirts  gathered  round  her  ankles  in  obedience  lo  that 
instinct  of  all  women  when  looking  down  a  cliff.  Once 
the>'  set  loot  xipon  the  stones  down  >'ondcr  in  the 
bottom  their  perplexities  would  cea&e,  but  ah !  thr 
twt;nly  itft  (if  ^Jopc  Ihiit  Uy  between. 

So  wluit  must  Juan  do  but  take  Cama's  hand,  and 
this  seemed  very  strange  to  her,  but  still  she  had  the 
thought  to  go  down  fim,  nnd  many  a  darting  Uaard 
fled  away  when  tho^e  ^mM  buckled  slioefi  of  polished 
lc:tthrr  c-ami?  sr^^king  Iheir  hold  among  the  hsrln  and 
stone*. 

And  WAS  it  really  necessary  that  Juan  should  clasp 
her  hand  so  very  tight  ?  Perhaps  it  was,  yet  when  he 
returned  for  Su5an:L  his  grip  was  not  so  firm. 

Having  reached  tlie  bottom  they  found  themselves 
ujx)n  a  floor  oi  natuial  f^tepiJiitg-^tones  worn  smooth 
by  the  winter's  flood,  and  in  between  tliesc  stones  was 
tnckhng  a  laxy  thread  oJ  wutcr,  greenish  blue  in  cokmr, 
and  no  wider  or  deeper  than  one's  band.  Here  and 
thcTt^  grew  rud^es,  and  :dong  the  red  walU  of  ironstone 
tlwt  ^ur^olmdcd  them  wrre  burrowing^  of  reptile:*. 

To  the  Itxfirds  Cama  was  indi^crent,  for  they  were 
like  old  friends,  but  when  a  black  and  green  snake 
lifted  its  head  and  wrt^od  bisshig  into  its  burrow,  she 
gave  a  low  cry  and  clenched  hei  hands,  whereat  Juan 
held  her  by  the  arm  and  Uugbed  at  her.  Now  they 
moved  torvrard  towards  the  sea,   the  cutting  grew 
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deeper,  and  presently,  when  they  rounded  a  dight 
bend  in  the  channel,  they  saw  the  blue  salt  water  in 
front  of  them,  bounded  by  the  ironstone  walls  to  left 
and  right,  and  meeting  the  sky  far  oft  on  the  horizon. 
From  the  sea  rose  tbiet^  pinirncles,  one  large  itnd  blunt 
with  herbs  growing  om  its  summit,  the  others  smaDer 
and  more  pointed,  naked  of  vegetation,  washed  o\*er 
by  the  sea  and  looking  black  &nd  sullen,  as  though 
they  would  fain  wear  a  crown  of  green  fituff  like  Hieir 
'Tirighbour. 

The  bed  of  the  <itrBani  came  to  a  precipitous  end  in 
the  solid  rock,  and  the  (resli  water  fell  three  yards  or 
more  and  caused  a  rm^  of  foam.  In  those  parts  the 
highest  tides  are  les*  tiian  a  yard,  so  that  salt  water 
could  never  flow  back  along  the  channel,  tl^ongh 
stnnns  might  ca_st  it  ;aigrily  in  at  i\ir  moiith  only  for 
it  to  ret\iin  with  a  sullen  roar,  like  some  defeated 
vangwird  that  has  found  the  foe  entrenched-  Jul>', 
however,  was  at  an  end,  and  the  Mediterranean  was 
gentler  than  a  lamb. 

Somctimf^  a  handful  of  foam  would  rise  against  one 
of  the  black  pinnacle,  as  if  the  good-humoured  water 
verc  teasing  it  with  a  kiss,  and  the  pinnacle  sulkily 
uffed  il  like  a  peevish  boy. 

In  the  tky  not  a  »;ogle  doud,  nothing  but  monotonous 
blue.     Circling  round  the  rocks  were  sea-gulls, 

Ctima  seated  herself  upon  a  boulder  do^^t  by  the 
water  and  heaved  a  sigh  ;  Juan  came  to  stand  beside 
her  and  found  the  sigh  infectious  ;  whilst  5usana,  wan- 
dcring  out  of  earshot,  looked  to  eOBt  and  west,  threw 
pebbles  at  the  water,  pebbles  at  the  luards,  sat  down 
by  one  sluub,  got  up  and  sat  by  anottier,  yet  never 
once  paid  attention  to  Jtian  and  Canu. 

Juan  was  the  fint  to  speak, 
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'*  In  the  carriage  you  were  very  talkative.    Ni 
yon  aic  vciy  <]uiet.*' 

"  1  had  lUJticwJ  it  mysdf." 

"  What  a  b«<-iuti(ul  »cene  around  us  I  '* 

CirDa  look^  at  th«  tea,  than  at  tbe  rocks,  then 
the  flky,  then  back  into  Juan's  eye^  and  laughed  at 
faim. 

"  All  scenes,"  said  she,  "  in  And^iluda  art  beautiful, 
this  in  particular.  I  have  climbed  down  here  beforo 
with  my  iathcr,  and  that  is  why  I  brought  you." 

Juan  stood  silently  regarding  the  pinnadai  with  hb 
elbows  on  the  rock  for  so  many  minutes  that  at  Iwigth 
it  was  Cama'*  tuiti  to  complain, 

*'  For  a  traveller  just  relumed,"  said  she.  with  a 
ampicion  ol  reproach,  '*  you  have  but  httJe  to  say  for' 
yourself  I " 

'*Why,  how  can  I  talk  of  scjcncc  ancJ  philosophy 
to  an  Andaluz^,  and  such  an  And^lujra  as  yo\i,  framed- 
in  such  a  picture  ?  *' 

'*  Now  you  arc  going  to  talk  love  to  mc  a^in  I  Can 
you  do  nothing  but  love  me  ?  " 

''  Kothinfi  I    Unless  it  be  to  adore  you  l " 

'*  Dont  be  so  wearisome !  " 

"  AMiy,  what  would  yoii  have  me  do  ?  " 

"  Cannot  we  find  something  sensible  to  talk  about  ? 

"  Very  well ;  you  choose  the  subject/' 

"  Afi  who  should  say  that  I  have  mighty  little  toJ 
choose  fromr  Well^Senorl  we  shall  sect  Begin  to] 
catechjxr  me/^ 

Juan  laughed  and  caught  her  humour. 

'Geography"  said  he.  "  Wiere  ia  Kamchatka  ?  " 

"Whatanamcl    UTwrc  ia  it  ?  " 

"  In  Siberia,    Failed  in  geoj^raphy !  " 

"  And  have  you  ever  becii  tJiere  ?  '* 
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"Then  how  do  you  know  it  b  in  China  ?  Tell  me 
■whtett  is  the  fountain  of  Nuestra  Senora  del  Canntn  i  " 

"I  do  not  know." 

"  In  tlic  ^burb  of  La  Trinidad.  FailH  in  geo- 
graphy ! "  Carna  laughed  menity  and  clapped  hcv 
bands. 

"Very   wdl,"   said   Juan.    "Cornj^eto   failure   of 

rboth  oompfititors  in  geography  I  Now  we  come  to 
bixtory.  Who  was  Charlemagne  ?  " 
Otma  shook  ber  he;^  and  pur^^d  lier  Ij^m, 
"  Who  was  Zacchaeus  ?  "  ^e  disked  suddenly,  lean- 
ing forward.  But  Juan  was  vtry  much  in  the  same 
position  as  Zacdiaeus.  Ever  so  slight  a  shadow 
passed  across  the  eyes  of  Cama  when  he  confessed 
tliat  lie  did  not  know, 

"  Ziii.diaeiLs,"  sail!  Cama  pres^inlly,  K-izing  loiA'aids 
the  horiion  and  looking  very  serious,  *'  was  tfic  little 
ni.in  who  cJimbcd  into  a  hg-tree  to  see  our  Lord  come 
by»     Did  you  not  know  ?  " 
"1  had  forgotten." 

Cama  toyed  with  a  handful  of  rushes  tliat  ^e  had 
gathered  near  the  bridge,  plaited  them  together,  undid 
them  and  plaited  them  again* 

At  their  feet  the  blue  water  lazily  heaved  and  fell, 
and  nsh  came  to  play  with  the  jet  that  poured  from 
tlie  rtxrk,  ^wJniitung  rotifid  and  round  it  and  darting 
u[id<:r  it. 

Farther  out  to  9U  the  porpolieft  were  pbyiof,  utd 
beyond  the  porpoises  were  graceful  faiuchas  toi^lg  on 
the  d^p.  their  triangular  sails  no  larger  than  a  gnat's 
wn^  in  tbe  distance. 

In  the  met  the  sun  was  nearing  the  hiUa  br^'ond 
Santa  Fe  and  all  was  perfect  peace — tike  silence  tsefoie 
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sunnet.  For  the  s^liort  southern  iwiUght  was  about 
to  gallop  pa»t,  a  tiling  of  ten  minulc^  tlie  sunS  flying 
rcargtwrd  pursued  by  the  shadows  of  the  mountains. 
Juan  leant  upon  the  rock  and  looked  eagerly  at  Coma. 
His  eyes  were  hllcd  with  pafsjon,  and  the  young  girl, 
in  wa)'\t*ardims,  n.fu^  to  meet  them,  and  tuni«d  to 
gaze  sL<2ward  frcjn  between  her  ha)f-c1o*>cd  lashes^ 
gradually  sweeping  along  the  horizon  until  she  could 
justt  dimly  see  him, 

"Umal** 

*'Why,  the  sun  has  set!" 

"TTie  *un  has  lumed  ;iway  from  nw." 

'*Tlic  faivchiis  *urely  are  fishing  in  piiirs," 

"  Turn  your  iace  to  me/' 

He  caught  her  little  hand  between  hi£  own  and 
moved  her  80  thiit  she  needs  must  look  at  him,  and 
then  she  took  rchige  behind  her  fan,  whereat  he  im- 
prisoned tiie  other  wrist,  and  discoveied  a  paijt  of  lips 
and  dimples  that  were  laughing  at  bin],  two  e>xbrows 
that  were  doing  their  bcftt  to  Irown,  and  two  eyes  that 
were  all  tove  and  sympathy  and  mischief.  Reflected 
in  her  eyes  he  could  see  the  distant  hori^ron,  Itie  (atuckas 
likr  tiny  points  of  white,  the  sky  and  rocks,  c^-en 
the  5ea-gul]5  thtit  swept  rognd  the  pinnacles. 

"  I  wonder  if  the  fatuchas  arc  catching  much  ? ' 

"  i  neither  know  nor  care  !  " 

"  You  are  polite  1 " 

"laminlovel" 

"  Tliat  b  just  the  Uouble  o£  it !  " 

"  Why  ? " 

*'  A  wocnan  can  be  so  happy  without  procluimi 
e^-ery  hour  thai  she  is  in  love,  without  ever  dccl 
it  at  all-     A  man  must  needs  ^^y  «o,  and  insist  upon  t 
woman's  an:«wering.     I  wonder  why  it  sliould  be  so  ? 
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''  And  arc  >"<ni  hnppy  ?  '* 

'*  r  do  not  know.  You  will  not  give  me  a  moment 
to  cMisider.  Besides,  that  is  another  ej:ample  of 
whiit  I  si»y,  VJhy  must  I  so  roitndly  answer  you  ? 
Men  have  no  appreciation  for  the  implied  or  the  dis- 
creetly \"cilcd.  They  only  become  trctfid  when  they 
are  left  to  make  deductions  about  a  woman's  senti- 
ments.   Do  you  not  remember  the  Eve  of  Saint  John  ? '" 

"  Ves,  I  have  re;*3on  "  *i;<id  Juan,  lotting  at  his  ana, 

"  Yes,  because  yoiu  have  a  scar  upon  your  arm  yoa 
think  you  have  a  reason.  \Vdl»  Setior!  that  was  not 
the  only  wound  that  happened  upon  that  day  t  " 

Juan  pretE!Jided  to  look  puzzled.  Cnma  biigbcd 
at  htm,  and  looking  into  his  eyes  she  sang  tliat  verse 
which  Susana  had  been  singing  in  the  orchard,  only 
one  little  month  ago.  just  for  its  sweet  memories — 

"  K««p  this  goMon  oruigo  ewr, 

VtQm  my  orchmd  i^alhered  new. 
Ktilfrrof  1(0*1  if  may  not  nrvcr 
Oi  my  hoorl  you  cut  in  \wfo.** 

Juan  tumed  his  head,  abserved  that  Susana  was  out 
of  sight  behind  a  bend  in  tlie  narrow  channel,  then 
slowly  drew  Carn^'s  arms  towards  Iiim. 

Cama's  feet  were  off  the  ground,  and  so  she  was 
helpless  to  save  herself  from  sliding  o0  the  boulder 
at  tlie  imminent  risk  of  disclosing  two  yellow  silk 
stockings.  Her  only  safety  lay  in  tnisting  to  Juan's 
support,  yet  his  hands  were  steadily  receding. 
"Juan!  Juan!'* 
"Carnal" 

Though  Juan's  arms  drew  back\%'ard,  his  face  re^ 
I  mftined  just  wliete  i!  was  before,  so  tliat  Cama's  lips 
i  ciune  presently  towards  his  own  and  brushed  them. 
I     The  lo\'eTs  kissed,  and  in  that  brief  moment  Juan  saw 
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ihsii  ll)c  ^Ates  of  Paiadise  were  dark,  with  a  silken 
IhDgCt  and  wliUst  Ive  ga^^  stt  Pjirkdisc  the  world  stood 

Th«n  Cama,  tingling  with  shame  and  happiness, 
rocowTFed  her^df,  and  leaning  upon  her  Irft  hand 
traced  cjiclcs  in  the  rock  with  the  end  of  her  dosed  fan, 
whibt  Juan,  drawing  a  long  breath,  stood  looking 
up  at  her  with  his  eyes  aglow.  \ 

"To^monow  then  1  may  announce  it  at  the  ter- 
tulia  > "  said  Juan. 

"  Why  in  Mirh  liable  ?  '* 

"  i  Prccio&a !  Until  I  proclaim  it  I  am  like  San 
Lorcazo  upon  the  gridiron  I  " 

'*  I  thank  you  tor  the  fiimtJc!    A  moment  ago  I 
could  have  sworn  your  case  was  not  so  pitiful,  though 
sure  eJiough   hot   cindeis  were  in  it   too.     Help  me 
down,  good  Lorenzo,  for  it  is  not  safe  to  leave 
wool  by  the  fire  " 

"  Nay  I  "  said  Juan,  holding  her  two  little  wrists  i 
one  of  his  strong  hands.    "  Tell  me  first,  on  Friday 
you  are  gudn^  to  Ihe  l;iir  ?  " 

'*  Yes  Senor  1  And  to  serA-icc  at  the  chapd.  It  i% 
the  Tran^li^inttion  of  our  Lord,  and  the  'Name  of 
Jesus/    Wdl  you  not  come  ?  " 

"  J  shall  not  be  able/' 

Once  more  a  filigbt  shadow  passed  across  Carna*s 
lace,  Slie  had  only  once  seen  him  at  diurdj,  and 
then— as  an  idle  ^ht-seer,  in  Salamanca. 

"  And  why.  sir,  pray  ?  " 

"Now  it  i^  your  turn  to  be  inqui^tjve.    At 
hour  do  you  return  ?  " 

*'  It  HepeT:d«  upon   many  things.      Perltap^  at 
Why  do  you  ask  ?  " 

^*  IE  I  told  you,  you  could  not  kcq>  the  secret, 
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"  K  fnkes  twenty  women  to  keep  a  secret.  Oivc 
poor  woman  could  not  do  so  much  alone," 

"  W^[\,  1  will  sell  you  my  secret  to  another 
kiss." 

"  1  Senor  ?  There  are  no  more  kisses  to-night.  The 
one  I  gave  you  ^*emed  to  pain  yoii  very  miich,  and  it 
b  the  last,  for  it  were  a  pity  you  should  grow  to  like 
them  less." 

■*TTiat  should  1  never  I" 

*'  Ay  I  Do  they  not  say  that  of  kisses  and  soup  the 
first  is  always  tlie  Xirsi  *  " 

"  I  will  keep  my  secret  until  you  pay  me  for  it," 

'*  It  will  grow  so  stale  that  you  will  throw  it  from 
you.  Men  part  more  easily  with  a  secret  (or  not  being 
asked  than  women  do  for  asking.  Look.  Juan,  how 
the  great  aun  has  fallen  beliind  the  sierras^  and  has 
covCTed  the  Cathedral  of  Santa  Fe  with  i:ed-hot 
gcM,  and  marked  a  red  pathway,  too,  across  the 
water." 

Juan  came  do^e  to  tier,  and  she  leant  her  cheek 
lightl}'  against  his  shoulder  and  clasped  his  arm^  gaxing 
towards  Ihc  west. 

"  Why  is  it,"  asked  Cama  presently,  "  that  the  path 
only  reaches  halfway  across  the  water  towards  us  ? 
Look  at  the  dark  wave&  in  between  1  '' 

•'  It  is  because  we  are  standing  so  high  abo\'€  the 
surface/'  said  Juan>  after  tlilnking  for  a  moment. 

*'  I  Ea  I  A  man's  explanation  !  Look  at  it  e^aio. 
Do  you  not  see  tliat  before  us  lies  a  path  of  golden 
gloryi  yet  to  reach  it  one  miLst  plunge  through  the 
dark  waves  of  unknown  futurity  here  below  } " 

Juan  leant  his  face  upon  his  hand  and  ga/ed  at  Uie 
relentless  black  ridge  of  earth  behind  Sante  Fe  as  it 
ate  up  the  last  moi^  of  the  sun.    Where  he  had  gone 
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down  copper-coloured  clouds  were  hoveriD^,  tinged 
mth  yellow  and  gold. 

Slowly  the  gold  died  out,  a  dull,  sullen  blood-cfriour 
ov-ercame  the  brighter  tints,  the  blood-colciir  grew 
fainter,  merged  inlo  grey  and  bl-ick,  the  pathwiiy  Hcross 
the  ^a  became  a  slightly  perceptible  browni:^  glow, 
the  stars  came  out  triuinpha»Uy.  relieved  of  the  sun's 
majtstic  presence,  and  Nature  was  asleep.  And  Juan 
was  Chinking  that  woman's  way  of  regarding  things 
wa^  better  far  tli^n  ntanV,  and  wherefore  seek  plain 
TMithn  since  plain  she  be  ? 

Coma^A  head  still  nestled  against  his  shoulder,  her 
boftom  heaved  pbcidly  with  a  lomg  contentment 
too  ^eat  to  be  spoken,  hef  right  hand  was  in  hi$. 

TIjey  turned  tu  look  round  tlie  d^ark  horizon  on  U«ir 
left,  where  night  had  blotted  out  tlie  s^iils.  Oic  por- 
pmes.  and  everything.  In  front  ol  them  three  dusky 
puuiaclea  could  just  be  seen  against  the  blucblack 
sky.  at  their  feet  the  jet  of  water  still  gushed  into  the 
ocean  witli  a  scrt  o£  &1ow  rhythm,  caused  by  the 
measured  heaving  of  the  swell,  which  now  shortened, 
now  lengthened  its  path  to  meet  the  surface^ 

"iScaorital'^ 

Susana  was  coming  towards  them.  Her  voice 
echoed  and  re-echoed  along  the  walls  ol  the  water-* 
cuur»e. 

"iScfiorital" 

Cam;i  gently  released  her  hand  with  a  sigh,  slid 
down  (rom  the  boulder,  and  answered  Susana. 

"  i  SeiU)riti !  DoEla  Felipe  h  calling  us  from  the 
bridge,*' 

*'Go  before  -ja"  said  Juan,  "and  call  to  hct  that 
we  arc  coming  now  at  once." 

To  gain  the  bridge  more  quickly  and  more  solely, 
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Juan  placed  hit  arm  round  Cnma's  wai^t,  :Liid  half* 
way  along  the  channel,  with  Dofla  Fclipa's  voice 
^Urcady  audiblr,  tbi^y  paused  and  turned  towards  each 
other  with  one  accord,  ard.  clasped  in  each  other's 
arms,  they  vowed  once  more,  with  low  and  trcmuloiis 
\M>icc&,  that  come  what  injf;ht,  ior  ail  eternity,  nothing 
should  come  between  Ihem^  then  walked  the  remainder 
of  the  way  in  silence,  hand  In  liand»  until  ihey  iieared 
the  bridge. 

That  night  Cama,  her  hunp  put  cut,  tier  balcony 
window  open  lo  fet  in  the  summci  moouLij^ht,  knelt 
Eervenlly  before  her  cruciliic,  i«ad  bowed,  hands 
crossed  upon  her  bosom. 

At  first  her  spirit  was  bathed  in  silvery  joy,  joy  that 
seemed  to  float  downward  through  her  window  and 
kisacd  her  bowed  head,  an  all-pervading  contentment 
she  could  not  explain,  for  it  was  the  firet  tinie  Cania 
had  loved,  and  her  love  was  boundless  as  the  ocean 
that  was  wlus^^eniij^  beyond  the  oruluud.  Her  face 
was  towards  the  window  mid  tlie  li^^it ;  the  cructdx 
therefore^  was  hidden  in  tiie  sliadow^,  dimly  visible  in 
the  reflection  from  the  opposite  wall  and  frora  Catna's 
white  robe  and  face.  Presently  she  bec^dme  conscious 
of  something  strange.  The  Saviour  abcnc  her  in  the 
shadows  was  strangely  silent.  In  any  otlicr  mood  her 
mind  could  not  have  accepted  so  biassed  a  concep- 
tion, her  common  sense  would  have  swept  it  on  one  side. 

Yet  to-night  her  vision  was  Jar-locus$ed,  and  passed 
beyond  all  worldly  logic  into  a  realm  of  different 
government. 

And  tlic  Saviour  seemed  strangely  silent. 

Then  lier  conscience  grew  troubled,  and  slie  asked 
her^f  why  this  thing  should  be  ?  Why  sliould  He 
be  »ad  ?    In  witat  had  she  displeased  Him  ? 
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The  idea  grew  stronger,  became  inrsiiitiblc,  would 
Dot  be  driven  away.  Tuming  lier  eyes  upwards 
towai^  the  cnicttix  aiid  clafiptn^  her  hands,  Cama  saw 
His  eyes  bent  upon  her  in  loving,  patliettc  reproach. 
Then  she  eieemed  to  midenitind. 
Stretching  her  anrut  out  on  either  side,  hex  lips 
mov-ed,  then  with  x  long-flntwn  sigh  slie  began  lo 
whisper  to  Him,  and  as  she  went  on  her  emotion  be- 
came more  poignant.  Her  bosom,  bared  to  the  night 
brcesc  that  stirred  the  leaves  in  her  balcony,  heaved 
with  the  fulnef^  of  her  heart,  and  presently  two  tears 
came  falling  down  upon  her  wmple  night-Unen  w. 
it  lay  open  around  her  shoulders. 

Caraa's  eyes  were  sedng  tilings  in  other  «t>r 
her  sense  ot  hearing  aJike  was  transcendental.  She 
was  listening,  when  the  had  finished  ]>raying,  to  swelling 
music  that  floated  down  to  her  from  afar,  a  DJvine 
lament,  sung  in  ;i  voice  too  lovely  and  too  pathetic  Utr 
human  underst<mding.  a  hymn  y^et  a  ^ercnata,  a 
romonoe  yet  a  solemn  dirge,  a  cadence  of  unutterable 
gfrici  lor  that  which  is  lost  for  ever, 

"  Not  so  1  O  my  Redeemer  I  "  cried  Cama.  "  lor 
Hee  is  my  poor  heart  ever  the  same  I  *' 

Her  ejes  beamed  tnM«i  the  cnidfix  in  the  shadows 
with  A  light  of  infinite  love. 

After  a  little  while  the  image  seemed  to  her  less 
jealous  and  reproachful.  It  caJlc^d  her  witli  its  eyes ; 
she  roee  and  lovingly*  kissed  the  ivory  feet ;  her  dark 
hair  fell  around  tlie  crucifix  and  against  the  wall ;  hpr 
lashes  drooped  and  dosed  with  passionate  love ;  her 
xvhitc  arms  were  held  aloft,  palms  upwards,  in  sign  of 
womanly  stibmksion,  and  there  \i'as  a  ucmbling  in 
her  throat. 

Presently  from  a  little  cupboard  she  took  two  candlea 
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Iwo  smiLli  sconces*    Tiitsc  she  hung  upon  cither 

It  ol  the  crucifiXt  usin^  the  nails  that  had  Msr\<ed  oa 
Holy  Fridays  for  the  cra^^  of  the  two  thieves,  NcxI 
^hr*  lightH  thf»  randies,  and,  F^dling  upon  her  knces^ 
steadfastly  regarded  the  crucifix  once  c^aiih 

Ah  no  I  He  had  lo^vcn  1  On  His  face  was  the 
sjuile  of  lov€  and  forgiveness,  ever  ior  those  who  had 
driven  the  nails  through  His  side  and  through  His 
feet. 

'*  Fattier,  forgive  (Jienj»  for  they  know  not  what  they 
do ! "  His  face  seemed  to  wear  less  of  ^ony  and 
more  of  contentment  in  the  flickering  light  from  the 
eandles  on  eitlier  side;  nay!  Cama  even  tEiought 
there  was  something  of  gratitude  in  the  look  th^it  I[e 
bent  upon  her.  So  different^  ob,  so  different  from  tlic 
expression  of  sadness  and  reproach  that  His  face  had 
worn  m  the  shadows ! 

At  length  a  leeiing  of  cahn  contentment  possoESdd 
her.  She  lay  down  upon  her  bed,  leaving  the  candles 
lu  bum  out  in  Iheir  sockets  ;i3  a  (libule  to  the  Savicnr, 
Sonietinies  the  breeze  A^oLdd  nislie  tlie  vine-Ieaves  round 
her  balcony^  and  would  brush  back  the  flames  of  the 
candles,  making  them  Hare  and  smoke.  Then  onwards 
to  her  bedside,  wher^  it  would  gently  caress  her  bair, 
playing  with  the  stray  locks  around  ht-r  ioi^elii^uL 
Elcr  orma  were  wide  open  upon  her  pillows ;  she  fell 
asleep  with  her  eyes  turned  towanis  the  cnicdix,  and 
a  loving  amilc  on  her  parted  lips.  In  her  dreams 
two  dear  faces  ivere  intermingled,  one  of  heaven  and 
one  of  earth,  yet  both  were  one.  All  was  peaceful  ; 
the  whispering  of  the  se;i  alijng  the  shore  only  niadc 
the  moonlit  silence  more  pronounced. 
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When  Juoo  parted  with  Coma,  and  kiastied  tier  little 
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gtoved  hand,  it  was  aJread>'  late  for  dinner.  Yet 
imtead  of  hurrying  bacJc,  he  rode  swiftly  ttirou^i  Santa 
Fe,  dattcrcd  across  the  square  and  past  the  buU-riRg, 
and  made  ior  the  open  road. 

His  puke  was  (ovemfa ;  he  felt  that  he  could  net  sit 
down  at  any  meal-table,  and  he  had  taken  it  into  h\% 
head  to  gaUop  along  through  Cinco  Caxninos  to  the 
Giudalotc,  to  find  the  spot  where  she  had  stood  that 
night  when  she  had  christened  him,  and—who  knows  ? 
—to  tling  himseli  from  ins  horse  md  kiss  the  ground, 

"  Cftda  vet  qu«  p»30  y  nUro 

los  sitioa  ;»cofiiiinibradoES, 

me  aiTthl^o  y  lt»  vcncrD 

como  si  fu«raa  M^mdoa," 

''  Each  time  that  1  pivw  by  and  look  upon  the  wclU 
known  spot,  I  1^11  upon  my  knees  and  worship  it  as 
though  *twcrc  sacred."  The  mad  unrca^ning  love 
o!  Andalucia  had  mastered  hiin>  in  all  its  extravagance, 
its  fierceness,  and  its  jealousy. 

Had  not  his  father  turned  from  the  studying  of  hi9 
breviary  only  to  find  d.  pair  of  woman's  eyes  bent  upon 
him  } 

Never  so  fterce  a  lover  as  Juan  m  ihis  moment,  with 
Islood  coursing  thrsugh  his  x-eins  at  fever-heal^  with 
Hashhjg  eyes  and  thumb  pressed  fight  on  rein  ft»  he 
galloped  through  Cinco  Caminos  and  (lew  past  the 
Fonda  del  Trim.  This  is  no  ground.  Don  Luis  Gonrf- 
le2,  in  which  to  sow  Uie  wind,  though  you  were  General 
of  Division  instead  of  Captain  of  Civil  Guards  I 

On  his  return  from  the  river  he  slackened  pace  a 
littic  and  passed  through  O:ico  Ciminos  at  a  trot. 
The  villagers  yvcrc  walking  up  and  down  in  the  moon- 
light, and  many  people  were  in  tiKir  b^dconted. 

Id  ooe  balcoo}*  was  Don  Pedro  Gutierrex,  the  Re- 
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publican  agitator  from  Salamanca,  who  called  to  him. 
Juan  reined  up,  chatted  a  while,  and,  rising  in  his 
stirrups,  took  from  Don  Pedro  a  cigarette.  When  he 
had  lighted  it,  he  waved  his  hand  to  the  Republican, 
shook  his  reins  upon  the  horse's  neck,  and  turned 
towards  5anta  Fe.  But  half-way  down  the  village 
he  met  the  priest,  the  Alcalde,  and  the  schoolmaster. 
The  priest  made  a  sign  to  him  to  stop,  and  bidding 
good-night  to  the  Alcalde  and  the  schoolmaster,  said 
to  Juan  very  meaningly — 

"  My  son,  I  pray  you  dismount  and  come  upstairs 
with  me  awhOe,  for  I  have  something  of  importance 
to  say  to  you/* 

To  explain  this  strange  interruption  I  must  go  back 
a  few  houre,  and,  with  your  leave,  I  will  commence 
another  chapter. 
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CHAPTER  XTX 
TTiia  clu|>tar,  not  b«ing  of  a  romaatJc 

Ncii  deserved  a  motto^  and  shem  amcmgit 

othFx  ihingH 

Oi  tt>m«  tmporta.iic«,  hov  tb«  bftrbar  w^rit  to 

b«l  wiiboui 

StiAvtng,  JLtkd  the  pri«sl  wiihoaC  uytng 

tua  pnycn, 

WHEN  TTo  Patas,  on  his  way  back  from  Uie  college 
that  afternoon,  called  at  Uie  tavern  La  Ctiiua-- 
lidad  the  barber  was  still  there.  The  vrine  being  in. 
an<L  the  \tit  bcin^  out.  Tio  PatXL^  toI<l  the  barber  id 
blear-eyed  confidence  that  tliere  was  "  like  tc  be  more 
fire-spitting  between  El  Chopo  and  lUe  Jesnit%  than 
Iheie  Wiis  m  the  cievil's  kitchen  when  tlic  cook  wrote 
a  cross  on  the  pancakes/' 

The  barber  bore  the  weight  oi  this  secret  for  nearly 
hiilf  an  hour,  thcD.  meeting  the  priest  at  the  cross- ways, 
pulled  him  into  the  shade,  and  in  a  voice  such  ae  on€ 
uses  at  Uie  confessional  told  him  that  El  Chopo  had 
fallen  uut  with  Uic  Jesmts,  and  it  was  as  inudi  as 
people  could  do  to  keep  them  from  murdering  one 
another.  The  priest  took  snuft  at  this  news,  and 
during  tlie  afternoon  he  turned  the  matter  over  in  his 
miitd  as  lie  went  from  hou^c  to  hou^.  He  vlKitcd 
sonie  hungiy  villagers,  comforted  them  after  his  poor 
fashion,  threw  bad  logic  at  a  drunk^d.  and  fell  Uttle 
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short  of  weeping  with  a  mother  who  had  lost  her  Antt- 
bom.    For  the  priest  was  growing  old. 

His  5dx  tried  sprats  and  six  ounces  of  Ixaled  chick 
pe^  were  spread  upon  llie  bo^d  when  he  came  tiomc, 
and  tiavbig  wa^ied  dovin  thi&  feast  mth  the  laat  tew 
drops  nf  bad  led  wine  from  liis  coiner  ctipboiird.  he 
clapped  his  hands  loudly  and  sat  thoughltully  looking 
towards  the  docc. 

A  gasping  blear-eyed  old  crone  climbed  up  the  nairoi^' 
stairs. 

"The  coffee?*'  said  the  priest.  The  old  womnn 
iQQktt!  surprised. 

"That  was  yesterday,*'  she  said. 

"  Ah.  true,  Inic  1 "  replied  the  priest.  "'  Tc^-day  is 
Monday.  Give  me  my  hat."  And  moodUy  he  went 
dowDstAirs  and  sauntered  along  the  street  towards  ttie 
barber's- 

Already  there  were  four  or  five  people  tJicrc,  nam^, 
the  schoolmaster,  the  mayor  (or  alcaldt).  the  "  notary  ". 
ol  a  lishini;  boatn  the  deat  and  dumb  cobbler,  and  the 
bbclcsmith.  E  did  not  include  ibe  barber,  t>ecausc 
nobody  look  any  notice  of  him.  He  was  seated  beside 
the  door  upon  a  stool,  and  looked  veiy  meekly  at  each 
one  as  he  spoke,  though  (barber-like)  his  glance  al^'ays 
rested  upon  their  stubble  rather  thar  upon  their  eyes. 

"  J  Senores  I  "  siid  the  priest,  boding  in  the  doorway, 

■*  Come  with  God  I  "  Rflied  the  company,  and  made 
room  Gor  him  upon  the  bench  between  the  m«iyor  and 
the  notary. 

Tl^e  schoolmaster  sat  down  in  the  operating  chair 
but  lacing  the  company,  and  reflectively  stroked  tiiE 
band  over  three  dayt*  growth  of  beard.  The  Ijarbcr 
rose  iToni  his  stool  and  came  towurdit  him,  but  the 
schoolmaster  waved  him  off.     The  iMrbei  sat  down 
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upon  hiE  £tool  with  a  sigh  and  {oldod  his  anns  again. 
FinanciaUy  it  was  all  i>i>g  to  hinu 

*'  GontlcmcD,''  said  iho  priest,  after  dravini:;  one  or 
two  whiffs  from  his  cigarette  in  silence,  "  I  have  an 
interesting  qii«Uon  lo  put  before  you,  a  questtofi 
whose  consideration  has  caused  me  no  little  thought, 
and  finally  luis  impelled  me  to  seek  your  much-eiteienied 
opinion,  lor  in  Uie  multitude  of  councillors  there  is 
wisdom,** 

Tlie  barber  rose  frotn  hi%  stool,  as  tboitgh  tiigwl  by 
some  impulse,  then,  toppling  the  stool  over  with  his 
heel,  turned  back  in  confusion,  set  it  upon  its  legs  and 
resumed  his  seat  upon  it,  clearing  hts  throat  and  looking 
out  at  the  doorway. 

'*  Now  what,"  asked  the  priest  a  little  peevishly, 
"what  may  Oial  mean  ?  " 

"Nothing!'*  said  the  barber,  clearing  his  throat 
again. 

The  priest  threw  up  his  arms  and  let  them  fall  upon 
Un  lap,  thniggmg  hia  shoulders  in  despair, 

"  Wc  demand  to  know  what  thai  tuniiw.'"  nid  the 
Hclioolmastrr  firnil>'.  He  had  attained  the  habit  oJ 
command. 

'*WcU/'  xephed  the  barber,  trying  to  chueklft 
amiably,  with  some  half-dozen  stony  faces  turned 
towards  him,  "  I  thought  that— In  (act  when  the  good 
padre  remarked  that— gentleman,  I  spend  one  real 
and  A  half  every  night  upon  the  oil  lamp»  and  !  thought 
that  as  hght  is  not  so  necessary  for  disctiasions  as  it 
V  tor  shaving,   I   might  perhaps  lower  It  the  least 

UtUe " 

"Slop!"  said  the  priest  pcranptonly.  holding  up 
h»  hand.  The  bnrber  stopped  with  his  mcuth  wide 
open. 
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"  Put  out  the  light  I  ** 

"Oh,  afi  f or  (A«*  now— 
deprecating  manner. 

"  Ptit  it  out !     Right  out  t    At  once  I " 
spoke  sternly  and  pointed  to  the  lamp. 

The  barber  crept  guiltily  towards  it  and  blew  it  out. 
The  priest  then  lowered  his  arm,  and  (umbh^ig  in  hts 
pockets  made  remark^ 

"  Note,  genilemen,  what  says  our  friend  the  harber. 
*  Lijl^kt  is  not  so  necessary  ior  discussions  as  it  is  foe 
shaving ! '  Is  it  not  indeed  ?  Search  the  writing  of 
Saint  Paul,  and  you  shnli  find  that  light  is  the  con- 
dition above  all  others  that  he  considers  neoesscuy* 
Remember,  my  good  friend,  that  the  immortal  spirit 
is  cultivated  by  discussion,  wheieas  the  hair — why, 
wc  all  of  us  here  will  be  b^d  in  a  hundred  years.  And 
now,  that  you  may  see  how  Uic  saints  protest  against 
Buch  discoiuteous  treatnienl  and  such  illiterate  remarks, 
Saint  Antony  himself  shaU  lend  a  light  to  this  dis- 
cussion." 

The  priest  was  seen  by  the  rays  of  tlie  moon  to  riAC 
trom  his  chair-  He  set  two  wnall  white  objects  upon 
the  shaving  table,  kindled  a  spill,  and  hghtcd  them. 

"TlM»e/'  said  ho.  ''are  the  halves  ot  two  candl«fi 
which  Ust  night  werp  burning  before  th«  image  of 
San  Antonio.  To-morrow  night  tliey  were  to  have 
burnt  themselves  out  before  the  image  ol  San  Lorenzo, 
Mark,  wretched  man,  what  you  have  done/' 

The  schoolmaster  looked  volomea  at  the  barber, 
who  shrank  aghast  into  the  shadow  of  the  door  and 
hii^UI  his  peaoe. 

The  company  then  turned  expectantly  towards  the 
priest,  who  smoked  for  two  or  three  minutes  without 
speaking,  and,  regaining  his  composure,  spoke  thus— 
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"  The  question  lliat  I  liave  to  put  before  you  for  dis- 
cussion is  this.  At  what  a^  in&y  n  young  man  be  said 
to  have  reached  ^ytari  of  dUcrOion  ?  *  " 

A  ^h  went  round  tlic  compaiiy.  The  mayor  shook 
his  head  and  dapped  hts  knee,  the  notary  pursed  hjs 
Iipi<  Uic  sdioolmastcr  looked  reflective,  and  the  black- 
smith, touching  the  cobbler  upon  the  anii,  begged  the 
loan  of  hia  tobacco-box  to  make  a  cigarette. 

A  alight  breeze  bIo^^-ing  in  made  the  candles  flicks, 
and  catching  the  priest's  bald  head — for  he  was  per- 
spiring and  had  taken  off  his  hat — he  sneezed  vuJruitly 
once  or  twice, 

"iJesCis,  Maria»  y  jos6J**  cried  the  company  in 
chorus,  thus  frightening  away  the  devil. 

"  Thanks,  friends  I  "  said  the  priest,  wiping  his  nose. 

The  schoolmaster  pressed  bis  finger-tips  together  and 
put  his  head  on  one  side, 

"  Jn  order."  s&id  he.  '*  that  we  may  ascertain  what 
is  the  '  age  of  discretion/  we  mufit  ^t  assure  ourselv«fi 
of  the  meaning  of '  discretion/  " 

Tlie  mayor  and  the  notary  each  made  a  gesture  of 
usent. 

"Ah!  WTiat  is  discretion?"  asked  the  black- 
smUhi  £lmkmg  his  head  at  the  cobbler's  tobacco  as 
he  rolled  his  cigarette. 

'*  Wliat  «  discretion  ? "  continued  the  school- 
master. *'  That  IS  the  point,  and  a  very  knoHy  point 
it  is.  Let  us  deal  with  the  enemy  stTatcgically,  Let 
U3  go  round  about  him." 

He  paused  to  think  a  moment,  looked  up  at  the 
ceiling  and  down  again,  then,  waving  liia  hand  towards 
the  mayor — 

''  With  what,"  he  demanded.  *'  woukl  you  judge  the 
guiJl  or  innocence  oi  a  prisoner  ?  " 
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"  With  what  ? "  returned  llic  alcalde  with  con- 
sdoos  pride;  "why,  'tis  z  knack  that  comes  to  one. 
A  man  is  brought  before  you  for  po^ng  base  coin, 
swears  by  all  the  fiaints  In  heaven  that  he  never  haodldd 
it,  looks  nd  in  the  face.  \m  hand  tn-mbles.    GuUty ! 

"  A  uian  is  brought  before  you  for  picking  pockets, 
dares  not  to  utter  yo\x  a  word*  stands  stock-atiQ  and 
stares  at  you,  ashen  as  a  ghost.    Guilty  1 

"A  man  is  brought  before  you  for  forger\\  *Sign 
mc  thb/  you  say,  tossing  him  a  paper  [no  matter  what). 
*  1  cannot/  says  he,  all  gasping.     Guilty ! 

"Or,  maybe  he  falls  into  the  trap,  puts  pen  to 
paper  and  shows  that  he  can  write,  so  proving 
clearly " 

"  But  the  priest  and  1  are  forgers  then  ?  '*  cried  the 
schoolmaster,  interrupting  him, 

"  Why  so,  friend  ?  '' 

*'We  both  know  how  to  write." 

*'  A>"e  I  •'  returned  the  alcalde,  with  the  knowing  smile 
of  one  who  sees  dearly  another'*  $tumblin^-block. 
"  but  I  know  you  wouldn't  forge." 

The  sdioolmoster  coughed,  and  returning  to  the 
main  issue  said — 

'*Thc  conclusion  you  come  to  in  each  and  every 
case  £pTinj-s  from  a  certam  quality  that  you  possess— 
discretion." 

"  1  Jesds !  "  exclaimed  the  alcalde,  ^*  so  it  does." 

And  eveiybody  looked  astgniahed  at  tliis  simple 
discovery,  saving  the  cobbler,  who  could  not  hear,  and 
t|jc  barber  who  httd  fallen  asleep.  The  latter  was 
sitting  in  the  doorway  just  under  the  eaves,  where  the 
lizards  were  scampering  to  and  fro. 

**Wait  a  minute,"  continued  (he  schoolmaster 
triumpliantly,   shaking   hia   forefmgcr   at   Ihcm   and 
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wanning  to  his  subject,  "wc  have  only  just  begun. 
We  have  only  dt^  one  little  instance  of  the  quality 
known  as  d^cr^tion,  which — all  unsuspected — h  an 
essential  factor  in  every  action  of  our  lives.  With 
what  —  to  take  a  phmitt\T  application  —  with  what 
does  a  man  s^^-eeten  his  coffee  ?  " 

"  With  sugar,"  said  every  cue  but  the  priest,  who 
smoked  on  placidly  and  eyed  the  schoohnaster  with 
his  lids  half-closed  together. 

'*  Ves  and  no,"  resinned  the  ^^hoolmaster.  "  '  Yes/^ 
because  sugar  b  a  necessary  element  in  tlie  process  ;i 
*  no/  because  sugar  is  only  half  the  battle.  For  the 
proper  sweiilening  of  my  coflee,  gentlemen.  1  need  a 
mixture  of  sugar  and  discretion"  ■ 

"So  yoti  do/'  wid  tlic  alc^iMc.  looking  round. 

"Discretion/'  continued  the  schoolmaster,  "is  the 
mother  of  all  virtue.  It  is  the  salt  which  b  noccssary 
in  every  coimsel,  and  even  wit,  without  dificretion,  is 
a  sword  in  the  hands  of  a  fool.  The  mighty  of  the 
land  have  need  of  it,  for  the  discreet  man  measures  his 
will  against  his  power.  A  certain  Roman  courtier  nsed 
to  say  that  in  order  to  be  discreet  a  man  roust  have 
passed  through  three  experiences:  first,  he  mu^l  have 
been  in  love  and  jilted ;  second,  he  must  have  had 
a  difficult  lawsuit ;  third,  he  must  bave  had  a  quarrel 
with  a  valiant  man/'  fl 

"  Ha !  ha !  "  laughed  the  alcalde,  rubbing  his  hands," 
"No  wonder  I  am  so  discreet.    Yet  these  conditions 
cannot  apply  to  our  reverend  priest/*  ^1 

The  priest,  thus  taken  by  suiprise,  bowed  with  some™ 
little  confusion,  raised  liis  grc^it  eyebrows,  and  smiled. 

"All  things  are  possible  with  thr.  rcnsent  of  God,*" 
said  he.    "  And,  alas !  your  poor  shcpbcrd  has  I 
all  thre«  of  these  conditions,  and  come  ofl  worst  j 
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B«t  you  mtecTupt  our  worthy  scholar,  who  was  dis- 
meeting  this  matter  with  no  tittle  skill.  Hcvd  him 
well,  for  even  as  there  b  no  good  pottage  without  bacon, 
and  DO  good  ^rmon  without  Saint  Augustin,  &o  there 
is  no  fiood  argument  without  a  schoolmaater," 

The  schoolmaster  bowed  in  hi^  turn,  and,  flourishing 
his  ann,  resumed — 

"  Moreover,  our  dtsldc  should  know  that  even  had 
a  priest  no  experience  of  hi5  own.  such  a  deluge  thereof 
is  poured  into  his  car  at  the  confessional  that  he  makes 
early  acquaintance  with  the  three  *  muches '  which 
ruin  brave  men  and  pretty  women,  to  wit  r  To  talk 
much  and  know  litde,  to  spend  much  and  have  little, 
and  to  presume  vtuch  and  be  of  little  worth," 

The  cJcaJdc  winced  and  shrugged  hb  ^J^oulders. 

"•In  dry  breeches  one  cannot  fish  (or  trout,'" 
laughed  the  notary. 

**Nay!''  said  tlie  *«iioolm aster »  holding  up  his 
finger,  "  1  speak  to  all  in  general,  but  I  vnA  it  not  to 
be  said  o(  me,  'His  comrades  liked  him  but  poorly, 
because  he  told  them  the  tnith,'  And,  after  all,  a 
man  cannot  be  a  very  great  fool  unless  he  know  Latin. 
But,  to  arrive  at  a  conclusion,  let  us  take  one  or  two 
instances  of  discretion. 

"  You  meet  ^  friend  who^e  brother  was  hanged  only 
yesterday.  You  speak  to  thai  friend  ol  the  sun, 
moon  and  stars,  of  the  weatlier,  the  war,  the  earth- 
qiiakes,  the  com.  the  vines,  aye !  anything,  except— 
ropes  /    \Vlw(  IS  this  ?     Discretion  ! 

*^  Pa^ng  a  neighbour's  window  you  notice  that  a 
stranger  is  secretly  whispering  with  his  wife.  You 
pretend  not  to  have  noticed  it.    Discretion  I 

"^  You  look  up  at  the  iky  and  perceive  it  overcast 
with  clouds.    You-— ^** 
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"  Stop  I  "  cried  the  bJacJt»mith,  flinging  ofl  his  cap. 
Then,  when  (hey  all  turned  round  to  look  at  Lum,  he 
vifforouKly  scr^tch^KJ  his  hc»d» 

**  Whilst  1  remember  it/*  said  he.  *'  it  flashed  sicro»« 
mc  that  discretion  U  nearly  always  a— a " 

"  Wliat  >  '* 

"  Why— not  ao  much  a  dmttf:  of  anything,  but 
alwa^*s  a  $iot  doing  of  ^mclhing  else/' 

The  prieil  and  the  schoolmast*^r  smiled  and  looked 
at  one  anuther.     At  length  the  former  spoke— 

"  In  the  multitude  of  counsellors  there  is  wisdom  ! 
The  blacksmith  has  hit  upon  a  quabty  o(  discretion 
which,  for  my  part,  seems  to  distinguish  it  from  &U 
other  forms  of  wisdom.*'  I 

"Aye!"  rejoined  the  idioolmoi^ter,  '^  you  speak 
the  Lrulh,  Discrelian,  nioii^  olten  Uiiui  nut,  b  the 
holding  onci^lf  from  tempttttion  to  do  or  speak  a 
foolish  thing  1  Tliere  be  sins  ol  commission  and  sins 
of  omu=sion>  No^v,  to  omit  a  commission  of  this  socti, 
is  it  not  a  good  deed  in  itedi  ? "  I 

"Of  course/'  cried  evctybody,  even  more  puided 
tlian  the  schoohnaatef  himself  as  to  where  this  argument 
would  land  them. 

"  And  it  IS  discretion.  But  to  comfmi  an  emission^ 
why.  lh«re— I  think — -" 

Th€  schoolm;i*lcr  ?^ilcd  and  looked  round  at  them, 
fondling  his  diin, 

*' Better  still  1"  blurted  out  the  alcalde. 

"  Nay  [ "  said  the  priest,  frowning,  and  shaking  birl 
KTeat  forefinger  at  the  alcalde,  "  to  ccrttmii  an  omissfon 
i»  a  foul  fault." 

'*  Aye  !  So  it  is  !  "  said  the  alcalde,  sliaking  bis 
head,  and  casting  down  his  eyes  at  the  remembrance 
o£  certain  tithes  that  were  oiily  t^^cnttethsn 
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The  schoolmaater  cleared  hb  throat,  and.  majes- 
tkaUy  waving  his  right  ^lttii,  had  already  opened  his 
mouth  to  ^>eak,  when  one  of  the  candles  went  out 
with  this  gust  of  coming  rioqut-ncv. 

He  turned  his  head  to  look  at  it  and  meanwhUc  the 
priest  spoke  thus — 

"Ttiese  things  i  partly  knew  ah%ady<  Discretion, 
in  a  way,  is  modesty.  What  says  our  alcalde  ?  Dis- 
cretion, moreover,  con(rol"i  one's  actions  ;tnd  restrains 
one  trom  doing  wrong,  Wliicli  ^i^un  bt  nothing  more 
nor  less  than  the  principle  already  diftcusacd  oi  '  one 
pin  for  your  purse  and  two  iot  your  mouth.*  For  a 
fool  is  as  £oon  shut  of  his  money  as  hie  opinions,  t>ut 
witli  this  difference,  thai  money  may  sometimes  be 
reco^xred,  whereas  an  ill  word  is  a  bolt  that  nolKxIy 
can  regain,  and  there  is  no  cure  for  it.  Discreet  men 
have  their  mouths  m  tlicir  hearts,  fools  their  hearts 
in  their  mouths.'' 

"Aye,"  said  the  blacksmith,  "he  who  said  notlung 
bad  the  better  of  it,  and  had  what  he  desired.** 

"  Still,  gentlemen,"  continued  the  priest,  "  I  confess 
that  1  hardly  yet  sec  any  clear  dc^tton  of  Vfiiat  is 
an  'age  of  discretion/ '* 

The  schoolmaster  si^ed,  and,  looking  up  thought- 
fully at  the  dark  ceiling  across  whose  chestnut  Ijcams 
the  lizards  were  di5portingr  plunged  his  right  hand 
into  the  recesses  of  hi»  pocket. 

Eventual^  he  pulled  out  a  dog-cared  l>ook.  whose 
scarred  leather  binding  threatened  to  break  asunder 
in  half  a  dozen  places, 

"Tills/*  said  lie,  "is  a  Latin  tWviimtxry,  «nd  for 
years  it  has  been  my  daily  friend  and  comforter,  nay, 
e%-en  my  wcapoa  and  defender  Its  properties  as  an 
oracle  ars  not  less  marked  than  its  powers  as  a  pr^ 
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j€ctile.  I  hav«  found  it  a  far-reaching  argiuncnt  vdth 
the  young  and  with  tlic  old.  L«l  us  sec  if  it  wr\'«s  us 
on  the  prcwnt  occasion." 

f  With  tliat  he  drew  near  to  the  candle,  and,  thotight- 
luUy  turning  over  the  pages,  at  last  prea&ed  hb  fm^tr 
upon  ^  certain  passage  in  the  book  and  frowned  atten* 
lively.  The  priest  strode  across  Ihe  shop  and  stood 
lookmg  over  his  shoulder, 

**  Making  allowEtnc^s,"  said  the  schoobnastcr.  ''  for 
the  patch  which  covers  the  Jetlcrs  S—E — V — (tor  there 
never  yet  was  tieade  in  my  house  but  the  children  took 
to  reading  all  my  books  and  playing  on  my  flute) — you 
will  see  thai  di^retJon  U — 

'  A  ftep.irating ;  a  partiog ;  a  dividing.' " 

*'  Ha !  "  said  the  priest,  ''  you  are  right." 

And  a  light  seemed  to  dawn  upon  him. 

'*Tbis/'  he  continued,  "is  ahnost  like  a  super<- 
natural  sign.  It  is  a  most  clear  indication,  '  A 
separating,  a  parting,  a  dividing.'  Lord  f  Why,  it 
could  not  well  be  clearer-" 

"  i  do  not  follow  you,"  $aid  the  schoolmaster. 

"A  certam  person  who  has  at  last  ^separated, 
parted,  and  divided '  himself  from  a  certain  sect  or 
company.    Wiy,  man,  it  could  not  be  clearer  I " 

The  priest  enlarged  upon  this  view,  and  the  dis* 
cussion  proceeded  upon  these  lin^  tor  some  little  time, 
ior  one  o£  the  candles  was  much  longer  than  Ujo  other ; 
"but  candles,  like  men,  bum  out  at  last.  Soon  after 
midnighttJiebarber,  waking upwitliastart  (for ;jdammy 
cold  lii:ard  had  fallen  down  his  back},  saw  half  a  dozen 
great  patches  of  sahva  upon  liis  doorstep,  and,  shufOing 
into  his  shop  with  many  yawns  and  sn€C2^.  ahook  his 
head  moumfull>-,  saying  lo  hunseU,  "  If  only  there  lay 
as  many  hairs  upoai  my  Hoot  as  wise  and  witty  sayingSj 
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[  wCTc  a  rich  man.  Lordl  Lord  I  To  think  that 
bei^  have  I  beeii  slia%-ing  chins  and  cljppmg  pates 
witliout  any  diacrelion  at  al]  for  twenty  ytari  J  Talk- 
ing for  a  good  hour  all  about  the  virtue  of  not  opening 
their  mouths,  and  discreetly  leaving  their  payment 
oa  the  doorstep  [  " 

The  barber  then  shot  the  bolt,  took  off  certain  o( 
his  garments,  grabbed  the  luard  with  a  titumphant 
chuckle,  tlirew  \im\  out  of  the  window,  and  went  to 

bed. 

tt  •  *  •  • 

Meanwhile  the  priest,  the  alcalde,  and  the  school- 
master were  sauntering  down  tlie  village  arm-in-arm 
by  the  light  of  the  waning  moon. 

A  gentle  breeze  fitipped  the  drooping  leaves  of  the 
banana  trees  down  by  the  beach,  and  their  shadows 
swam  to  and  tro  like  glicatly  sole  and  skate,  hovering 
o\'*r  the  sleeping  donkeys  that  lay  al  the  Sshcrmcn's 
doors. 

The  three  companions  had  not  even  yet  exhausted 
their  subject. 

"The  greatest  use  ol  discretion,  however,"  the 
schoolmaster  was  saying,  "  is  to  know  when  to  be  con* 
tented,  and  to  enjoy  what  little  one  has  while  the  fool 
is  hunting  for  more/' 

"  However  little  it  niay  be,"  said  the  priest  sadly, 

"  Even  though  It  be  only  a  Lttle  moonshine,"  sigbcd 
the  schoolmaster- 

"  And  there  is  mucli  virtue  in  moonsliine/'  said  the 
priest,  "  for  it  costs  nothing  and  «aves  one  many  a 
candle.     But  who  i.'omt'S  luTt'  ?  " 

*'  Why,  it  is  our  iishcr-boy,"  said  the  schoolmaster. 

*'  And  waving  Itis  hand  to  Don  Pedro.''  added  the 
priest. 
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*'  He  sita  weU  in  tho  aaddle,"  said  the  ^aJde«  '*  and 
what  a  ftpe  figure  o(  a  man  I  He  would  make  a  brave 
dngooD."  M 

M  Juan  aune  nearer,  the  priest  seemed  lo  ffive  vity  " 
to  dome  impubc,  for  he  held  up  his  hand  to  the  rider 
ajnd  strode  Towards  him. 

It  was  then  that  the  priest  addressed  liim  In  tlie  ^ 
manner  referred  to  in  our  previous  cJiapter,  and  Juan,  ■ 
having  dismounted  with  bome  sujprise^  followed  the 
good  man  to  his  house,  tied  his  horae^a  rein  to  the 
bais  of  the  low  window,  and,  leaving  him  stamping 
upon  the  cobbles,  elimbed  up>tair^. 

"  My  SOD  "  «aid  tin-  jjriir^t,  panting  somewhat,  and 
with  a  hand  on  either  knee  as  the  two  sat  opi>o*ile  cich 
other  in  the  balcony,  '*  my  son,  I  am  fast  coming  to  tlie 
conclusion  that  you  have  rcacbcd  an  age  of  discretion-*' 

At  this  strange  remark  Juan  opened  his  eyes  very 
wide,  and  could  not  ^uppre^  a  smUe. 

"  An  age  of  discretion  !  '*  continued  the  pHrat,  gradu* 
ally  getting  bade  his  breath.  "  My  reasons  for  think- 
ing so— why.  they  arc  neither  here  nor  there  ;  I  know  m 
what  I  know,  and,  praise  be  to  God,  1  still  have  the^ 
full  use  of  my  five  senses,  Ttiat  a  time  would  come 
when  you  must  eitlirr  fmd  yourself  a  longer  s|KJOn,  or 
go  to  sup  elsewhere,  I  knew  full  well.  And  now  to  the 
p<Hnt.  They  say  you  are  like  to  get  married  very 
soon?" 

"It  IS  not  a  published  fact"  replied  Juan,  laughing; 
"stm.lelitpass/' 

"And  uiatiimuny,  my  son,  though  it  be  a  hcdy 
stitution  welt  loved  of  God,  yet  here  below  it  is  soin 
timcij  like  &  market*  where  many  go  for  wool  and  com 
back  shorn.    You  are  one  o£  my  flock,  and  I  could  bav 
wished  to  see  you  secJlung  a  ewe  in  somewhat 
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pastures ;  stiJl  God's  will  be  done,  and  perhaps  sh«  has 
time  to  mend.  But  I  will  not  go  round  about  with  you, 
I  am  au  old  ox,  and  the  older  thi*  ox  the  straightcr  the 
111  now," 

"  Aye !  That's  very  true,"  said  Juan  patiently. 
"  Not  bot  wiiat  1  was  going  to  have  added,"  said  the 
priest,  "  that  the  Unnet  who  kept  company  vrith  the 
crows, in  tirne  began  to*:aw;  but  I  sc**  that  you  do  not 
follow  mc^  and  indwd  1  am  tlie  last  one  to  put  my  nose 
into  other  people's  business." 

The  priest,  thus  reminded  of  his  nose,  tilled  it  with 
snuff,  and  sneered  so  hcanily  that  his  bald  head  fell 
below  the  level  oi  his  elbows  which  pointed  upwards, 
this  giving  out?  the  idea  of  a  mosque  with  two  minarets, 
the  shining  silver  dome  lyiiig  in  between. 

**  And  now,'*  jwiid  he,  recovering,  "  wc  will  go  straight 
to  the  point,  ior  where  there's  a  king's  highway  ^^ 
honeet  man  never  takes  the  bye-path.  When  your 
mother  died  (and  these  lips  prayed  her  out  of  jiiirga* 
tory,  witliout  ever  asking  this  hand  who  paid  the 
ret:koning)  ^lic  left  in  my  keeping  a  sealed  casket." 

The  priest  rubbed  his  hands  on  Itis  kneee  and  looked 
hard  at  Juan  tor  £igi^s  of  curiosily,  nor  was  he  disap- 
pointed. 

••A  sealed  caskell'*  repealed  the  priesL     "To  be 

given  to  vou  when  you  reached  *  an  age  of  discretion.' " 

"  Where  is  it  ?  "  asked  Juan. 

"The  discretion,''  sighed  the  priest,  ''is,  aUs!  in- 

\'islble,  but  J  trust  that  it  lies  inside  you-    As  for  the 

casket,  it  is  here." 

Willi  Ihal  he  rose  from  hi*  diair  and  lij^hted  a  dismal 
oil  lamp,  for  the  moon&hine  at  that  hour  was  upon  the 
opposite  baJconies  and  the  only  light  was  reflected  Irom 
the  whitewashed  house  fronts, 
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He  then  «'eol  to  a  comer  cuE>boird,  one  ol  the  tew 
pieces  of  faraituie  in  tbe  poor  room,  took  out  a  casket 
which  he  looked  at  lUigeriiiglyp  ^  thoi^h  almo&t 
gmdging  to  yield  the  dear  mystery  of  many  years,  and 
came  to^^-ards  the  balcony  with  the  casket  in  bi3  anns. 

From  the  darkened  balcony  oi  the  alealdfi's  house 
alongside,  a  pair  of  inquisitive  eyes  were  watching  these 
pTOceedings,  for  that  place  in  the  alcalde's  cranium 
where  should  have  dwelt  intelligence  was  given  over 
to  cunosity.  The  priest,  however,  looking  irom  the 
light  into  the  dark,  could  not  set  the  alcalde,  neither 
could  Juan. 

"  Since  you  are  to  be  married  so  soon,"  said  tbe 
priestj  "  whatever  secret  this  box  contains,  you  had 
better  kium-  Wf^irehmd." 

]  ic  then  gave  the  caakct  to  J  uao  and  sat  down  t>esidc 
him.  folding  his  arms. 

Juan  looked  at  the  casket  awhile  with  emotion  and 
cunodty.  thi^n,  took  out  his  knife,  broke  the  aeol  and 
wrenched  open  the  lid. 

First  he  lifted  out  a  ball  of  crumpled  paper  weighing 
somewhat  heavily.  When  it  came  undone,  out  rolled 
an  ounce  ot  gold.  Tfic  priest  looked  at  the  liUen  paper 
and  comprehended  that  the  woman  had  muffled  it  thus 
in  order  that  il  might  not  rattle  and  awake  his  cupidity. 

He  smiled  somewhat  bitterly. 

Then  Juan  took  out  a  small  ebony  cmdUx  which  he 
turned  round  and  round  and  examined  with  close  atten- 
tion. He  handed  tt  to  the  priest,  who  was  already 
eyeing  the  golden  ounce  and  holding  it  to  the  light, 
wondering  bow  Ihr  jXKir  wretch  could  have  managtxl 
to  SAve  it,  and  how  she  could  have  resisted  spending  it 
on  bare  ncccsitiea  oi  liie. 

Lastly  Juan  took  a  folded  letter  Irotn  the  bottom  of 
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the  casket,  opened  it,  pored  o\^r  it,  read  it  from  end  to 
aid,  looked  at  the  priest  with  a  piiajled  hown  on  hi*i 
fotrebcad,  l>Ack  at  the  letter  ziJid  r&td  it  all  Ihrniigh  a^nin. 
The  aininge  port  about  it  was  that  the  more  Juao 
read  it,  the  more  piuzied  grew  his  cxprcsGton. 

The  priest  became  deeply  interested,  He  leant  for- 
ward in  his  chair  with  his  hand  hali  extended  In  anti* 
cipation  of  the  moment  when  Jiian  should  pasr^  him  the 
document.  This  slight  movement  recalled  Juan*» 
thoughts.  He  looked  at  the  priest  tor  a  moment,  hall- 
reached  towards  him  v^th  the  letter,  then,  with  a  sud- 
den impulse,  drew  back  his  hand. 

Finally  he  folded  the  letter  and  pLiced  it  in  his  pockirt 
ca5c> 

"  This  "  said  he,  "  appears  to  be  very  confidential." 

Nothing  would  persuade  Juan  to  be  communicative. 
He  remained  with  his  host  what  time  courtesy  de- 
manded, talked  of  his  dead  mother,  the  golden  ounce, 
(hp  crucifix.  But  each  (imc  that  (hey  came  to  the 
letter  lie  merely  grew  abstracted. 

Las  4nimas  vrtre  sounding  when  he  bade  the  priest 
pood-byc,  and  unljHng  his  horse  from  the  bars  of  the 
window,  climbed  moodily  into  his  saddle  and  trotted 
away  in  the  direction  of  Santa  Fe  without  ever  looking 
behind  him. 

*■  If  I  were  a  curious  man.'*  mtittcrcd  the  pric3t.  who 
was  leaning:  over  his  balcony. "  it  might  vex  mc  to  have 
nursed  a  secret  for  nearly  twenty  yeArs  and  then  to  be 
thus  flouted  of  it,  like  a  man  who  should  lay  hy  a  bottle 
of  gocxl  wine  and  one  day  his  sen'ant  mistnkes  if  for 
bad  ^'inegar ;  but  as  I  am  only  A  poor  xillago  priest,  I 
may  not  even  be  curious.  Therefore,  God  go  with  you, 
young  man,  though  'tis  hard  sometime  to  say  God. 
when  one  means  otherwise,  and  the  saints  bear  gp  your 
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horse's  feet  that  he  may  not  litumble  and  toss  you  into 
a  ditch,  which  wctc  a  ptty  ;  And  lest  my  old  tongue 
itmnble  in  saying  my  paternoster,  I  will  go  to  bf  d  this 
night  without  my  prayers,  though,  tiod  knows,  'tis  the 
first  time  in  nearly  hali  a  century /' 
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Do^$rry-  "  Oua  word  loorc,  honost  coigbboan.  1  pray 
you,  watch  abouL  Signici  Lcoiiato's  door:  f^r  llic  vroddlng 
bpi£if{  there  lO'Tnorrctw,  There  U  n  great  cot!  rivnighf,  Af1i<ru  i 
be  vigUAAt^  I  b«i«cch  you," 

Much  Ada  i^nmt  Nothing, 

THE  barracks  of  the  CUnl  Guard  bad  a  low  arch- 
way which  led  trom  the  highway  to  the  <]tuid- 
ran^k  at  thfi  back.  On  the  right-hand  side  of  this 
entrance  was  a  sentr}'-box,  behmd  It  tho  barred  window 
oi  the  giiard-nxim-  On  the  kft-liand  side  was  ^tnother 
barred  window  shaded  by  an  acacia,  and  this  Utter 
window  corresponded  to  the  office  of  the  captain  on 
duty. 

Chic  afternoon  Don  Luia  GoneAlez  sat  cross-legged  in 
a  rocktog-chair  and  ^^wning  with  all  his  might,  hit 
eyes  Itiming  every  now  and  then  towards  an  old  dock 
with  long  hanging  weights,  which  announced  that  in 
filleea  minutes  he  mi^ht  expect  to  be  relieved. 

He  was  weary  of  looktrg  roiuid  the  room,  wcaiy  of 
looking  out  of  tlie  window,  but  as  he  must  necd^  do  one 
or  the  other  he  lazily  watched  the  by-passers,  beating 
the  devil's  tattoo  upon  the  amis  oi  the  rocking-cbalr 
with  the  shcatlied  sword  that  lay  across  bis  lap. 

Tfo  Fataa  had  been  up  in  the  town  with  a  basket 
on  his  arm,  and  on  bis  way  home  past  the  barracks 
his  old  ferret  eye«  saw  Don  Luis  lolling  in  his  rocking* 
diair. 

The  old  man  diew  near  to  the  window,  and  the 
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guardsman,  with  bis  hands  behind  his  back,  came  slcmly 
towards  him,  nodded  hia  head  rondeHcendingly  and 
askfd — f>(  Ihe  world  in  general — how  things  progressed. 

"  I  Aja !  Don  Luis,  wc  are  getting  along  very  well, 
marveiiously  well !  "  said  Tio  Pcitas. 

'*  Are  we  so  ?    Where  is  Don  Jack-a-napcs  to-day  ?  " 

The  old  man  grinned  and  stroked  his  stnbbly  chin. 

**  Where  is  he  not,  Don  Liiis  ?    |  Caracoles  I    He  has 
been  with  my  lady  all  the  afteniooii,  cuddling  her  dovm 
yonder  by  the  pinnacles,  helping  her  up  the  hill  and 
down  the  hill,  tying  up  her  shoe-strings,  leaning  ov<r^| 
the  side  of  her  carriage,  and  kiting  h^r  hand/'  ^ 

'*And  that  is  what  yoii  irall   'getlirg  along  mar*     n 
velloii.sly  well '  I  '*  ^d  E>on  Luis,  with  a  suUcn  sneer,  fl 

"  Thnt  is  where  the  other  man  is  getting  along  so 
well.  Now  wc  come  to  the  part  where  we  arc  flotirish- 
ing.  Don  Luis,  and  thereby  banpjia  a  tale»" 

The  old  man  put  down  his  basket  on  the  cobbles, 
drew  a  red  haEtdkerchief  out  of  his  hat  and  wiped  his 
forehead,  looked  up  the  street  and  down  tlif^  street  atid 
leered  very  knowingly,  but  allowed  the  guard&man  to, 
chafe  himself  into  a  fever  of  impatience. 

"  Well  > ''  said  Don  LuU. 

*'  WeJl  I  "  repeated  Ho  Patas,  holding  his  hat  tx- 
tended  in  his  left  hand  and  throwing  in  the  rollcd*up 
handkerchief  very  pluniply  with  hia  right.  "  and  where 
will  Don  Jack-anapcs  be  before  the  moon  has  waned ? 
An&wer  me  tliat,  my  gallant  captain  1 '' 

Don  Luis  looked  down  at  him  angrily  and  ci 
temptuoiialy  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets. 

*'  I  say  "  continued  Tio  Patas,  coming  close  to  thi 
window  Krating  and  holding  on  with  both  hands. 
"  where  jtJoui4  he  be  if  1  were  not  here  to  help  you  ?  " 

*'  Well,  where  would  he  be  ?  "  repeated  the  other* 
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"  In  my  lady's  bcd-chambcr,"  said  Tio  Patas  after  a 
pauses 

The  ^ard&man  took  a  step  forward  and  his  hands 
sprang  out  ol  his  pockets,  bis  jealous  eyes  were  aflame, 
he  looked  as  though  he  were  suffocating  witli  angel. 
Tfo  Patas  drew  t^k  from  the  harr^  window  and 
cackled  gleefully. 

'' ;  Cabr6D  !  "  roared  the  captain,  regardless  of  the 
sentry  who  stood  within  eai^hot.  *  Thank  the  bara 
that  i  do  not  screw  your  neck.  How  may  an  ;inim;i! 
such  as  you  either  cause  or  prevent  such  happenings  ? 
Curaed  be  the  day  that  1  so  ^  Eor^t  my&cU  as  to  speak 
to  you  of  such  things  I  " 

The  old  man  returned  to  the  reja  and  tried  to  appear 
offended.     His  nose  wore  ;in  aspect  of  dignity. 

"'Wounds  lieal  up,  but  ill  words  rwikcr^*  Don 
Luis.  Since  when  have  I  deserx-ed  such  reviling  at 
your  hands  ?  Remain  with  God,  and  shitt  for  ><ourself 
as  best  you  may  I  *' 

With  that  he  made  towards  the  basket  muttering 
indignation. 

"  Stay !  *'  cried  the  guardsman.  '*  Let  me  hear  you 
out!" 

"  There  is  no  need."  answered  Tio  Pata3>  pauaing 
with  the  basket  on  his  arm ;  "  I  have  no  taste  for  spend- 
ing further  money  on  your  business." 

"  Spending  money  ?  " 

"  '  Spending  money/  says  he,'*  murmured  Tfo  Patas^ 
addressing  Heaven  with  uphftcd  ann  :  "  and  he  thinks 
forsooth  that  I  can  keep  three  ser\'ing-maids  busy 
listening  for  me,  and  half  Cinco  Caminos  on  the  watch, 
aii<l  all  for  love  of  my  h^mdsomeuess,  vave  tlie  murk  ?  " 

The  face  of  Tfo  Patas  looked  so  liandsomc  th^t  the 
captain  was  half  convinced. 
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*'  So."  said  be,  putting  his  band  in  his  pocket,  and 
taking  oat  something  that  mailed,  '*  that  i*  j-our  talc," 

"Aye(  That  is  my  tale!"  replied  TIo  Patas  im- 
Oiovcable  as  waxwock. 

"Take  this;* 

The  old  man  put  oat  his  hand  and  took  th«  note.  It 
acted  upon  him  like  the  smell  of  blood  npon  the  panther. 
In  a  moment  lie  was  hanging  on  to  the  reja  again  ^1 
&igcnie5&,  and  speaking  qukUy. 

"  Don  Ln».  as  1  hope  for  mercy,  I  have  »own  such 
seed  as  might  s[^t  a  rock  in  twain  when  it  starts  to 
spring," 

"  How  ?  " 

"  The  Jesuits  !  I  have  shovm  P^drp  Martinez  that 
our  young  fi^lieTman  is  the  head  and  front  oi  the  agita- 
tion  in  sintc  Fc," 

''The  de\-ii ! " 
I  have  pro\<ed  it  to  him,  abnost  but  not  quite.  The 
padre  was  as  day  in  my  fingere,  I  moiilded  htm  and 
turned  him  about — so — he  1  he !  he  I  To-nig}il  1  will 
hammer  down  the  rivcl.  It  wants  but  httlc.  What 
think  you.  Don  Lub,  hey  ?  WTiat  think  you  ?  " 
If  this  be  true  you  ore  Satan  him6<lf>" 

Tio  Patas  accepted  the  complimenl  with  great  relish, 
then  went  on— 

"  But  whatever  is  to  be  done  must  be  done  quickly, 
for  1  tii»vp  it  in  my  mind  that  his  undc.  the  rector,  will 
lie  hack  anon." 

"  Can  I  do  nothing  ?  "  asked  the  guardsman, 

"  Nothing !    Leave  il  to  mc  I— Stay !  " 

Ho  Patas  thought  awhile. 

*'  You  hav«  not  the  diplomacy  that  lies  here,  young 
man,*'  said  T!o  Patas  at  length,  tapping  his  own  iorc- 
bcad  with  hi*  forefinger  and  sighing  very  deeply,  "  or 
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you  would  not  have?  spoken  to  me  as  you  did  a  moment 
ago."  (He  fmgered  the  note  in  his  pocket.)  "  Never* 
thcles9»  you  may  do — soraethinfi." 

Tio  P^tas  made  a  disparaging  gesture  and  soid 
"  fiom«tUing  **  almost  with  contempt, 

Don  Luis  glowered  at  him  and  swallowed  his  anger. 
He  fdt  that  the  old  man.  by  some  chance  or  other,  had 
hit  upon  the  wa.y,  and  held  his  tongue, 

*'  You  may  do  this,  ray  captain/'  said  Tio  Patas^  in 
an  admonBhing  tone,  lookinfi!  at  the  guardsman  with 
his  head  on  one  side  and  hi$  forefin^r  marking  lime; 
"  you  may  convey  to  Pa<lre  M.ulinejr,  with  great  care 
— mind  you.  with  ^rcaicst  care — and  in  a  careless 
devilish  spirit,  that  so  wdl  becomes  you,  as  who  should 
say  *  It  matters  not  a  hang,'  laughing  a  »auc>'  laugh  and 
clappinfi  your  hand  on  your  hilt  and  twirling  your 
moustache,  you  may  convey  that  you  know  this  young 
man  to  be  a  public  agitator  and  a  rank  Republican.'* 

Don  Luis  Uuphed,  for  he  felt  a  little  fooUsh.  To  hide 
his  shame  he  look  to  condescension,  whtch  became  him 
worse  stDl,  lor  he  was  pblnly  annoyed,  yet  afraid  to 
miss  (he  opportunity.  So  he  bit  his  moustache,  and 
told  Tio  Pat<is  that  he  was  a  mighty  cunning  fellow,  and 
stood  very  well  in  bis  opinion. 

'■  A  thousand  thanks  I  *'  said  Tio  Patas  with  a  leer, 
"  And  the  day  you  marry  Dona  Caraa,  what  shall  be 
my  reward  ?  " 

''  A  thousand  dollars/^  said  Don  Luis,  and  meant  it. 

With  a  slinig  of  tlie  shoulders  the  old  man  turned  to 
go.  The  guardsman  looked  again  at  the  clock.  He 
was  bound  for  his  cousin's  tcrtulia. 

At  the  top  of  the  side  road  leading  down  to  Cama's 
house  and  th^?  sea  beyond  was  a  boundary  stone  won: 
greasy  by  hc^ars  and  muleteers. 
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On  thw  stone  sat  Tfo  I'atsiS  and  Leant  his  chin  upon 
his  hand  as  though  to  r««t  awhile.  Yet  it  was  etnuige 
that  his  legB  should  h^vo  faiJcd  hiin  so  ne^  to  hontr. 

Jos^  Ramos  came  by  with  Doha.  Maria  Lop«£  upon 
his  arm.  Hex  two  daii{:hter&  followed,  tittering  to  each 
other,  and  all  of  them  made  towards  the  house  oi  Oma 

Juan,  who  came  afterward*,  went  in  the  same  dircc* 
lion,  and  so  did  wx-eral  others, 

Pri-scntly  a  "  diavala  **  drove  up.  Somebody  inside 
touched  the  driver  upon  the  arm  and  the  vehicle  came 
to  a  standstill. 

Padr^  MartinejE  got  down,  dismissed  the  driver, 
watched  him  turn  round,  and  swept  tou*ardft  Tio  Patas, 
holding  ii]>  his  gown  from  the  dusty  road. 

"  Good  eveiimg,  friend  1  '* 

"  Good  evening,  pndrc ! "  Sc"kid  Tlo  Patas,  rising  to  his 
feet  and  taking  oH  hi&  hat.  The  Jesuit  paused  a  mo- 
ment and  fixed  his  eager  black  eyes  upon  the  old  man's 
face  in  silence.  It  was  not  his  custom  openly  to  see*c 
infomiation.  But  hi*  ey^es  said  a  great  deal,  and,  with 
ttiia  advantage,  they  might  never  be  cited  in  evidence. 

"  Last  iii(;ht,'*  said  Tto  Patas,  speaking  with  hb  best 
grace  and  holding  his  hat  in  his  hand,  "our  >x>ung 
Anarchist  wa«  in  Cinco  Caminos.  He  visited  two 
boitttt.  One  was  the  house  of  Don  Pedro  Gutierrei,  the 
RcfniUlican  a^tator,  the  ether  the  house  of  the  priest.*' 

"  How  long  was  he  inside  the  house  of  Don  Pedro  ? 

"He  only  sat  under  the  balcony  upon  his  horse." 

Tio  Patas  had  looked  into  tbd  Je5>uit*s  eye  ai 
realized  that  the  question  had  an  object.  So  he  play< 
lor  safely  and  lold  the  truth. 

Padre  Martinei  knew  ftum  other  soun;c»  thit  Jui 
bad  remained  outside. 
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*'  Go  on  witfi  your  story  I     What  happened  ?  " 

"  Don  Pedro  smuggled  a  paper  into  }m  tiand." 

''  Ha  I " 

("  With  tobacco  itiskle  it,"  thought  Tlo  Patas*  But 
he  did  not  say  so.) 

"  He  then  went  to  the  house  o(  the  vill^e  priest. 
We  have  incurred  llic  enmity  of  the  priest— he  hate* 

"  I  know  it.    Go  on  !  " 

"  From  one  of  the  houses  alongside  they  were  seen 
with  their  heads  together,  poring  over  the  same  paper 
that  Don  Pedro  had  lianded  from  the  balcony," 

"  And  you  identified  this  document  at  a  distance,  and 
by  candk-ljght.    What  eyes,  my  ffiend,  what  eye* ! " 

"  At  a  di»Utnce  of  six  feet  this  document  was  iden- 
tified,'' said  Tio  Pata5  without  flinching.  "It  was 
notod  frcm  the  adjacent  Iwilcony  where  lives  my  Hcnd 
the  alcalde,  by  the  simple  process  of  looking  over  the 
yoTing  man's  shoulder  in  the  lamplight.' 

"  How  then  was  it  identified  ?  By  its  titie  and 
sQperacrtption  ?  H^  tlie  alcalde  a  telescope,  my 
friend  ?  " 

*'  No,  he  was  not  close  enough  to  see  the  writing. 
But  he  saw  on  the  envelope  and  on  the  paper  a  glittcrii^ 
goldrn  maik  tike  thi^ ** 

And  Tio  Patas,  not  knowing  that  a  f!cur-de-lys  was 
called  a  fleur-dc-lys.  stooped  down  and  sketched  one  in 
the  dust  with  his  for<?fingcr. 

"  This  same  gliitering  ^peck  was  not  so  difficult  lo 
see  irom  two  yards  distance,  and  it  was  seen  upon  the 
teltei  thai  Don  Pedro  Gulicrrez  Landed  from  hi**  bal* 
cony/'  said  Tio  Patas,  rising  and  looking  into  the 
fMiest's  face  with  the  greatest  coolness,  for  he  tdt  that 
it  wa^  no  use  lying  unless  he  did  it  well,  and  the  part  ol 
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bis  lie  that  WA5  the  truth  mspiied  him  with  mucfa  con- 
fidcncc> 

For  fully  thirty  seconds  thi;  two  men  stood  f;a£ing 
into  each  other's  eyes,  Tio  Patas  searching  for  sus- 
picion. Padre  Martinez  searching  for  the  truth. 

The  priest  understood  that  notliin^;  more  was  forth* 
coning. 

"Your  story"  said  he  at  lengtli,  "sounds  vct^' 
lancifuK  1  ani  far  from  being  canv-inced.  Neverthe- 
less— for  fr^r  Ihat  it  cont:im  %ome  giaiii  of  tnilh — this 
night  and  henceforth  let  his  e\-ery  movement  \k 
watched.    Do  you  hear  mc  ?  " 

"  Aye  I  "  replied  Tlo  Patas, 

"  And.  if  you  are  deceiving  me,"  went  on  Padn 
Martinez,  "  why — it  shall  not  serve  for  long,  ;in<l  when 
tlie  (fuUi  comes  out,  my  fncjul " 

Willi  aiL  ominouit  frown  the  priest  turned  round  and 
went  upon  hi:s  way. 

Tio  t'atas  watched  him  with  a  smile. 

Then  he  raised  liis  anns  aloft  and  addressing  the 
enipty  air,  "  Gentlemen,"  said  he,  wagging  his  head, 
"we  arc  on  the  way  to  fame  and  fortuntn  Wateli  mtt 
twisl  these  loola  around  these  fingers !  '  Little  by 
bttle  the  housewife  weaves  the  net.'  But  when  il  is 
woven,  gentlemen,  when  it  i»  woven*  the  goldcii  l»ar- 
vcst  that  the  net  brings  in  E    Ah-h-h-h  1  '* 

The  last  sound  was  somctlting  between  a  nimblijig 
in  the  throat,  a  sigh,  and  a  cry  of  exultation.  The  dd 
roan  held  his  arms  downwards  and  looked  bungrOy 
upon  his  upturned  palms,  and  as  he  dr«w  them  in  to* 
wards  him  slowly,  quivering,  the  dawed  fingers  seemed 
to  him  to  scoop  up  a  myriad  of  golden  wriggliJi^  foh* 
some  of  whicli  slipped  Iwtween  his  fingers,  otlieis  leaped 
o^'CT  on  cither  tide. 
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McaawhUe  from  the  open  windows  ot  Ocoa  Cama's 
house  came  sounds  oi  music  and  merTymaidng. 

By  the  time  tli;^t  Don  Luis  arrived  there  were  more 
than  twenty  people,  old  and  young,  in  the  long  tecep- 
tioQ-room  that  opened  on  the  patio, 

Tliis  room  was  siniply  lumishcd.  Over  the  mirrocs 
and  the  glass  cupboard-doors  were  curtaina  of  rose- 
coloured  muslin  to  keep  the  flies  and  wasps  ofE,  and  a 
long  fly  trap  hung  from  one  of  the  four  great  teams  of 
black  chestnut  that  jupportwj  the  yellow  odire  teiliiig. 
In  the  middJe  of  tlie  long  wall  wliich  faced  tl^e  two 
windows  stood  a  harpsichord,  memento  of  Cania'9 
rooUier,  When  one  propped  up  the  lid  one  read  thb 
inscription  in  great  letters  of  red  and  gold — 

"  Sic  tran&it  gloria  mtxodi." 

Above  this  "  piano  *'  were  a  pair  ot  barbed  darts  or 
bandcriUas  with  the  gaudy  pink  ejid  green  paper  frills 
all  stained  a  deep  chocolate  by  bloody  the  ru&ty  hooks 
being  covered  by  diy  blood  and  sand.  These  had  bc^Ti 
placed  on  the  wall  by  Don  Ram^n  and  were  the  first 
pair  of  battdmUas,  stuck  into  the  fifth  bull  by  Pepc- 
HiUo  on  the  Holy  Friday  that  he  fought  at  Santa 
Fe, 

Dona  Carna,  though  she  disliked  the  look  ol  them, 
would  not  remove  what  her  dead  fa(hei*5  hands  hat! 
fastened  there. 

Opposite  each  window  was  a  vcr>'  gorgeous  painting  : 
Abral^am  going  to  sacrifice  Isaac  to  the  Icfti  Cain  slay- 
ing Abel  on  the  right. 

The  Spaniards  say  of  pictures  that  "A  bad  Christ 
needs  much  blood,^'  and  this  applied  to  both  pamtings 
in  a  marvelloua  degre«. 

Between  the  windows  Adam  and  Eve  W4:re  being 
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tum«c]  out  ol  Panidise,  and  here,  ^aiii,  th«  Huning 
fiery  sword  waa  a  insist cn^Jccc  •wU'iclx  ihttw  tlw  very 
ai3|;rl  into  the  shade  and  made  perfect  foob  ol  Adam 
and  Eve. 

Generally  thi^  room  ginclt  of  lipc  apricots  and  plums 
and  pears,  which  odour  proceeded  from  the  cupboard 
and  attiaclcd  many  wasps,  but  to-night  there  was  a 
amell  of  cigarettes  and  cookery  in  the  air. 

Outside  in  the  patio  were  one  or  two  maids  who  liad 
come  to  ^t  out  the  ev<ening  and  see  their  young  mi&- 
treesM  home  ag-Jn.  Each  wore  a  white  or  red  t>lcs»om 
in  lier  hair  iuid  a  sbiple  black  sliiiwl  around  hvt  shoul* 
dcTs,  and  one  of  them  tlirew  o^  her  shawl  and  fell  to 
helping  Maria  and  Conchita  in  the  kitchen.  For  there 
were  trays  to  gel  ready,  lemons  to  sLc^,  coffee  to  niter, 
water  to  t>oil,  pastry  to  serve  and  a  host  of  other  things 
to  do.  Aye,  and  once  or  lwic<^  the  curling  ton^  were 
binoggled  into  the  tire  and  out  again  for  somebody  who 
had  rufHcd  her  ring^Icts,  or  lost  them  altogether  in  tbe 
heavy  dew.  Thus  it  was  that  to  those  outside  in  the 
patio  Uie  kitclien  appeared  a  kind  of  purgatory'  with 
its  tliree  candelas  eaeli  filled  with  glowing  charcoal,  i1$ 
dim  msl^tight  hanging  from  Lhe  ceiling  and  thtne  tor- 
turing fiends  in  petticoats,  one  of  them  clothed  in  red, 
and  all  of  them  with  red  laces,  bouncing  hitbci  and 
thither  in  a  way  that  made  Tio  Pataa  cry  "  Pbh  I " 
from  sheer  annoyance  when  he  slouched  contemptu- 
ously through  the  patio  and  flung  through  the  back 
door  into  the  stable  yard,  snapping  his  fmgers  o\'er  his 
shoulder  at  (he  company  wheti  he  got  outride. 

Two  servant  maids  were  peeping  in  at  the  folding 
doors  of  the  long  reception-room.  Against  th^e  doors 
leant  two  young  men  who  at  tirvt  had  criticised  tlie  song 
that  was  l>eing  sung;  then,  noticing  that  one  of  the  two 
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maids  Itad  a  vcr)*  neat  lace  and  a  neater  hgurc,  they 
began  to  make  love  to  her  under  cover  of  th«  music» 

"  Come  away  I "  said  iho  plainer  ol  the  two  maids, 
polltQg  the  pretty  oue  by  hei  Ueev^. 

"  Why  ?  "  ask«d  Uie  other,  giggling. 

"TTiey  are  chofHug  us.  can't  >'du  see?  Come  f " 
and  she  drew  her  away  across  the  patio  where  they 
fobed  Hid  group  of  go^ips  round  the  kitchen  door. 

The  song  came  to  an  end  and  was  succeeded  hy  much 
clapping  of  liands  from  those  ivhu  suddenly  noticwJ  lis 
Gcssetiot;  and  by  cries  o(  "  i  Bravo  I  "  irom  those  whose 
hands  were  Mled  with  cards* 

Thoatnf^r  was  Don  Joaquin  P6re2.  the  poet  of  Santa 
^e,  in  ipectacles  ;  the  pianUt  was  Don  GuiUermo  Brebaj 
son  of  the  leading  suTgeon  and  with  seven  years*  prac- 
tice in  his  fatliet's  profession. 

After  Don  J  oaquin  had  finished  his  song  and  repeated 
two  verses  of  an  encore,  a  guessing  game  was  started 
b}'  the  girls  who  rose  in  a  body  and  expelled  the  men 
into  the  patio,  closing  the  doors  upon  them  ruthlcs^y 
until  the  plot  had  been  niiituied. 

The  older  people,  however,  remained  at  the  far  end 
of  the  reception  room  steadily  playing  tn^iilo. 

In  the  patio  Juan  found  hiiaselt  leuiin^  a^-ainst  a 
tree-tub  along^de  Guilkrmo  Breba  tlw  doctor,  and 
Don  Luis  was  standing  opposite, 

*'  Do  you  not  notice  a  peculiar  smell  of  fish  ?  "  asked 
Don  Luis,  looking  hard  at  Brcba» 

The  doctor  first  stared  at  him  vacantly,  then  looked 
annoyed,  for  he  suddenly  understood  tlie  allusion  to 
Juan's  early  history'.  Juan  for  his  part  was  all  inno- 
ceut  of  this  double  meaning,  and  moved  his  head  about 
to  detect  the  %mell  and  to  fmd  out  whciKC  it  came, 

'Die  upper  hp  of  Don  Lim  curled  and  lie  smiled  at 
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Joan's  face.  Juan  catight  his  eye,  realized  its  hostility, 
and  stared  at  bim  ccoOy  and  disdainfully  until  he  turned 
away. 

Ever  5iiice  the  Eve  o(  St>  John  each  had  been  awuc 
thctt  the  other  was  hb  rival,  and  the  two  men  hated 
one  another  by  instinct,  but  with  this  difference.  Juan 
felt  a  contcmpt;](jus  dislike  for  this  flouted  lover,  who 
boasted  so  freely  tliat  hp  once  had  been  in  iavour,  and 
WAtclied  him  carefully  as  ^  passionate  lover  watches 
any  and  every  source  o(  danger,  be  his  Udy-lovc  Dame  < 
Con&taney  herself.  Luis,  on  the  other  hand,  was  con-  ■ 
sumed  by  a  smouldering  fire  of  wrath  which  only  lacked 
a  littli?  fsnnmg  to  spiiiig  up  irtos  great  roanng^flAne  of 
vengeance.  Why  was  he,  Don  Luis  Gonzilez,  captain 
of  Civil  Guards,  in  a  handsome  uniform  and  with  medab 
and  crosses,  irresistible  conqueror  of  palpitating  hearts 
in  far  Manila,  to  come  home  to  his  old  love  with  six 
more  years  of  manliness  upon  him,  only  to  be  treated 
as  n:tught  ?  Old  love,  wounded  pride,  passionate  ad- 
miration, these  are  constituent  that  make  Andalu£ 
blood  boil  over,  and  Don  Luis^  out  in  Manilai  had  been  h 
a  man  of  extreme  measures*  f 

And  so  there  he  stood  agaimt  the  tub  of  an  orange- 
bosh,  with  folded  arms,  biting  his  nsils  ;ind  looking 
from  under  his  blacJc  eyebrows  at  the  cool  unflinching 
face  of  the  Vizcaino  whoac  towering  frame  caused  him 
not  one  jot  ci  apprehension. 

The  gentlemen  of  the  party  had  solaced  themsel\'es 
for  their  expuUion  by  lighting  cigarettes.  One  or  two 
of  tlie  younger  one%  were  h;]tngtng  round  the  kitciim 
and  another  peeped  inside;  there  was  a  sound  of 
scuffling  iind  gigghng;  somebody  cried  *"  Loose  me  I  '* 
and  somebody  else,  ''  1  wou't  t  *'  Than  rose  the  sound 
of  a  loud  smack  of  palm  on  cheek,  the  servant  maids 
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who  were  looking  out  at  the  garden  came  running  in, 
and  Dun  JoaqiiSit  P^liez  the  poet  came  running;  out, 
holding  his  face  in  one  hand  and  his  spectacles  in  the 
other,  and  cursing  the  xmhappy  moinent  that  h<j  ever 
tried  to  kiss  Conchita  in  the  shadow  ol  the  kitchen  door> 

Meanwhile  his  fellow-miLraudere  had  come  off  some- 
what  better,  for  each  Wfls  stuffing  somr  plunder  into  his 
cheeks  when  four  indi^n:int  wenches  bundled  them  out 
and  skmmed  the  door.  Tlieae  cvcnta  caused  loud 
applause  among  the  loiterers  in  the  patio,  and  many 
witty  suggestions  to  Joaquin  Pirez  as  to  the  subject 
for  his  next  poem- 

Thc  door  of  tlic  Rvept  ion -room  opened  and  one  ur 
two  of  the  girls  peeped  out  curiously  lo  find  the  cause 
of  this  disturbance ;  six  or  eight  of  the  bystanders 
cheered  and  made  a  ni5h  towards  the  door ;  the  girls 
hurriedly  ban^^ed  it  to  again  vnth  a  scream  and  the 
conipiracy  proceeded  as  before, 

Jtuin,  Josi^  Ramos,  GuilleTmo  Breba,  Joaquin  Purest, 
and  Don  Luis  formed  a  little  group  in  tlie  patio.  They 
were  talking  oi  Carnisco. 

Josi  :  "  And  the  reasons  why  you  caxmot  catch  him, 
my  captain,  are  many." 

Ihn  Luis '.  '*  I  perceive  that  you  are  able  to  assist  mc>" 

JosS:  "Pwhl  Not  at  ^.  The  people  sympa- 
thise with  him.  That  is  one  of  the  reasons.  What 
can  the  Civil  Guards  do  alone  againat  an  active  foe  liko 
Carmsco  and  his  fifty  bandits,  with  all  the  peasantry 
of  Andalucia  for  passive  supporters  ?  *' 

Don  Luis  :  "  Vn'c  shall  sec,  my  friend  " 

Josi  :  "  Bah  1  You'll  never  do  any  good  until  the 
people  leave  off  helping  him.  And  whilst  he  is  so  good 
to  tbcni,  standing  godfather  at  a  woodcuttei^s  christeri- 
ing  as  he  did  in  VillaperriUa,  tinding  a  girl  her  dowry  as 
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tic  did  ior  Uic  sexton's  daughter  oi  PciiaTcal,  he  is  a  vcxy 
king.  A  poor  man  falls  liito  debt  and  your  rich  land* 
lord  erahiirgoos  lii*  hou^,  the  GiiatcHii  Civil  b<U"k  him 
up.  One  finr  momirg  th^-  embargo  is  qniclly  paid  off. 
By  whom  ?  Carraico  t  Why  bless  mc,  Scnorcs.  news 
like  that  spreads  over  a  province  in  a  twinkhng," 

£)o«  Luis :  *'  Vou  seem  enthusiastic,  fhend  I  " 

Josi :  "  So  I  am>  So  would  you  be  if  you  w^ien't  a 
Gvil  Guard,  for  T  take  you  to  be  a  good  Anda]ur> 
PerhiH*  ytjii'll  l*e  a  good  bandit  some  dity- *' 

Don  Luis :  '*  Stiior " 

/cii  :  "  1  mean  what  1  say !  Who  made  Uic  best 
Chief  of  Police  the  Government  ever  had  ?  W"hy,  Jo6^ 
Maris,  the  niDst  fatnons  bandit  that  ever  lived,  when 
the  Government  gave  up  In  ^hcer  d^pair  and  o0ered 
him  command  of  the  brigand  hunter*-" 

Cuiiicrmo  Brtba  :  "  Ah«  Chat  Is  true  enough,  captain. 
And  he  met  his  deatJi  in  the  hills,  tr^'inj-  to  capture  two 
of  his  old  comrades  who  refused  to  change  sides.*' 

Joaquin  Ptttx:  ^'jJesiSs!  It  must  hav(*  bcoi  a 
pretty  »ight  when  Josf;  Maria  and  half  his  bandits  came 
nding  into  town.    The  troops  might  have  <^ot  them 

Jcsi  :  "  Pish  I  Talk  sense,  man  \  The  Govern- 
ment knew  a  trick  worth  two  of  that  1  The  best  bargain 
tliey  ever  struck  \  No,  no>  they  kept  good  f:iith.  and  as 
for  Jo5(^"  Matia'— the  very  soul  of  honour,  gentlemen.*' 

DonLuisi  "Halhalhal" 

JoU :  "  Think  you  there  is  no  honour  among  thieves  ? 
Why,  Jose  Maria  didn't  call  himself  a  thief.  Ho  was 
chu^f  of  a  province,  and  levied  fair  tribute,  and  kindly 
tdl  me,  Senores,  in  wlLit  w^  he  wrong  ?  My  opinion 
b  that  that's  the  way  ail  ktni^  began." 

Guiiiifmo  Bnba  :  *'  Well.  Carrasco's  much  the  same, 
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with  hk  '  sale  passports  through  my  icrritofy '  and  his 
monthly  payments  from  Ihc  company  who  own  the 
diligence," 

Joi^-  :  **  Every  mayor  in  AndafucLa  b  in  his  pay,  and 
vcn  some  Government  ofTiuals." 

Don  Luis :  *'  Can  j-ou  give  me  their  n&nics  ?  *' 

Jo^6 :  "  Aye,  that  I  can,  if  you'U  run  home  for  my 
pocket-book  tliat's  faUeii  rfown  the  well." 

GuiUtjmo  Breha  :  Well,  for  my  own  pari  1  am  an 
admirer  of  law  and  order.  Things  are  coming  to  »uch 
a  pass,  it  makes  a  good  Spiniiud  blusb*^* 

}Q»i\    *'Pi3hJ" 

Gmllfrmo  Breba :  *'  Look  at  what  happened  last 
Friday.  The  Civil  Governor  of  Santa  Fe  coniing  out  of 
tlie  Aduana  at  midnight,  a  man  in  a  cloak  touches  him 
oil  Ihc^nn  just;4?i  heiscliinhiiig  inlohisroarh,  and  asks 
tospcdk  with  him  aside.  *  What  do  you  want,  friend  ?' 
says  the  Governor,  *  Is  there  not  a  reward  of  lOO 
ounces  offered  for  the  head  of  one  Carrafico  ?  '  asks  the 
stranger,  '  To  be  sure  I '  says  the  Go\'cmor.  *  And 
can  you  tell  me  where  to  find  him,  friend  ?  '  '  I'ndcr 
this  cloak,  your  Excellency ! '  says  Carrasco,  and,  tilting 
his  hand,  Bicks  llie  Governor's  hat  ofl  with  his  tlmmb 
and  walks  away.  Is  not  this  a  hvmg  scandal  f  What 
con  the  French  and  English  thiiik  of  us  ?  " 

/os^  :  '*  But  tlie  Frencli  and  English — live  in  France 
and  England." 

Juan  :  **  As  who  should  say  they  live  in  another 
planet/' 

Jci6 :  "  'lis  much  the  same,** 


The  ecntlemcn  were  now  admitted  one  by  ore. 
Loud  pC4kl5  ot  laughter  toid  to  the  listener*  outfidc 
how  oacb  victim  wa&  floundering  through  hie  tafik. 
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Juan  wafi  the  U^  to  enter.  \Vtien  the  gaime  was 
over  he  sat  down  to  play  trfsiUo  at  one  of  the  card 
tables  with  Pridre  Martinet  and  Dofia  Felipa  tn  obedi- 
ence  tg  a  word  from  Cama. 

*'  And  how  goes  the  good  caufic  ?  '*  asked  Padre 
Mariiiiez,  vnWx  miidi^ppaient  good  humour  as  the  cards 
went  round. 

"  What  *  good  cause,'  fatlier  ?  " 

"'Tlie  Repubhotn  cau5«,  to  be  sure,  and  the  Pr:>testanl 
Mission,  and  all  that  1  Don^i  FdipA,  it  is  your  tsir^,  I 
fancy." 

"  The  Republican  cause  1 "  said  Juan,  la>ing  down 
his  card3  in  surprise  \  *' !  know  nothing  of  such  a 
cause.  1  know  Hepubhcans.  many  ot  them,  but  sun 
I  therefore  a  RepuWican  ?  " 

Padi^Martineir  bent  forw;ud,  rallied  his  eyebrows  and 
sinilfitl  niech;iiiic:;it1y,  but  witlmut  looking  up  from  the 
card5. 

"  W'c  arc  waiting  for  you,  Senor  Nielo/' 

Juan  took  up  his  cards  and  played,  but  he  felt 
annoyed.  However,  he  repeated  his  denial  o£  aU 
Republican  idfcia.  which  rauied  Padre  Martinez  to  look 
at  him  facetiously,  and  presently  Juan  took  out  hia 
pocket<a»e  to  mark  the  score. 

Now  when  he  did  this  he  Ab&tntctcdly  placed  the 
case  on  the  card  table  by  his  side  and  felJ  to  pondering 
once  more^  his  forehead  knit  in  a  frown. 

Then  Cama  came  to  tlic  tabic,  bc^grd  them  to  excuse 
Juan  for  a  moment  and  beckoned  him  after  her  into 
the  patio ;  he  followed  her  into  the  orchard,  and  in  the 
shadows  of  the  orchard  she  took  his  arm. 

From  the  other  side  of  the  t^ouse  came  the  distant 
atr^ns  of  tlte  piano  and  tlie  vmces  of  Dmi  Jo;tqa£n  and 
Concliu  LopejE,  wlio  were  singing  '"  11  b^iilen  del  suo 
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sorriso,'*  and  whether  by  reason  of  the  distance,  or  tho 
loveliness  and  perlume  of  the  ni^ht  and  the  sleepy 
accompaniment  of  the  wave«  upon  the  nliingle,  the 
lovpts  felt  loo  h-ippy  fo  do  anything  but  sqarczt  carii 
other's  hands  and  look  mighty  tender. 

Picsentiy  Juan  unbent  his  arm  to  slip  it  round  her 
waist  and  stooped  to  kissed  iicr. 

The  kiss  was  so  prolonged  that  '*  U  bailen  del  suo 
sorrisQ  "  (which  had  already  begun  another  verae  when 
tlieir  li|>s  first  met  together)  h;id  reached  that  long 
flourish  of  twcnty-wx  grrtce  note^i  before  they  parted, 
and  Concha  had  scarcely  sent  the  last  clear  note  o1  her 
cf€scentfo  thrilling  through  the  patio  and  otit  into  the 
garden  when  the  lovers  held  each  other  by  the  hands 
and  gazed  all  laughing  and  IcA'e-stnckm  into  each 
othcr^s  tell-tale  eyes.  And  what  eyes  were  Cania^s, 
with  those  lashes,  in  the  moonlight !  She  heaved  a  long 
sigh  and  sat  down  upon  a  nistic  chair, 

'  *  Tlie  hour  has  come  for  our  secret  to  have  an  ending/* 
said  Juan. 

^*  Do  you  think,  after  all,  that  it  is  such  a  secret  ?  " 
asked  Cama. 

"  tt  not,  it  is  your  fault  I  '*  laughed  Juan. 

"  Or  is  it  youn  ?  " 

Tremendous  applause  in  the  distance  and  loud  cries 
of ''  Encore  I  "  honi  some  one  wlio  had  been  m  France, 
Tlic  pianist  played  the  prelude  ov«r  again  and  "  I) 
batlcn  del  suo  soniso  "  commenced  nfresh. 

"  Why,"  said  Juan,  "  docs  Padre  Martinez  insist  that 
I  am  a  Republican  ?   Who  has  put  that  into  his  head  ?  " 

Cama  thought  for  a  moment,  then  she  looked  up 
suddenly  and  said,  "  My  cousin !  '* 

"  Ah  !  "  said  Juan,  "  I  might  lia^-e  guciised  it.  This 
snake  wants  scotclung/' 
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*^  Have!  a«  liUlc  to  <Io  with  Luis  a^  possible/'  replird 
Cama,  '*  he  is  a  iircbmndp" 

"What  is  thdt  ?  *'  cried  Juan  suddenlyi  taming  to 
look  round. 

"What?    I  heard  nothing  I" 

"  The  sound  of  a  EcKrtfall,  as  though  we  were  helti^ 
watched." 

Joan  peered  bcliind  every  bush  and  comer,  but  could 
see  nothing. 

"  1  can  only  hear  the  owl/'  eaid  Cama  prwcntly. 

"  Aye  f    What  an  ugly  vdcc  he  h^  I  '*  wid  Juan. 

**  Yet  the  owl  waA  the  grcalcst  songster  of  them  all, 
his  voice  surpassed  the  thrash  and  nightingale  as  honey 
surpasses  treacle." 

"I  do  not  understand  you,  pretty  sweetheart," 
laughed  Juan. 

"Tli*^  owl,"  said  Cama,  coinuig  closer  (o  htm  and 
looking  up  into  his  face,  *'  wins  a  famous  singer  among 
the  birds,  hut  be  was  the  bird  that  sat  by  the  cross 
when  they  crucified  our  Lordn  And  since  that  day  he 
cannot  smp  a  note,  he  only  goes  '  Crux  I    Cnu  I ' " ' 

Juan  looked  down  at  her  altentivejy  and  wilh  revcr* 
ence  as  she  turned  to  pluclt  a  flower.  Tliere  were  no 
pretentious  flowers  here  such  as  tlic  Jesuits  had,  and 
very  little  garden,  only  a  few  old-fashioned  favourites, 
sunflowers,  convolvulus  and  scarlcl  peclfico.  Cattul's 
cut  flowers  all  came  from  the  college.  But  the  orange 
trees  were  in  their  aecond  bloom,  as  often  happens  in 
SanU  Fe,  and  these,  with  the  fig-trees  and  the  \ine  tbat 
fl^inked  the  courtyard,  seemed  veiy  sweet  to  Juan 
Cama  to-night. 

"  Come !  "  said  Juan  at  hst. 

And  reaching  down  a  branch,  he  pludced  a  (prig  of< 
orange  blossom  and  placed  it  in  Caraa's  hair. 
'  "Crow!    Cro«r» 


CHAPTER  XXI 
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"  iij  only  love  ^imng  from  my  only  h^it  t 
TOd  catty  seen  unkmnva.  And  kiiowr  loo  laic  I 
Prodigious  binh  of  love  ii  Is  to  me. 
Thai  1  mtisi  love  a  loa(ti6d  cnomy." 

Roman  and  JviUI. 

WHEN  Juan  followed  Cam  a  from  the  card-table 
he  left  his  letter-case  behind  him  and  clcM 
to  DoAz  Felipa.  There  were  several  folded  papers 
in  it,  and  as  the  case  lay  open  the  lettere  came  poking 
out  one  aho\'e  Ihe  otlier. 

I'adrc  Martinez  looked  across  at  them,  as  he  did  at 
everything,  eagerly. 

And  the  longer  Padre  Martinez  fixed  his  black  eyes 
upon  (hese  letters,  the  larger  did  his  pupils  seem  to 
grow, 

"  Dona  Felipa-" 

'*  I  am  all  attention," 

"  Drop  your  cards  near  that  letter-case,  so  I  " 

The  old  woman  did  as  she  was  bidden. 

"  Now,  whilst  I  go  on  sorting  my  cards,  Senora,  you 
are  going  to  gather  up  your  own  again,  eh  ?  And 
when  yoa  have  gathertxl  them  up,  the  letter-case  will 
tie  open,  and  that  letter  with  the  Little  gold  mark  in 
one  comer  will  be  disclosed — so !  " 

Wlim  Dona  Felipa  h^d  gathered  up  her  rands,  the 
letter  wa5  full  m  view. 

'*  Ha  I  Excellent,  Scnora,  cxccDcnt,  Now  pray 
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raneniber  cur  time  is  limited.  Neveiilidcss,  loo' 
caretosly  ai  >'our  c^ds  &nd  sort  them  over,  jusl  as 
do  min«.  1  perceive  >*ou  have  Ich  the  kiXcr  upside 
down  for  me.  No  matter  I  Now  y-oa  are  Roinp  to  tell 
me  all  about  it.  I  hold  ao  exceUcnt  hand.  King  ot 
Copas,  Queen  of  Oro,  and-^you  were  saying  }  '* 

'*  At  the  lop  of  this  letter  is  a  Flcur-de-lys !  '* 

"Calm  yoursdi,  Senoral    Fleur-de-lys,  vtry  wclL 
Proceed  I " 

"Andfthe  fiign^tare,   (Dlos  tnlo!    THo  rigna 
is  that  ot  Her  Imperial " 

"Sh!     Sj)e-tk  lower  !  " 

Tho  old  woman  completed  her  sentence  in  a  w 
per. 

"Very  well,"  said  Padre  Marlines,  fthuttling  his 
cards.  '*  Now  you  are  going  to  turn  the  letter  so  that 
we  may  hath  of  us  read  it,  but  m  Midi  a  manner,  with 
ymir  dbow  that — in  short,  wc  may  be  watched  finm 
tJie  windows.  I  cover  the  people  who  &:t  betilnd 
yoUy  you  notice  the  people  who  sit  behind  me.  So ! 
Excellent  I  It  is  iftiitten  with  \-iokt  ink  and  upon 
both  tiidts,  hut  only  oa  one  face.  Kindly  learn  your, 
page  off  by  hi^irt ;  1  am  already  leaiDins  'nirie. 
he  comes  back,  puah  it  towards  the  cam;  again  with 
your  elbow/' 

For  some  little  time  tlie  couple  sat  shtilHing  their 
cards  and  garing  down  at  the  table. 

"  Have    you    Icamt    your    pag;e  ? "    a^ed    P 
Martinej:  at  length. 

""  Hal  Qoite  so.  It  is  the  easier  one.  Mine  had 
a  key  to  cipher.  Yours  was  only  gossip.  Each  to 
tkis  department.    On  my  side  there  is  no  dat«.'* 

"  Nor  on  mine,'' 
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Ttc  failing  of  your  sex,  Seaora.    Rcptacc  the  letter!" 

Dona  Fiiiipa  looked  around  her ;  Padre  Martinef 
looked  behind  her.  The  company  vrtre  closely  inter- 
ested in  the  dnet.  She  deftly  replaced  tb*  letter  and 
cloaed  the  case. 

Suddenly  Padre  MarUne£  looked  up  at  her. 

"  Thia  inamagc.  Scnora " 

"Must  rot  be," 

"  1  Dios  mio  I    Wlio  is  to  prevent  it  1  *' 

^*  You  arc.  Scfiora,  you  I  " 

"lj€s6a!  Here  tlicy  arc  coming  up  the  room 
behind  you,  taJdng  hands.  I  have  a  presentiment. 
This  lib  the  announcement  t  She  has  a  sprig  of  orange 
b!oss(im  in  lirr  hair,  tuo  !  They  ar«  come  to  ask  your 
Westing!  ' 

"  I  must  not  give  it !  " 

**  How  can  you  avoid  it  ■*  " 

"Somehow  I  must  be  prevented." 

"  ^Tio  is  to  prevent  you  ?  '* 

"  You  are,  Seiioia,  you  I  " 

"iDicsmfiol'* 

The  Jesuit  continued  to  shuffle  his  card5  vct>'  com* 
posodly  and  without  looking  round. 

Juan  and  Cama  c^Line  to  Fadre  Martinoz,  Carna 
blushing  and  trembling*  Juan  very  proud  and  eelf< 
possessed. 

*'  Father,  ttiia  lady  has  consented  to  be  my  wife," 
he  said,  and  bowed  profoundly  to  tlic  priest. 

Cama  lell  upon  her  knees  beside  the  Je&uit's  chair 
and  bent  her  head,  awaiting  his  benediction. 

There  was  a  general  uprising  of  guilts  around  the 
room,  a  sound  of  exclamations*  and  then  deep  silence. 
The  maids  stood  peeping  in  at  the  doorway. 
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Ha  E "  ^i<)  r^drc  Martinez,  and  ro5c  to  his  feet, 
looking  down  at  Coma. 

There  were  those  who  afterwards  averred  that 
Padrt  Martinez  held  himself  stiff  and  seemed  to  refise 
hU  blfttsing  :  theie  wert  ihosc  who  llioii^ht  tijey  saw 
him  hc5itate;  there  were  those  who  inaintaiiii^  that 
his  hands  were  all  but  spread  xipor  the  grAccltil  bowed 
head  before  him,  but  the  truth  will  never  be  known. 

For  at  that  moment  Doi^a  Felipe  uttered  th«  most 
piercing  scream  that  hinnan  ear  h^d  ever  hearkered 
to  in  Santa  Fe,  not  excepting  those  ancient  daj-s  when 
Autoo  de  Fc  were  held  in  the  market  place,  and,  fallini: 
Irom  where  she  a&t  bdiind  the  table,  she  disappeared 
from  view  ol  the  horror-stricken  spectators,  and 
swooned  right  away  upon  the  floor  as  flat  as  a 
pannike,  or  an  nearly  so  as  N;itiiie  would  pennit,  The 
firet  to  rcco\"cr  from  his  astonishment  was  Padre 
Martinez. 

"Quick,  bnng  a  salts  bottle!  *  he  called  to  the 
maids.  "  Perhaps  it  is  only  a  slight  attack-  Though 
now  1  think  of  it.  Ibis  lady  has  looked  stran^ly  pale 
throughout  tlie  evening.    Ha-s  tiohiidy  noticed  it  ?  " 

Of  course  they  had  1 

Ten  people  ru&hcd  out  oi  the  room  to  bring  the  salts 
bottle,  and  Ml  o%cr  each  other  in  the  doorway.  Th« 
young  doctor  and  i;e\Tral  others  moved  the  card- 
table  aside,  and  discovered  Dona  Fclipa,  eye*  closed, 
hcda  together,  and  anns  lying  wide  apart.  All  eyes 
toUo^xd  GuUlcrmo  Brcba  as  he  knelt  beside  the  pros- 
trate lady  and  took  her  wrist  in  one  hand,  placing  tiis 
other  hand  upon  her  left  side. 

It  is  not  known  whether  the  motion  of  Dotia  Felipa*9 
heart  had  sunk  to  one  hr ^t  prr  minute,  but  certain  it  is 
that  Don  GuUlcrmo  kept  the  by-^tendo^  in  sospcose 
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for  nearly  sixty  a^onds  before  pronouDcing  iliat  Ufe 
as  yet  was  not  extinct. 

*'  I  Dio3  mio  1  "  cried  all  the  ladits. 

"  What  ails  her  ?  *'  demanded  the  gentlemen. 

The  doctor  shook  his  head.  TJjU  was  taken  by 
some  to  meaii  that  thr  symptoms  wttc  vety  gravv,  but 
it  might  even  have  meant  ttiat  Don  Guillemio  did  net 
know.    At  last  he  spoke. 

'*  I  pray  you"  said  he,  "  bring  me  a  baain.  Fortu- 
nately I  have  my  lancet  with  me.  This  good  lady  is 
too  full  of  blood,  of  tliat  I  am  convinced," 

Several  ruslied  oul  for  a  ba&in,  and  nearly  culUdrd 
with  othera  who  were  bringing  in  the  salts'  bottle. 
At  this  very  moment  Doiia  Felipa  opened  her 
eyes- 

**  I  am  better  now."  she  said  in  a  very  faint  voice. 
SmeUing  ^alis  were  administered  to  the  nose,  cold 
handkerchtefft  to  the  (uielieacl. 

"  What  was  it  ?  "  uskcd  several  of  the  ladies  caceri>\ 

"Ob,  tliat  lace,  that  dreadful  faccT*  cried  Dona 
Felipa,  almost  wilh  a  i^:teain  and  with  symptoms  of 
swooning  once  again - 

"  Wliat  face  >     Whenr  ?  " 

"  In  the  window  1    There  1 " 

Everybody  looked  towards  tlic  window  witir dis- 
tended eyes,  and  the  concentrated  §pizc  of  more  than 
twenty  people  fell  upon  Tio  Patas,  who  was  lookmg 
in  from  the  garden  very  much  surprised,  and  dimly 
visible  U\  the  shadow  of  a  palm  tree.  Tlie  girls 
made  a  nish  towtirds  him,  and  demanded  to  know 
what  he  wanted,  '*  looking  in  at  windov^s  suddenly 
with  a  face  like  that,  and  very  nearty  causing  a  sweet 
lady  to  die  an  untimely  death  1 " 

When  Tio  Patas,  all  gasping  with  fury,  realised 
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that  thi«  wail  being  &aid  to  him  in  earnest,  he  so  lost 
control  o£  hijii^elE  tU.it  tlic  hulled  piit  their  ftn^er)  in 
their  eara  and  Don  Ltiis  slammed  the  wiiKlovr«  to, 
tca^'inf*  him  mowing  and  gv^ticulattng  through  the 
^asi  at  ttK-m, 

WliHt  with  this,  sind  vnih  DoAa  Fdipa  bring  liclped 
out  of  the  room  in  a  half  fainting  condition  and  in* 
sisting  upon  Cania's  going  with  her  to  comfort  her, 
the  lONTrs  and  their  hetrotlial  trere  (loitc  forgotten 
for  the  time  being. 

The  Urtulia  was  forthwith  broken  up. 

Jnnn  found  a  tnomrnt  ta  say  fo  Oma  ^p^rt^-j 

''  I  shall  wait  beneath  your  balcony  nntU  thry  all 
have  icftn  Will  you  come  there  to  say  good-night  to 
mc,  sweetheart  ?  '* 

'•  Yes,    Go  and  wait,"  ehe  whbpered. 

Jos*  Ramos,  arm  in  arm  with  JoaquEn  P^rei,  went 
up  the  load  Inwards  a  wayside  tavern  along  Ilie  hi^h* 
way,  for  hllle  mischievous  Jos^  h-id  found  thrre  was 
great  promise  ol  amusement  in  a  poet  who  was  also 
half  a  rake.    Brides,  he  knew  a  rhyme  or  two  himself. 

The  last  two  people  to  lea^'e  the  house  were  X><m 
Luis  and  Padre  Martinez.  Each  had  his  purpose ; 
each  hfiped  t!ie  other  woidd  go  fiist. 

Dona  FrIipA,  as  soon  as  she  heard  t}^t  all  but  these 
two  had  departed,  revived  more^t  hopefully,  and  even  Mt 
out  in  the  patio  fanning  heredf  and  taking  sips  of 
water. 

At  last  the  guardsman  turned  to  go. 

"  See  me  to  the  door,  toiLsin  I  "  he  said  in  an  under* 
tone  pleadingly  to  Cama. 

She  went  with  him  reluctantly.  When  they  reached 
the  porch  he  begged  her  to  come  outride,  looked  all 
around  lum,  aiid— 
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•■  Couein,  I  have  a  word  or  two  lo  speak  willi  you/' 
sftidhe. 

"Say  on,"  replied  Cama  im)miietU]y,  and  makuig 
a  iilig)it  grimace. 

''  When  one  m^irricfl,  'tis  to  make  or  mar  oneself/' 

'*  i  Pucs  ?  " 

'■  And  you  are  about — to  mar  yountli/' 

*' Cousin  Luis,  my  father  used  to  say,  'Never  con- 
tradict a  fool.*  and  I  vhU  not  contrL^dict  yon/* 

*'  Oh,  that  he  were  ^live  At  this  niomcnt,  to  «iC  bid 
only  daughter  wedd^  lo  a  fisber-boy.  a  chdrran  \ "' 

**  Lub,  il  yot;  have  nothing  better  to  say.  1  will  bid 
you  good-ni^ht  and  go  in.  For  mad  words  1  haw 
only  deaf  ears/' 

"  How  impatirnt  you  are  with  me,  and  bow  bitter  I  " 

*'  You  have  s^iucejEcd  the  orange  too  far.  Now 
comes  the  bitter  pail/' 

"Stay I "  said  the  captain^  making  a  st^p  foarward 
in  the  shadow  ot  the  porch,  and  looking  at  her  eagerly. 
"  1  have  more  lo  say  to  you," 

"  I  pray  you  be  brief,  then/' 

"  Homey  is  not  for  an  aM*s  mouth.  Nay,  nay  I — 
come  I  I  have  done  with  your  chaain ;  1  will  say 
no  more  of  himn    Turn  bade,  pretty  cousin  1  ** 

She  Jooked  at  him  where  he  stood,  with  tht  moon- 
light filtering  down  through  the  foliage,  lighting  gay 
patches  of  his  uniform  and  glittering  sword-hill,  and 
falling  en  his  face.  An  eager  poAiion  was  mkig  to 
his  eyes,  and  she  took  one  step  away  frcin  him. 

"  For  the  sake  of  bygone  days  and  bygone  lov«/' 
he  said,  "wait  but  one  month,  littl4'  musin,  iKfore 
you  take  the  dichos,  before  you  acknowledge  your 
betrothal  to  this  roan.  Carna  I  have  pity  on  nic  1 
In  six  years  I  have  known  dixty  passions,  yet  all  their 
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strength  combmcd  may  not  «qiial  the  devouring  Love 
I  fed  for  you,  Ala5t  you  can  twist  me  roiuid  your 
Bng^rft,  Utllf^  one,  and  bid  ni«  klsA  your  fLhoes.  make 
me  cut  any  capers  that  you  list.    Ob,  cou^n !  cousta  1" 

Don  Luts  mo\'ed  nearer  to  her,  aiid  a  Jump  »e«nied 
to  rke  ill  his  throat  and  choke  hk»  uttemnce.  Hb 
tists  were  tightly  dencimL 

He  beitt  doser  to  her,  and  whispered  passionately 
in  her  ear,  seizing  her  little  wrist  with  a  grip  that  made 
her  winccn 

"  Blessed  be  die  mother  that  bore  thee,  the  &un  that 
shines  upon  thee,  the  air  that  breathes  upon  thee ! 
Blessed  be  the  grcund  that  thou  treadestf  tlu;  pillow 
where  thou  licst " 

Sh<?  wrenched  away  her  hand  and  moved  back 
towards  tliu  doorstep, 

''  Nay  !  "  he  cried  bilterly,  "  I  will  '  thou  "  thee  no 
more.  I  must  leave  tlTat  to  anothrr,  roui>in,  €b  ? 
Stay  !  Bid  me  good-night  like  a  friend  ;  do  not  scuny 
away  a£  though  I  had  tried  to  murder  you.  Am  I  a 
toad  ?  " 

"  Ind^d,  no !  "  said  Cama»  ahno&t  in  teaiSv  *'  And 
believe  me,  cousin,  1  think  veiy  well  of  you.  But 
what  may  not  be,  nmy  nut  1h?,  And,  ahis !  I  c-^n  say 
no  more ! " 

He  took  her  hand,  controlhng  himscli  and  trying 
to  seem  merely  courteous.  For  some  moments  he 
ga2ed  into  her  eyes,  until  she  made  a  movement  ol 
embarrossnient,  then  loosing  her  hand,  he  fell  upon 
one  kni-e  beside  tlie  doorstep,  and  would  iiave  ki^t^tfd 
her  shoe,  but  when  she  drew  away  he  ki»ed  the 
gjxnmd  where  she  had  rested  it, 

Tlien.  halt  rising— 

"Cousin/'  said  be,  "before  your  wedding  day  you 
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may   weary    of   this    new-comei.     Mark  mc   well  I 
Ajid  if    (liis  come  to   pass,  you  have    but  to  do  one 

la   drtw   ticrscU   up,   and    looked 

coldly. 

"  Do  you  know  wliat  it  is  ?  Nay^  bill  1  will  tell 
you  I  The  old  love  signal,  coiisJiii  when  you  Aiid  I 
were  sweethearts.  Hang  yoor  shawl  o(  Maniln  over 
your  balcony,  and  within  the  hour,  aye,  within  the 
same  moment,  I  am  with  you  to  worship  and  protect. 
Till  then,  before  God,  I  will  not  come  again  \  Hewr 
you  that,  cousin  ^  My  foot  shall  never  croas  your 
threshold  any  more  un]f5S  you  bid  me  I  " 

He  rose  and  stood  before  her. 

Caraa's  pretty  is.ce  grew  bitter  with  a  sneer  a*  she 
turned  to  go  inside,  caUiog  to  him  over  her  shoulder — 

"As  you  wiU,  cou»n  !  Come  when  I  hang  your 
shawl  over  my  balcony  1     Go  with  God  !  " 

'*  With  God  I "  replied  the  guardsman,  and  strode 
moodily  away. 

When  Don  Luis  reached  the  higliway  he  heard  a 
footstep  behind  him,  and,  tuming»  recognised  Jvian, 
who  came  towards  him  with  such  rvideni  inlenlicjn 
that  the  captain  could  scanxly  pretend  tlial  he  hwJ 
not  seen  him. 

"  A  word  in  youf  ear.  friend  captain  I  '*  said  Juan, 
who  was  smoking  a  cigarette  and  trying  to  speak 
calmly. 

'*I  am  here,  Scnor"  tepliwi  I-uii,  "and  whilst  I 
remain,  my  right  ear  ia  at  >-our  service  to  take  in  all 
3reu  say-  For  my  left  car,  1  ;>hall  lca%e  it  uncorked 
also,  but  that  has  another  purpose." 

"As  you   will  J    Standing   by   the  comer  of  my 

swecthcart^s  house " 
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•'Of  tfAow  house?" 

"  hiy  sweetheart's  and  >'Our  cousin's — I  happened 
to  sec  you  C3tcti  her  by  the  writl," 

'*  Ah  I    And  yon  are  not  ashamed,   SeAor  ?  " 

"Olwhat?" 

*'To  codIcss  (hat  you  were  eavesdropping  ?  " 

"Think  what  you  will.  What  \  wUhcd  to  tdl  you 
Don  Lms,  is  tUi».  Bo  you  Captain  of  Civil  Guardffi 
or  Commiuidw'in-Chiff  of  ;Ul  the  forccsi,  had  you  not 
rHcascd  th»l  Utiy  on  the  instant,  1  would  lia^-r  shaken 
the  breath  out  o[  you,  and  if  1  wc  you  take  such  a 
liberty  again,  I  will  hold  you  by  the  collar  with  one 
hand  and  bang  >'our  bones  soundly  with  the  other 
c  Estamos  ? " 

The  guardsman*^  iixry  kn«¥  no  bounds.  To  tn- 
crt^aM?  hiA  rage,  the  (all  Vi;(c;iiTK>'s  aim,  li^^htly  haish*- 
ing  agaiTLftt  his  3]ec\'e,  looked  hiUy  capable  oi  canying 
out  this  threat. 

"  You  will  not  do  that,  friend  lishertnao  I  " 

Juan  looked  down  steadily  into  his  face  with  a  pro- 
voking cont«m])tuous  smite. 

"  You  will  not  do  that,"  repeatttl  Don  LuiA,  "  and 
for  two  good  reaAons.  Fintt  my  friend,  becnuM  no 
one  shall  '  batter  my  bones '  unle^  it  be  the  sexton, 
and  'tis  a  longer  mardi  from  3;our  threat  to  its  ful- 
filment than  it  is  from  here  to  the  r^nietery.  Secondly, 
because  T  do  not  play  at  pcmmclling," 

He  looked  meaningly  into  Juan's  unflinching  lace, 
and  his  eyes  were  like  coals  of  fire. 

"When  I  settle  accounts/'  continued  Don  Luis 
slowly  and  hoarsely,  "  I  sign  them  with  red  ink,  my 
biend.  And  you  ren^ind  me  of  just  smli  futotlier 
Jadc-a-napcs  as  yourMH,  vA\o  nuK^tt  very  ftiuiilar  re- 
marks to  mc  in  Manila.    I  killed  him  one  momtng 
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with  a  lilde  turn  of  the  wrbt  1  have,  so^izasl— 
heiore  brcukfast" 

TTlc  captaiiip  without  taking  his  ty9  CS  Jnn.  favc 
an  over-hand  turn  to  his  ^^Ti«t»  as  4  swordanian  who 
rabidly  shifts  his  point  from  guard  to  thrust,  makinf; 
a  clacking  with  his  lips  as  he  did  so. 

"Faith,  and  very  ^»etti^y  done/'  said  Juan,  "but 
you  should  not  have  warned  me,  SeAor  I  I  run  amused 
to  see  you  so  much  j)ut  out ;  it  would  seem  that  your 
cousin  has  been  non^  too  kind  (o  vuu." 

"*!  trust  that  Doiia  Carna  will  come  to  her  senses 
even  yet,  and  livt-  lo  laugh  at  ymi"  rri^-d  the  captain. 
"  Women,  wind  and  fortune  soon  change  I  Do  you 
know.  Sefior  Don  Panpcxdido.  that  our  grandfaUier 
(fOnzJklcK  of  Santa  Fe  was  one  who  stood  covered  be- 
fore his  sovereign  ?  ;  Caracoles  !  And  now  we're 
to  have  sprais  in  our  quartering^,  and  Jct^tiit  sprats, 
foTVxrth  !  No  sooner  do  I  turn  tny  back  on  Santa 
Fe  than  in  walks  Sir  Fish  with  a  crucifix  under  one 
fin  and  a  bunch  of  iorget-mc-nots  imder  tlic  othci," 

"  Sefior.  a  strong  tongue  generally  goes  wiC!i  a  weak 
hand,  but  I  will  not  disabuse  you  of  your  opinions, 
(or  that  were  to  wash  the  head  of  an  as»-  I  hear  foot- 
steps, and  this  hulyS  good  name  is  tfKi  dear  to  mv  for 
lips  such  as  )'ours  to  be  profaning  it  along  the  high- 
way^;' 

Tlie  captain's  anger  was  now  beyond  control,  and 
the  quarrel  thu^  begun  had  most  likely  had  a  serious 
ending,  but  at  this  moment  they  were  suddenly  inter- 
rupted. 

Jos6,  coming  out  o(  the  vcntorrillo  arm  in  arm  with 
the  poet,  had  fell  very  men>*  and  bltlc  guessed  what 
hot  words  were  being  bandied  almost  within  a  stone's 
throw  of  where  they  stood.    They  had  taken  two  or 
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three  ''swallows"  oi  Manzanilla.  and.  coming  out 
of  Xiu:  u'inc  fihop,  paused  to  quarrel  ad  to  who  s^iild 
hf^X  the  otiier's  dgarette  first,  then  resumed  the 
thread  of  tlieir  conversation  and  sauntered  on  along 
the  nail,  wliirh,  ;tt  xUaI  |ii>int.  w^is  ah  ovenur  with 
gcntlrmrn*^  vilhs  lying  in  5t&te1y  gardens  on  cither 
side,  and  the  perfume  of  dama  de  Ut  ncchc  gently  steal- 
ing round  the  wayfarer*  Truly  a  sc«nc  in  ivhich  one 
woold  scarcely  expect  a  brawl  I 

The  subject  of  their  argument  was  the  Muse  SeAti* 
meiil;il  as  itjiptised  to  the  Musi^  Jocrjae. 

Josl ;  "  Enough  oi  sucli  heavy  music  1  For  my 
part,  1  am  for  laughing  while  I  can,  tor  itS  more  than 
IJkdy  I  ^hall  weep  to-morrow.  1  liked  that  better 
about 

'  Youi  eyc«  &rv  two  auiii 
And  m^  heart  it  vr%x' 

Sinp  it  me  again." 

Joaquini  *' Ob !  U  you  care  for  sereiiades  now, 
what  belter  than  the  quartette  ?  *' 

Josl :  **  Ot  that  about  '  May  God  nc^'e^  give  mc  a 
pur%  without  plenty,  a  stew  without  meat,  or  a  bottle 
that's  empty.''' 

Joaquin  :  "  Yes  \  Quite  so  I  I  see  you  are  very 
fond  of  the  Devil-may-care.  Well,  a  little  oi  h  b 
excellent,  but  you  niu&in't  put  it  in  everything,  like 
the  cook  does  garlic  and  toniatoet.  As  for  your 
drinking  songs,  they  are  very  wxU,  but  thc>'  are  musty. 
Now-a-da>-s  thcreisa  Renaissance  of  pure  art.  Now, 
for  good  taste,  look  at  the  "  Rhapsody  of  a  Night 
OwP " 

yti«:  "HLst!  wilh  your  'Night  Owls  M  what 
b  that  going  on  yonder  in  the  moonlight  across  the 
avenue  ?    Listen  I  " 
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Joaquin  :   "  \Vho  are  they  ?  " 

/osi  :  "The  Captain  of  Civil  Guards  for  one,  and 
Don  Juan  Nieto  for  another,  und  hooting  at  each  other 
to  f/jme  purpose." 

Jos^  and  Joaquin  stood  for  a  few  moments  in  the 
shadc^w  cast  by  the  moon  from  a  bushy  poplar,  then 
Josi  suddenly  touched  the  ]xx.'t  on  the  shoulder. 

'*Come"  said  he;  "you  had  better  take  the  cap- 
tain by  the  ann  and  whisper  your  '  Rhapsody  of  a 
Night  Owl  *  in  his  ear  to  soothe  hun.  For  my  own 
part,  rU  hang  on  to  my  old  comrade  the  Vizcafno." 

"  And    quickly,"    mutlered    P^n^,    crossing    over. 

For  if  not,  there  is  going  to  be  bloodshed  I  " 


When  Cama  went  to  the  porch  to  bid  her  cousin 
good-night.  Padre  Martinez  stood  lookmg  down  at 
Doila  Felipa. 

"  You  are  an  artist.  Scfiora,  an  artist  1 "  the  Catalin 
priest  had  &aid  to  the  old  woman  when  thej*  were  alone. 
Then  presently— 

'*  Have  you  smelt  the  wickedness  of  it  ?  Have  yovi 
seen  the  dpvirs  ea.T  ?  " 

''  The  letter  ?  " 

"Aye,  Seriora,  the  letter  I  A  letter,  most  weighty 
and  particular,  addressed  to  the  '  Father  Rector  of 
the  College,'  containing  a  secret  cipher,  with  names 
of  dukes  and  marquises  out  friends  and  atlies,  whose 
fathers  were  Jestiits  before  Ihein  ;  a  tnes.'i.ige  that  our 
enemies  would  have  risked  their  necks  to  rapture,  and 
now  they  have  it  in  their  keeping.  This,  then,  is  the 
fountain  whence  springs  this  deadly  water.  Cursed 
be  my  over  cautiousness  I  What  was  it,  again,  that 
was  written  about  the  money  ?  ** 
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Dofia  Fclipa  looked  upwatxis  and  reflected,  thf^n 
said  slowly-- 

"  ■  The  Bishop  is  youre.  the  Civil  Governor  b  your^, 
and  one  hundred  thousand  francs,  AU  lh<se  yon 
ruiy  h^vr  Itriosv  the?  T>ny  ijf  Si.  Jolin  by  nn'TcJy  Rskiiig 
me.  but  nnti]  I  h&vc  your  ^in^wer  to  this  note  I  daf« 
not  move/  '* 

"This!"  cried  the  priest,  misiag  his  tinker  and 
gating  furiously  around  him  to  tna):e  sura  they  ijvtre 
alone  ;  "  this  in  itsr^U  were  proof  enough.  Who  but 
niir  deadliest  fot*  would  thus  })ieveii(  asNt^t;tiici?  and 
supplies }  And  thc>'  h^ve  not  come ;  no,  no.  they 
havt'  never  come.  '  Before  the  Day  ol  St.  John-'  Why. 
the  Bt&hop  is  still  our  foe,  the  Civil  Governor  sltU 
oppoM'^  us,  and  as  for  the  money,  I  know  from  Padre 
Mateo  exactly  what  has  come  in  and  what  has  gone 
out.  Therefore,  mark  me  well,  SeAoi^a,  thts  ia  no 
letter  that  the  Re-'lor  has  received  without  my  knovr- 
Icdfie  I  This  is  no  letter  Uiat  haa  been  Melted  trom 
him  I  This  19  a  letter'—.  My  God,  can  the  old 
man  have  told  the  truth  ?  " 

"Tio  Patas!  Unless  he  U  the  Father  of  Lies  him- 
Eelf,  this  is  the  same  letter  that  has  passed  the  round 
of  the  Republican  and  Protestant  agitators,  and  was 
handed  to  this  infamous  young  man  by  Ptdre 
GiUifrres  from  hit  balcony.     My  God  !  " 

Thc^  Catalan  prieat  paused  for  a  while  to  ponder 
with  folded  anns,  and  in  his  powerful  face  and  jet- 
black  eye&  were  such  purpose  and  concentratioD 
that  Dona  Fdipa  feared  to  mtermpt  him. 

"This,  Scfiora,  must  be  our  plan  of  action."  he 
said  at  length,  coming  close  to  the  old  woman  and 
bcndijif   down   towards    her.    "  uncffasin^    walck/ul- 

398 


I 
1 


THE  PAGAN  AT  THE  SHRINE 

fww.  Every  word  and  action  must  bo  recorded, 
his  Koinjf  and  coming  made  a  note  of,  -i  message  in 
my  Jidiid*  within  the  hum  H  luiyitiing  >tiaiige  octur*. 
Arid  wbd-tever  ingenuity  may  devise  that  ts  discreet, 
that  do,  in  order  that  we  may *' 

the  Jesuit  paused  and  pressed  his  lips  together. 

Dona  Felipa  condudtd  the  sentenoa  for  him. 

''  In  order  that  this  marriage  may  be  prevented/' 

Padre  Martinez  smiled  grimly. 

"  Aye  1     That  in  the  lust  place," 

■*  And  what  else?" 

"  When  one  has  been  stung  by  a  snake  in  the  grass, 
&Q  atheist,  bLasphenioufi,  noisome,  offensive,  deceit- 
(id,  conspiring  snake  that  one  had  nouridied ;  an 
innocent-looking,  insidious,  poisonous  reptile,  what 
should  one  do.  Scnora,  what  should  one  do  ? " 

"ijcafis.  Maria  y  JoaS  I  He  is  the  Father  Rec- 
tor's own  nephew.*' 

"Aye[  And  therefore,  whatever  is  to  be  done, 
we  had  be.*t  tlo  quickly,  spare  him  tlie  agony  ol  this 
diaatiwrm'^.nt,  and  pity  his  poor  white  liairs.*' 

"How  far  must  wc  posh  this  matter  ?  " 

"  How  Jar,  Scnora,  how  (ar  ?  How  far  may  wc 
not}  *If  thine  eye  offend  thee,  pluck  it  out,  and  cast 
it  from  thee :  it  is  better  for  thee  to  enter  into  life 
with  une  eye  rather  than  having  t>vo  eyes  to  be  cast 
into  hell  fire,*  It  is  not  our  own  battle  that  we  fight, 
neither  do  wc  seek  our  own  proht ;  it  id  the  Ma^^tcr's, 
and  T  have  but  rv^peated  to  you  His  very  words*  Use 
them  according  to  your  lights/' 

Don^i  Frlipa  inadr-  a  sign  of  acquies^rencc. 

"  You  have  but  to  command  \  "  said  she.  '*  The 
Master's  will  be  done !  Fir^t,  I  can  see  one  thing 
dearly/' 
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^Wc  ffuut  beak  ofl  ffaa  matdi.  The  ddd^ft 
laaaqr  m  partJy  is  yoor  ooatroL  C«tdd  jna 
0Ot ?" 

"  Bah  I  A  flow  wnf  and  a  dooisr  one,  Seflocm, 
and  the  wortt  way-^-with  a  wonaan  I  That  the  match 
mit  be  bmkc^  off,  «o  br,  no  good-  BtH  yoo  hzxc 
not  }Vt  mei)  to  ihK  vtualKxi.  Wliat  n  wooc,  >'xra 
have  ovtHookcd  a  fundamcDtal  axiom.  Pray^  would 
you  hate  bcf  rcganl  mc  as  her  encsDy  ?  ** 

''Ttafft  it  coly  oot  aafc  way  oE  fareakng  off 
naldM/'  iak]  Dofia  Pdqia  pramdy,  ac  dwuefa  this 
proocM  were  not  new  to  her.  "  A  lovoV  tjuarrel, 
Immfy  lovcra*  quairds,  however  aldUiiD)'  contTived, 
CMn  be  noiade  up  again/* 

Padre  Maitmea  watcbdd  the  speaker  with  lileitt 
aiteotton. 

''Thh  gJtlLtnt,  wh«^  he  letnnw,"  rrniifnTirt*  Dona 
Fdipa,  "miut  lind  aoothcx  lover  in  his  pUcc.  That 
Buana  a  final  ni|>ttffc/' 

"Aodonr'otbcrlovcr'?" 

*'  Ready  to  hand,    Luts,  her  coosuIp'' 

"  But  our  dau^ter  scarcely  fa\<ouTS  htm/'  said 
the  Jeuit  drily, 

"  No,  nor  ever  will  do.    It  cannot  be  hoped  for/* 

'•iPue*?'* 

"Om  canao4  think,  in  &vt  miDUteB,  bow  «uch  a 
trap  couM  be  conliivid.  Bnt  Zamoni  was  not  cap- 
tutnl  in  an  hour/' 

"I  begin  to  «rc/'  replied  Padre  Martmex.  "that 
you  are  in  the  right.  SeAora.  One  nail  drives  out 
onotlicr.  Tliat,  evidentiy»  i4  our  plaji.  We  have 
adv?in<:M  a  «1ep.  But  thia  in  not  a  sMf>e  of  2aznora ; 
our  huttle  miut  be  fought  aiid  won  within  the  n^t 
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(eir  hours.  Tbertfore,  lose  no  time ;  conimence 
£roai  tfaia  monient  gently  to  perauade  ht:r^  Present 
to  bCr  the  idea  that  she  most  replace  thi^  Nicio  by 
hcT  cousin  Luis.  U  she  rct»ls,  discretion  1  If  slic 
be  weak,  pu&h  home  1  But  sow  the  seed,  5>cnOTa, 
sow  (he  *icefJ,  and  leave  rae  to  cultivate  the  wed  al* 
ready  sown.  At  fii%t  ^he  will  have  none  of  it,  but  no 
matter  1  There  is  no  such  thing  as  an  impossibility, 
Thi»  is  a  case  that  demands  a  Umr  de  forc^.  ThcrcJorc 
to-morrow,  after  we  have  slept  over  it *' 

"  Hist  t  "  said  Dofia  Felipa  ;   '*  liere  she  comes ! " 

Tn  n  m<imf-nl  \ic  had  diunged  his  expression,  and, 
turning  to  Cama  with  a  smile,  told  her  that  the 
invalid  was  much  iiupro^'ed. 

Bidding  good-night  to  the  ladice  very  courteously, 
Padre  Martinet  turned  to  go.  To  Dofla  Fetlpa  he 
gave  his  hand.    She  kissed  it. 

To  Ca.nm  be  gave  it  also,  but  although  slie  kissed 
it  dutifully,  she  followed  him  to  the  door. 

The  priest  was  all  unUes  ;tnd  urbanity,  talking  to 
hi*  "  little  daughter  "  of  her  ttrHiiiat  and  pl^'ing  her 
with  graceful  comftlimentj. 

Yrt  he  seemed  in  n  hurty  to  be  gone. 

"  The  diavala  is  not  here,"  said  Cania  on  the  door^ 
step. 

"  I  will  find  one  along  the  main  road,  daughter," 
he  replied^ 

"  Father  ! " 

"What  is  it,  my  child?" 

"  O  father  ! ''  cried  Cama,  falling  upon  lier  knees 
on  Uie  step  beside  him  and  bursting  into  tears  with 
an  emotion  that  c%'ercamc  her,  though  its  origin  the 
scarcely  knew.  "  0  father^  give  mc  your  blessing 
in   my   newly  found  Iiappiness.     Did  you   not   hear 
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what  tw  said  ?  Plarc  ymrt  hxn&t  upon  my  head  in 
the-  name  o(  the  Holy  Mother,  and  in  !.tgn  of  God's 
consent." 

For  a  momtnt  the  priest  paused  as  though  in  hesi- 
tation, looked  Btemly  at  the  moon,  and  swept  his 
g«e  aroitrd  tho  palms  and  orange  trees,  paerd&g  th^ 
fartheil  sliadows,  ^lanoerf  behind  him  info  the  liglrted 
pntiOr  then  raised  his  bsnds  aloft,  and  with  every 
nerve  and  sinew  trembling,  bent  over  h^  aaid  saiii-— 

"  Thy  lover  is  God's  own  enemy,  an  atheist,  liar 
and  ccmcpirator,  the  foe  ol  Christ's  chosen  Company, 
the  Evil  On*  him*ielf  come  down  from  the  mountains. 
Shun  him  a.s  tliou  wouldst  shun  hell  fire  ;  f^ar  him 
aA  thou  woutdat  fear  God's  curse ;  loathe  him  as  thou 
wouldst  loathe  a  leper  that  stood  in  thy  path  and 
blasphemed  Christ's  hcAy  naine  I  *' 

Without  another  word  Padre  Martinejr  let  fall 
hi*  wins,  drew  himsdl  up,  und^  gathering  his  skirl*; 
around  him,  Mqiped  off  into  the  night,  nor  paused 
to  look  behind  him. 

On  the  doo^stc^p  knolt  Carna,  while  and  immov* 
able,  silent  and  ttimed  to  stone. 
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"  1  will  not  mcury  yet ;  and,  when  I  do^  t  swear, 
It  shall  be  Ronif^,  wUoni  you  know  I  hale, 
RftTliw-  than  PanBn" 

RonuQ  and  JuJitU 

LONG  and  pitiful  was  the  scenff  between  Dofia 
Felipa  and  Cima  when  shcr  camr'  h;uk  inhi 
the  p^tjo  looking  like  any  ghost.  ^Hicn  Dona  Fdipa 
at  length  ei<rused  henclf.  saying  that  she  felt  too  ill 
to  argue  longer,  Carim  was  left  with  her  maids,  who 
sat  upon  the  floor  around  her,  Tiavln^  been  silent 
ivitnesses  of  the  inter\*iew. 

"SotliJiK  Sefidiita,  rlii*  piii-st  fffrhitU  it  ? '*  asked 
Susana  opcn^^yed,  as  soon  as  Dona  Felipa  had  cloned 
her  door. 

Cima  did  not  answer.  She  was  leaning  forward 
in  a  chair,  her  hands  between  her  knees,  her  eyes  star* 
ing  at  thL- ground. 

'■  Then  what's  to  be  done  ? "  a^ked  &farfa. 

'That  'what*?*  to  be  done'?"  disked  Conchita 
fiercely  and  snapping  her  ftngcrs  at  tEic  questioner. 
"  Come,  let  ns  see,  what  would  yow  do  ?  *' 

''  Bjt,  \  hija  !     If  the  Jesuits  forbid  ?  " 

Condiita  sprang  to  her  feet  and  placed  one  hand 
upon  her  hip,  flourishing  the  other  the  better  to  speak 
her  mind. 

"Were  J  plighted  to  such  a  sweetheart,  neither 
Padre  Martinez  nci  the  Bt&hop  of  Santa  F«  nor  the 
Pope  of   Rome   hiinsi^lf    shotild   come    between    as. 
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Cod's  will  is  Gcd'fi  will,  but  it  is  not  the  will  of  the 

JlBUitS," 

*■  Sh  !  "  cried  Susana.  who  was  more  imprp*wjfin;ihlc. 
"  You  cha^tler  oi  thlnp  Uiat  you  dor*t  understand. 
It  is  Dot  a  matter  of  the  Jeaiiits.  Uon  Juan  Nicto 
hx'i  mftd<^  a  compact  with  the  Evil  One.  He  is  a  doomed 

"•iQuifil"  snarlwl  Conchila,  angrily  puckeiing 
HP  her  ao9c  and  face.  "  What  '  doomed  soul '  nor 
*domiedsouri" 

**  Did  you  not  hear  ?  The  ^ood  father  told  the 
Sefiorita  he  was  the  '  Evil  One  himself  come  down 
from  Ihe  mounlains*  '* 

"  Pray  God  you  may  go  lo  bed  with  Mich  another 
on  your  wedding  night." 

"  Vou  ftecm  to  think  it  impos«btc  then  that  Satui 
could  go  disguised  P  *'  asked  Susana. 

"  Pish ! " 

"  Lei  nie  lell  you  that  such  things  have  hapjJeuetL*' 

"Where  ? "  asked  Maria  open-eyed. 

''  In  Frifiliana.  Ask  them  to  this  day  About  the 
stranger  that  came  a'<;ourting  with  a  guitar,  and 
alwaj-G  at  the  balcony.  Seldom  they  could  |wrguad6 
him  lo  go  instde  a  house,  and  when  he  did,  hr  never 
took  his  hat  og.'' 

*' Ah-h  I  "  said  Maria. 

"And  one  evening  his  ladv-^Im-c  reached  her  arm 
out  throuf^h  the  rtja  and  snatched  off  his  hat.  And 
what  do  you  think  she  saw  ?  " 

"  Hair !  "  Uughed  Condiila, 

"Aye,  hail!  But  in  amongst  it  were  two  little 
horns.  And  old  Nick  Hew  off  in  a  fury,  spitting  lire 
at  her,  and  if  you  <lon't  b«hei^  me,  ask  Ihcm  in 
Frigiliana  1 " 
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*'  I  Hija  I  1  am  sorry  (or  yoix  I  "  cried  Conchita 
sconiiully.  "  'Tis  my  opinion  the  devil  ha%  too  many 
fUh  to  fry  to  have  ttnte  on  \\]s  hands  ior  seieiiacUn^, 
and  wrhen  every  man  that  goes  whispering  at  the  reja 
is  the  devil's  own  assbtant,  why.  what  need  (or  Old 
Wickedness  himself  to  come  a-courtinji;  f  MhsiA  is 
surprised  at  you^  and  so  am  1 1  " 

'*  It  seems  1o  me,'*  said  Maria,  joining  in,  "  that 
this  wickedness  has  very  suddenly  come  to  light/* 

"Ah.  and  6o  suddenly  1 "  cried  Conchita. 

■*  Perhaps  the  good  father  is  deceived  ?  "  said 
Susana,  looking  up  at  her  mistress. 

Cama  seemed  to  become  conscious  for  the  niBt 
lime  that  they  were  npeaking  to  lier.  She  covered 
her  face  with  her  hands  and  buist  into  tcar^. 

The  girls  diew  near  to  hcr» 

Susana  placed  her  arm  round  Cania*s  waist  and 
kissed  her  hot  cheek ;  Conchita  look  hvr  arm  and  tried 
to  pacify  her ;  Maria  knelt  in  (runt  of  her  and  Icmked 
up  at  the  tear^  that  wltc  dropping  bctwmi  her  fingers 

"This  comes  of  priests  meddling  with  womcn'b 
hearts."  cried  Conchita  angrily^ 

'* ;  Ay  de  mi  I  "  sobbed  Cania. 

"This  house  smells  somewhat  too  strongly  of 
Jesuits,"  said  Maria. 

Susanu  looked  up  at  the  closed  door  of  Dona  Felipa 
along  the  gaUciy  and  said  ''  Sh ! " 

"  You  must  not  talk  thus  to  me,^'  said  Cattia  pre- 
sently, when  she  could  control  hersclfj  **  though  God 
knows  you  mean  very  well," 

And  soon  alter  she  bade  them  help  her  upstaiiB  to 
her  chamber,  where  they  undressed  her  with  intcr- 
vaJs  for  sobbing,  ajid  put  her  to  bed  with  many 
caresses,    Soon  after  they  left  her,  Cama  sank  into 
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tL  State  oi  imconKiomncss  Ibat  was  meithcr  &kcping 
nor  wolcuig-  She  mi^ht  hav^e  been  lying  an  hour  or 
more  in  tius  ccoidition,  ^hen  it  appeared  to  her  th&t 
somebody  was  standing  beside  her  bed. 

ll  w^  s*  fi^iirrt  nibed  in  while  and  cruw-ned  with  n 
crown  of  llionu.  From  where  this  btuck  giLrl.tnd  of 
thoms  indented  the  white  forehead  sprang  drcp^  ol 
blood,  and  in  the  face  was  a  look  of  intense  reproach, 
in  the  trm  a  light  of  jealou^.  And  a  voice  said 
''Choose  I  Chcwsc  bctwctii  him  and  Mel"  As 
Cama  gradually  opened  bcr  eyes,  the  light  that 
9uffii3cd  this  apparition  grew  dimmer,  the  figure  re- 
treated backwards  towards  the  waJl  and  tuew  smaller, 
iintii  at  last  she  seemed  to  realize  that  it  was  the 
Christ  who  had  come  down  from  the  wall  and  spoken 
to  her. 

She  rose  irom  her  bed  and  knelt  before  the  ciucifix 
in  prayer,  tlit-n  took  ont  the  CAndlos  and  sconces  once 
more  and  ligtilcd  them  to  afi^ea^  the  image,  and 
when  they  wer&  flickering  on  either  side,  onc4j  more 
it  seemed  contented. 

But  only  for  a  littk  while. 

Presently  it  seemed  to  be  repeating  the  words  that 
tht  apparition  hacl  spoken  by  the  bedsade. 

"  Choose !    Choose   between   him   and   Me  I  " 

She  tried  to  lead  Hi%  mind  away  fiom  it,  glorifying 
and  praising  <md  th;inking  Kiin,  l>o^ng  down  to 
Hun  and  spc&king  of  other  things,  reminding  liim 
of  hcT  devotion  c\'cr  since  she  was  a  child,  of  her 
mother's  love  for  Him,  of  her  father's  love  for  Him» 
of  a  SCOTT  of  diffen^nt  things  that  had  happr^ned  in 
her  young  lif«?1iinc  all  tending  to  prove  liet  love  and 
reverence  for  Him, 

Tliese  words  she  poured  out  flowtngly  and  without 
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a  pause,  as  though  she  leaded  an  iotcrniption,  acd 
when  she  could  think  of  Dothing  ecw,  she  would  tcU 
Him  the  ^ame  things  over  and  over  again. 

The  breeze  was  stronger  to-night,  and  fiometiroca 
made  the  candles  gutter  with  a  blue  flame  as  it  Ihey 
yj€T€  going  out,  and  in  such  moments  the  lace  ol  the 
ima^  seemed  to  h^  almost  imgiy,  and  with  every 
ch;uige  in  the  light  it  took  3.  dtffeiviiit  cxprea&ioDj 
now  doubting,  now  mdtu^,  now  «u&|>icLous,  )cnluus» 
passionate,  tempestuous  and  awful. 

For  a  long  time  she  contmucd  her  tcrvcnl  prayvr. 
Then  at  last  sho  paused,  exhausted. 

And  again  she  heard  "  Choo^  I  Choose  bet%*cea 
hiui  iind  Me  [  " 

Tlien  foi  a  moment  her  pasiilon  overcame  her  ;  she 
lost  control  oi  herseU,  raised  her  arms,  and  crj-ing — 
"iEa!  I  have  chosen,  iind  'tis  not  Thee!"  she 
sprang  towards  tiie  crudlix  and  blew  out  itr^  one 
candlt?  and  tiicn  tlif?  other. 

And  when  she  fell  once  more  upon  her  kne«s  the 
darkness  and  silence  wexc  so  majestic  and  so  awful 
that  she  trembled  at  what  ahc  bad  done,  and  knelt 
staring  towards  the  black  crucifix  aghast. 

Then  at  last  she  rose  and  fled  from  die  room,  for 
there  wah  a  wratliful  Pre^tence  that  appalled  Iter,  a 
luminous  agoniicd  bcc  with  a  crown  of  black  thorns 
that  moved  towards  her  tlirough  the  shadows. 

When  she  flung  hetsdf  beside  the  bed  of  DojLa 
Felipa  she  w:ts  calling  for  mercy  and  burying  her 
face  in  the  s1iL-ets.  Dofja  FeLipa  ^at  up  in  bed  ;ind 
rested  upon  one  arm  astonished. 

"  1  have  afironted  my  Redeemer,"  sobbed  Cama, 
and  thia  was  all  she  would  say. 

"Gomel"  said  Doi!ka  Fetipa^  stroking  her  hvad 
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and  sooUiing  Iter;    "you   are  over^wrought,   child. 
Conwr.  Id  114  tell  our  heiicU  together/' 

She  got  (tnwi)  froni  Ihc  bed  ^nd  frtclird  \u^t  rowuy. 
The  two  WQoicn  knelt  side  by  side, 

*'Nuc3tra    Scnora    Santisima "    bc^:an     Dona 

Felipa, 

Cama  turned  towards  her  and  Quag  her  arms 
around  her  neck. 

**  MiiAt  I  forsake  my  Iovct  ?  " 

"Aye,  child  1" 

"  And  leam  to  ciirae  l)is  name  ?  " 

'*  lie  is  an  enemy  to  God.    Vou  mtctt  tr^'  to  foi 
him/' 

'*Tcll  mc  where  oblivion  \»  on  ^Ir,  that  I  may  buy 
mt  some  I  *' 

"  He  is  a  doomed  soul !  " 

•*  And  if  1  wed  him  I  go  to  hell  with  him  ?  " 

"  Yes.  Be  rid  of  him  at  once.  There  13  someihij^ 
teirible  ^ibout  hini  that  I  may  not  tell  you/' 

••Ahr* 

**Anc! — ior  kiir  he  retiini»  (or  Satan  is  ever  pcr- 
wtent— I  would  give  you  some  wholesome  advice." 

"Wliat?" 

"Stmd  a  message  to  your  cousin." 

"  Ah  !  You  are  a  wicked  woman  I  You  wick^J. 
wicked  woman ! '' 

"  Let  OS  pray.  Nucstra  Sciioni  Santlstma,  madrc 
carinosa  de  JesH^,  esposa  bien  queridu  de  Dios,  os 
rogAmos '* 

"No I   no!"  cried  Carna  hoar^y,   "1   nwy  not 

pniy." 
*'  Why  ? " 

"  I  have  blasphemed/* 
"  J  M.iria  Sambiinia  !  " 
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*'I  have  insulled  the  Saviourl'* 

'*  I  caniiot  believe  it  of  you  I  " 

"  Vcs  1  vos  I    And  I  dare  tot  go  back  to  my  room." 

"  Why.  child  ? '' 

''  Because  He  is  waiting  inside  the  door/' 

"  Niy»  this  is  (oolery  " 

"  I  tell  you  He  is."  cried  Cama  passionately,  almost 
with  a  scream,  and  lifted  up  her  arms,  clasping  her 
hands  behind  her  head. 

Then  Dofta  Felipa  saw  in  the  moonlight  llial  her 
pupils  were  diiated. 

"  Come !  coiiie  I  "  slie  said,  seizing  hold  oi  Canta^s 
wriat.     "  Let  ua  come  together  and  malic  sure/' 

Reluctantly  the  young  girl  allowed  herself  to  be 
led  back  into  her  room,  holding  one  hand  across  her 
eyes. 

*"  Look  !  "  said  Dotta  Felipa  when  Ihey  stood  inside. 

Cama  slowly  xmcovered  her  eyes. 

In  the  embrasure  ol  the  window  hung  the  slt^efTLng 
canary  in  his  cage,  around  the  window  frame  peeped 
m  the  vine  leaves  and  tendrils^  genlly  rustled  by  llie 
levante  that  floated  in  from  the  shorcv  Framed  by 
tliia  window  was  a  stretch  of  the  Milky  U'ay.  and 
below  the  Milky  Way  the  horizon  where  a  dim  sky 
met  the  silver^'  ^listenmg  sea.  Beneath  this  again 
wa^  a  foreground  ol  dui?^lcy  orchard,  and  from  the 
orcliard  ro^  the  hoot  of  an  owl. 

Cuna  stared  only  towards  the  cniciAx- 

"  Wcdl  ? ''  asked  Dona  FcUpa,  looking  at  her, 

"  Let  Susana  sit  with  mc  to-night,     i  cannot  sleep/* 
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"  Tboti.  IhoD.  my  Jaut,  wholly  mc 
Did«l  cmbnu^c  upon   thv  tree; 

Th4)u  (Ud*L  bMkT  ch<^  QAil,  tbc  »p«ftr, 
Bitlirt  hliam':^,  and  s1iiliikui|>  (ear. 
Grirls  inuurarrablc  tfain, 
Bloody  Bwcttt  and  racking  pain  ; 
Ye*.  Aiitl  dmib  ;  and  lbn»n  iftr  mo — 
For  thft  imflt^r  &gHiut  TheaL 
Why.  then,  nbouldtft  nol  Thou  by  lao, 
]c&Lu,  mwi  bdoved  lie  ?  " 

S-    WlLBiaPOftCS. 

THK  Jesuits'  ChiiiK'l  was  ouo  of  Ibt^  wumlrrs  of 
Santa  Fc,  lt%  exterior  wxs  nol  reirmrkablr, 
save  lor  the  night  effect  of  the  great  altar  wiiHlow 
when  candles  were  burning  within. 

Inside,  howc^'i^r,  iu  beauty  rivalled  th«  Cartujft 
at  Gninada,  though  its  wealth  was  diffirn?nt1y  dk- 
plftyed. 

Tlie  or^n  in  a  gallery  above  the  main  door^  wu 
accessible  from  the  upper  corridor  oi  the  coltc^. 
Like  cvciything  else  in  tlie  chapel,  it  waa  a.  monument 
to  patience  and  persistence. 

Oppo*ilr  In  the  mystic  orgnn.  w^iiih  towri«l  in  the 
du'knes»  of  the  gailciy.  stood  the  altitr,  and  this  in- 
deed was  what  made  the  chapcL  lamous* 

Thnie  times  had  it  gradually  bedecked  it&d£,  putting 
on  gold  and  silver  and  ja^^r  ■  twice  bad  i1  t>^n 
wrecked;  and  now,  ever  since  the  Jesuits'  last  return 
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to  Spain,  little  by  Utile  one  d;iboratioii  h^d  ioUowcd 
another  until  it  readied  a  inagnibconcc  that  the  fi:ood 
fathers  had  scarcely  dared  to  hope  (or. 

Indeed,  there  w^re  more  reasons  thgin  onv  why  lliey 
should  never  havi^  anticipated  such  y^plcndtnirj  ;l»l]  in 
some  things  it  was  only  the  personality  oi  Padre 
Ignncio  that  had  made  the  combination  possible. 

For  the  rules  of  the  Jesuits  arc  at  once  rigid  and 
elastic.  Rigid  as  steel  till  indulgence  be  obtained, 
el  as  lie  aiitTwards..  Thus  the  SaiTed  Congregation 
of  Rites  has  prohlbili^d  :dtar  cloths  h4ving  the  upper 
side  of  silk.  Yet  t!ie  silk  lining  of  the  chapel  ^tar 
clotli  had  climbod  round  the  edge  und  had  so  exten<ted 
itself  over  the  outer  surt.oce  that  a  few  square  indies 
ot  linen  in  the  centre  were  all  that  rcm^tined. 

The  goldfrn  trniplc,  lined  willi  white  silk,  in  which 
repo&ed  the  host,  offended  no  hjIe^s  at  all ;  but  cer- 
tain trinkets  had  twcn  criticized  by  those  who  were 
sticklers  in  auch  matters. 

Above  the  altar  was  the  stained  glass  window- 
which,  at  night,  looked  black  and  sonibre.  At  the 
b^ck  of  Ihn  altar  were  three  panels. 

The  left-hand  p^tnel  represented  the  N^ilivily  at 
Bethlehem.  It  was  car\cd  out  of  a  hard  white 
wood  most  beautifully  enamelled,  The  crown  of  the 
Madonna  was  made  of  irat  pearls,  the  sUvrs  (jf  the 
Magi  were  tippex)  with  gold  le^l  and  amethyst,  aiui 
the  Star  in  the  East,  U  not  of  diamonds,  was  of  some 
briUiant  cr^'stal  that  sparkled  most  vividly  in  the 
light  of  the  suirounding  candles. 

The  right-hand  panel  showed  Christ's  a^ny  in 
the  Garden  of  Geth^emane,  the  sleeping  dttciples, 
the  rubble,  lieadrd  by  Judas,  appmachin^  in  tlie  dis- 
tance.   Some  said  that  the  drops  ol  blood  upon  the 
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Savioui'i  iorehead  were  rubies,  and  certain  it  a  that 
HU  h:Jo  vfiiA  of  pearls,  those  of  tlie  diM^iph^  bein^  of 
ftilvcr,     IXia  tiocs  in  tTic  garden  bore  golden  fruit. 

But  the  great  ccotral  figure  was  sublime  in  its 
simplicity.  In  size  it  was  somcrhbat  smaJJcx  than 
the  stature  of  a  nun,  the  crown  of  thorns  was  woiked 
in  simple  black  ebony  wonderfully  carved,  the  nails 
were  of  ebuny,  the  cross  itself  was  of  jet  black 
oak. 

And  wlicn  I  have  said  thi3,  I  have  t<^d  you  well- 
nigh  cv«r>*thin^  that  I  can  Enithfuily  describe. 

For  the  wondrouft  carving  of  the  Saviour^*  body, 
the  (Ireitdfxil  woiu:dK,  iUe  inexplicable  louk  upon  Hi& 
face  where  the  drojK*  of  blood  ran  down  (rom  the 
thorns  upon  His  forehead,  tlicsc  arc  tnattcra  that 
I  have  gaicd  and  pondered  upon,  bat  could  never 
impart  to  you.  Think  only  of  something  so  awful, 
so  piteous,  so  lovely  and  so  agonized,  that  tlie  hand 
wliidi  wrought  aiid  pLunted  it  caji  finely  be  no  liand 
whid:  must  turn  (o  du^t. 

The  jewds  and  crniarnentd  around  the  altar  to  ri^t 
and  left,  the  twisted  coltmuis  of  jasper  betvreen  the 
panels,  the  miradeft  in  fretwoHc  of  aUba^ter  beneath 
it,  the  golden  hosi,  the  stqre  of  wax-like  marble,  the 
agate  candlesticks,  each  with  a  lighted  candle,  the 
rich  paintings  on  the  wall  on  cither  side,  the  nunrors 
of  burnished  silvci,  these  1  mention  but  in  passing, 
yet  each  was  mai^^ellous  in  its  beauty  and  of  its  kind. 

The  earlier  part  of  August  was  an  anniversary  of 
gieat  impfj|-ta]u:e  in  tlie  college. 

In  the  first  place,  the  return  of  Ihc  Jesuits  \o  Suita 
Fe  had  taken  place  on  the  hfth.  On  the  sixth  came 
tlie  Transfiguration  of  Our  Lord,  and  on  the  seventh 
tlu*    '  Name  of  Jesuf^/* 
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Then,  after  an  interval  o£  three  days,  came  the 
feast  of  San  Loreiuo,  patron  saint  of  an  important 
parish  in  Santa  Fe  and  name?^ke  of  the  Bishop. 

It  had  been  the  custom,  tnt  llje  day  of  the  Trans- 
^garation,  to  hold  mass  bolh  morning  and  evening, 
and  for  several  year^  past  Padre  fgnacio's  presence 
in  the  pulpit,  the  charm  of  tiis  voice  and  manner 
and  high  intelligence,  had  attracted  a  smalt  gathering 
o(  outsiders  to  the  chapel  on  this  anniveisaiy. 

The  sermon,  instead  of  being  dehvered  immcdi- 
atcly  after  the  gospel,  was  reserved  for  those  who 
cho*c  to  stay,  whidi  most  people  did;  for  to  stroll 
down  the  hill  through  Cinco  CAminos  shortly  before 
bedtime  in  August,  especially  when  the  moon  is  at 
the  full  a.tid  the  west  wind  is  gently  blowing  from 
the  orange  groves,  is  a  penance  passing  easy  to  under- 
go. To  the  aged  it  is  more  eloquent  than  the  sermon, 
and  tells  them  of  their  God ;  to  the  young  it  Is  a 
madrigal,  and  wliisppts  of  thrir  lov^. 

The  Father  Rector  being  in  Sevilla,  it  fell  to  the 
lot  cf  Padre  Martinez  to  preach.  The  Cataiin  was 
kneeling  in  a  dark  side  scat,  not  lar  from  the  altar, 
awaiting  the  conclusion  of  the  mass.  The  third  part 
of  the  ser\nce  had  t>egun, 

Tlie  officktiiig  priest,  making  tlie  sign  of  the  cross 
with  the  paten,  had  laid  the  wafer  upon  the  corporal. 
On  the  Epistle  side  of  the  altar  the  deacon  was  pre- 
paring the  wine  ;  the  sub-deacon  was  waiting  with  the 
water.  Thi'ee  candles  burned  upon  the  right  hand 
of  the  altar,  three  upon  the  left,  but  there  wetr  nearly 
a  score  of  tall  silver  cjnd]estic;k&  with  huge  lighted 
candles  close  to  the  altar  on  dther  side. 

Amongst  the  congregation  were  Coma,  Dofia  Feljpa, 
and  Susana. 
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Odcc  or  tiAicc  duriBg  the  acrvioc  Dafia  Fcli|>a, 
Icftnini;  towards  Cania,  had  managed  to  whisper 
gomelhiriff  in  h?r  ^ar.  Each  time  th;tt  she  did  this, 
her  wofxU  produced  an  expression  of  still  drrjKT  dis- 
trait ill  die  youn^  girrs  lace.    Each  time,  ako.  the 

let  wom^n   seemed,   with   a   scarcely   perccpt^lc 

lie,  to  aw.iit  some  development  or  reply,  her  eyes 
resting  upon  Cama's  lace  intently,  then  turning  to- 
wards the  altar. 

Slowly,  likrd  a  tired  jienditluin,  the  cennr  swayed 
from  side  to  side ;  up  rose  the  hca\'>'  wreathing  smoke 
of  exorcised  irankinccasc,  smoke  whereby  every 
Illusion  that  the  Enemy  uses  to  assault  the  soul  and 
body  may  be  put  to  fliRht.  The  fomi  of  the  ac61yt« 
who  *iwurg  the  censer  stood  out  againat  the  back- 
ground of  candles  like  some  UrgR  blot,  his  robe  and 
features  invisible,  his  outline  marked  by  a  dazfling 
fringe  of  slender  lines,  a  hoar-tro^t  oi  golden  light. 
The  impenetrable  darkness  of  the  chapel  wcmed 
to  Cama  to  be  Listening.  Out  in  that  bbeknea 
beyond  the  faintly  looming  pillars  the  Enemy  him* 
self  might  be  vratching.  and  Iitaring  what  vos 
pa?i*ine  \^>nder  at  the  altar.  In  the  unseen  rafters 
of  the  roof  a  myriad  of  black  e^^ea  and  ears  might  be 
marking  e\'efy  movement  of  the  priest,  ei'ery  uo^iiqwr 
o\  the  novice*- 

Having  kiss^  the  altar*  the  priest  tumetl  towards 
the  people,  and,  stretching  out  his  hand5,  said. 
"  Brethren »  pray  that  my  sacrifice  and  yours  may 
be  acceptable  to  God  the  Father  Almighty." 

Cama  could  not  reply, 

A  daik  spiriU  swiifly  falliri^  towards  her  from  the 
black  loof,  held  her  lips  together  and  would  not  let 
her  ^cak, 
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"May  (III?  Loid  rt'ccive  the  saaificr  iitim  tliv  h^mtk, 
tn  Ihr  pmlsc  ^nd  g1or>'  of  His  name,  And  io  our  benefit, 
and  to  that  of  aU  His  Holy  Church." 

Again  Carna  tried  to  join  in  the  rcsponso.     In  vain  J 

She  Eell  that  Dona  Felipa  had  noticed  the  omisfijon, 
she  knew  that  her  €j*es  were  bent  upon  her.  She  M\ 
that  the  Siviour  at  Ihe  ;dUr  had  lAdited  for  her  reply 
with  glowing  sorrow.  Tt  wm  not  that  she  would  not, 
it  was  thAt  5he  ttuM  not  join  in  the  response.  This 
black  fiend,  she  could  rot  shake  him  ofl ;  he  held  her 
hpF  with  jeering  determination,  When  he  releAwd 
hrr,  it  wa(i  loo  late  to  do  anj^hing  but  moiin. 

"  Let  us  pray/*  said  the  priest. 

Then  arose  a  niurmurins:  aH  around  her.  whibt  the 
people  bowed  their  lieads,  whb^pcrin^  their  m>'Stenous 

And  still  gbe  was  smitten  dumb.  Slie  could  only 
press  her  hands  tr>gethcr  and  choke  and  Iri-mblp- 

If  Christ  knew  that  she  was  there,  did  lie  resent  her 
presence  ? 

Then  c-ame  the  Canon  of  the  Mass,  The  Host  was 
elevated,  and  the  bell  rang  thrice. 

"  For  this  is  My  body  f  " 

She  trembled  and  almost  sobbed.  Tn  that  sfill  and 
awful  moment  after  the  ringing  of  the  altar  bell,  with 
every  head  bowed,  every  voice  hushed,  flh«  could  not 
concentrnte  her  attention  upon  the  Host- 
She  w;l<  thinking  miserably  and  aimlessly  of  some 
awful  calamity  that  hoven^  above  hex,  high  np  m 
(he  thick  mystery  among  the  rafters. 

Surely  that  vast  weight  of  coal-black  night  that 
hong  like  a  mystie  pall  above  the  chapel  could  not  be 
innocent!  Jait  as  it  absorl>ed  the  dt^piirtln^  »mok€ 
of  incense  and  ate  up  Llie  fragile  light  of  tiie  altar 
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candles  that  seemed  so  far  away*  so,  nJao,  it  gathered 
into  its  iftH>mb  th«  mcst  trivi;j  details  of  this  solemn 
mr^ss,  and  always  appeared  to  be  Iwtening,  Ibtenmg, 

At  Length  the  Ma^s  viB*^  ended*  A  few  people  rose 
and  Icit. 

Padre  Martinez  went  into  the  pulpit ;  t^jdc  his 
face  was  a  %m^\e  wax  candle. 

Hf  prayed  ajid  crcs&ed  bimself,  then  he  <!oaunenced 
ills  homtJy,  Tlie  concltision  of  the  M;uiiS.  the  nM>v4> 
luents  of  the  priest,  the  climbing  of  Padre  Martinez 
into  the  pulpit — all  had  seemed  to  p^%  dimly  bciorc 
Cama's  eyes  as  in  a  trance. 

Now  she  began  to  listen.  She  could  not  pray,  bat 
she  cQuld  listen. 

Commencing  with  the  subject  of  the  da.y,  the  Trans- 
figuration of  Our  U>Td,  Padre  Martinez^  by  an  easy 
sequencei  led  to  the  blessings  of  seli^sacri^oe,  the  p;lory 
of  conquering  the  flesh. 

At  first  lie  sp<Jke  of  men.    Then — 

"Not  ordy  hww/' siiid  he,  '*^cre  deficient  in  that 
moral  fortitude  which  enables  the  spirit  to  stand 
trinmphant  and  victonous  with  one  foot  upon  the  Acsb, 
but  cultuTed  women,  even  those  who  seemed  to  the 
world  so  devoted  to  their  Master  %$  to  scorn  all  material 
pleasures  on  this  earlh,  were  often  the  worst  ofTendera." 

And  then  he  went  on  to  compare  the  unhesitating 
sacrifice  made  by  the  Shepherd,  with  tlie  selhsb  re* 
tuctancG  diitplayed]  on  occa^ion^,  by  His  Hock. 

He  p;tmted  the  dreadful  agonies  upon  the  anou, 
psLittin^  betwrrn  mu-h  jirriiMl  and  the  next  \o  \r\  his 
congregation  gaze  upon  the  marveUoua  sculpture  above 
the  altar. 

Then,  from  the  scmi-obscurily  of  the  pulpit,  where 
416 


4 


4 
I 


THR  PAGAN  AT  THE  SHRINE 

thfl  nngle  candle  ftjme  cast  a  yelloivish  glow  upon  the 
speaker'!^  upHlted  lund.  his  deep  voice  wouU  s.QleinnJy 
oonjufe  tliem  all  to  think  of  the  awful  f^it  that  h^d 
betAilcD  the  Redeemer* 

"  Who,  aft«r  rcolixin^  it,  could  hesitate  to  ckny 
himself  the  gratilication  of  his  dearest  heart's  desire, 
it,  so  hr  it,  that  the  glory  of  God  rwimrrd  it  ?  '  Who 
flhati  separate  us  from  the  love  of  CJirist  ?  Shall 
tribulation  or  dbtrcss.  or  persecution  or  famine,  or 
nakedness,  or  perils  or  swcrd  ?  As  it  is  written.  For 
Thy  sake  we  are  killed  all  the  day  long ;  we  are  ac- 
counted as  sheep  for  the  slaughter.  Nay,  in  all  tbe^a 
ihin^  we  are  more  than  conquerors  through  Him  that 
lovftd  us  I ' 

^'  Ah  1  How  little  did  some  people  realixe  what  was 
the  greatest  joy  upon  this  earth  ?  How  little  did  tho 
selfish  multitude  think  that  a  joy  comparable  10  the 
infinite  joy  of  paradBe  was  here  awaiting  us  if  only 
we  would  grasp  it!  All  human  joys  werecvancscenL 
In  anticipation  they  gave  much  promise;  when  rcal- 
ifcd.  they  were  hollow  and  disgusting.  Vet  there 
was  one  joy  attainable  upon  this  earthy  oh  I  a  mighty 
joy,  which  partook  not  of  this  nature/' 

The  speaker  pausetl,  and  in  Ihe  reflection  of  the 
altar  li|;ht5  he  saw  that  all  the  dim  face»  were  turned 
towards  him.  The  body  of  the  chapel  was  void  of 
light  and  sound- 
There  was  one  face  which  was  covered  by  a  pair  of 
trembling  liands. 

"Tlii-%  joy,  then,  what  was  it  ?     Alasl  it  needed  a 

Uttlc  courage  to  attain  it,  and  tliusit  wa^  that  so  tcvr 

might  ever  reach  it.    Only  a  little  poor  strug^ing 

courage  of  self-denial  1    This  wa&  all  the  preface  I  " 

When  he  came  to  tliese  wordti  he  spuke  with  a  quiet 
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scomfiil  pity  of  human  weakness,  a  tone  of  luidni 
and  yet  almost  of  amuMineDt.    Tlien  he  wfnt  on. 
"TbcTC  wcTc  very  few  tlierc  before  him  but 
acme  worldly  pursuit  or  pleasure  which  was  out  of 
keeping  i*iTh  their  lo»p'€  of  Chmt,    Some  proelivity 
or  mcliiiation  or  affection  uliich  rausrd  the  Ri 
to  look  down  upon  thcni  with  a  heavy  heart. 

*'Lct  them  conquer  this  defect,  let  them  wrestled 
with  ftnd  o\-eicoinc  it.  glorying  in  the  pain  inflicted 
upon  the  iiesb-  Then,  when  the  spirit  stood  triumphant 
and  looked  down  upon  the  flesh  where  it  lay  WTithing 
and  vanq^nshrii,  tkal  w;l-^  tht^  greatest  and  most  lusting 
joy  attainable  upon  this  earth.  To  look  upon  the 
Saviour  where  He  hung  upon  the  Cross  and  say, '  Dear 
Jesus,  to-day  have  I  pierced  m>'S€lf  ever  so  little, 
yet  1  have  pierced  myself.  Not  as  they  pierced  Thy 
lovely  limbs  and  side  and  hands.  Yet  have  t  punched 
the  flesli,  and  behnld,  my  spirit  rejoices  iM^yond  all 
understanding  I  Ali  t  mi^^ht  they  live  to  revd  in 
that  moment !  Might  tlicy  one  day  know  what  it  was,^ 
this  ble^ed,  ble^ed  chastisement/*  H 

When  ihe  priest  said  this  he  saw  that  the  face  which 
had  been  covered  by  the  hands  was  bent  towards  like 
ground.     Only  a  trembling  mantilla  could  be  seen. 

"What  were  we  told  ol  Saint  Agnes }  That  she 
gued  with  a  mighty  gloating  upon  the  fire  and  racks 
and  instruments  that  her  persecutors  were  prepohn^;. 
'*\Vhat  were  we  told  of  SainI  Pauht  ?  Saint  Paula, 
at  firel.  was  weak.  Her  mind  w;»*  wliolly  absorbed 
in  earthly  love  of  her  own  husband.  She  did  not  di»^ 
cem  the  secret  attachments  of  her  hcartj  nor  (eel  the 
weight  of  her  own  chains  ;  she  had  neither  courage  to 
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brrak  theni,  nor  light  wTicrcby  1o  lake  a  clear  and  difi* 
tinct  view  of  her  poverty  and  misciy. 

*'  Cod,  com  passional  in^  her  weakness,  was  pleased 
in  H19  Diercy  to  open  her  eyes  by  violence,  AtiiX  sent 
tier  the  greatest  afllictjon  that  could  befaU  her,  in  the 
dtvith  of  hct  hushiind.  Her  grief  was  immoderate 
until  such  time  as  she  was  encoumgcd  to  devote  herself 
totally  to  God,  Paula  erected  in  her  heart  the  standard 
of  the  cross  oi  Jesu3  Christ,  and  courageously  resolved 
to  wdk  ailtr  it." 

He  then  went  on  to  speak  with  «comful  pity  of  thost 
gnfHJ  souls  who  thoiEglit  tlial  our  love  for  Christ  ^hould 
be  fair-weather  love- 

'*  Let  not  those  who  flattered  themselves  that 
godliness,  so  long  as  it  were  easy,  was  all  that  was 
deiiianded  of  us.  No  doubt  some  people  existed  who 
thought  that  a  pleasant  walk  to  church  once  or  twice 
a  week,  a  few  spare  reals  in  charity,  a  nightly  tilling 
of  the  rosar>',  were  till  thai  was  needed.  WTiy,  friends, 
what  an  easy  goal  to  win  is  the  Kingdom  oi  Heaven  f " 

Padre  Martinet  abnost  broke  into  a  Uugb»  so  that 
every  one  knew  that  his  words  were  spoken  tn  ironyn 
The  smile  died  away  before  he  ^poke  jigain- 

"  Wliat  did  Christ  answer  to  the  rich  young  man 
who  came  to  Him  seeking  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven  ? 
Simply  to  give  up  the  one  thing  (hat  he  held  dearest 
upon  this  earth  1 " 

Aye  I  To  surrender  one's  nches  1  That  she  could 
do.  But  utterly  to  forsake  her  iover  ?  hfiglif  God 
have  mercy  upon  her ! 

"  The  rich  man  must  d^crt  his  wealth,  the  father  his 
son,  the  daughter  her  mother,  the  mother  hex  child, 
the  wife  her  husband.'* 

A)i.  drt^idful  vuW  of  darkness  f    What  is  this  tha 
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thou  hast  been  hiding  in  thy  womb  ?  The  horTor  of 
last  ni^t,  awaiting  her  in  the  chapel  I 

"Qiooael" 

The  preacher  hod  not  pronounced  that  wofd.  Whcttcc 
bad  ;t  come  ?  She  looked  towards  the  ahar,  tremtded, 
and  undrrtvxid. 

''What  ails  Ihec,  cliild  ?  "  whUpered  Doi\a  Felipa, 
holding  her  fc^  the  arm. 

The  priest  noted  this  slight  movemctit  although  the 
liglit  wait  dim,  and  paused  to  look  down  at  them. 

Alter  tJie  sermon  wa»  over  the  organist,  by  permis- 
sion of  Padri*  Mattint'i,  mn<itnnl  at  his  scat,  playing 
as  tn  a  nrveric,  gliding  from  mass  to  sonata,  from 
sonata  back  again  to  mass. 

His  gown  changed,  hisjn]c^^y^tly  knitted  in  a 
pensive  frown,  the  CataUn  pnfet  %*as  posing  out  of 
the  chapel  when  a  noiice  whispered  to  him.  Padre 
Maitinei  niised  his  eyebrows. 

**  To  confess  }  At  this  hour  ?  "  he  said  in  apparent 
surfrise. 

"  Yes." 

*' Who  is  she?" 

Yfrt  before  the  question  left  his  lips  the  piiest  had 
told  himself  the  answer.  Tlie  fii>vi<'«  jioiiiled  to  a 
confessional  bcTC,  abreast  of  a  dark  pillar.  Padre 
Marlines  recognised  Cama  kneeling  bc»dc  it.  The 
no\'tcc,  at  a  sign  of  dinnii^sal,  turned  and  went  away. 
The  last  of  the  congregation  had  departed.  The 
Jesuits  were  slowly  filing  out. 


The  chapel  was  deserted. 

Up  in  the  organ  gallery  a 
reflected  alonj^  the  dull  metal 
the  nimbling  chords  roee  up  into  the  daiik 
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DreamilVi  moumiully,  the  organ  played,  now  growing 
bolder,  now  sinking  into  a  dirge. 

A  novice  $tood  by  tlie  org:iiiist,  and  when  this  novice 
moved  Irom  side  to  side,  the  gllmnier  of  the  candle 
disappeared,  and  a  gigantic  shadow  robbed  the  walls 
and  pdlara  oi  what  littk  light  had  been  ijprcad  upon 
them  from  the  back. 

On  th?  Hast  side,  however,  a  white  glow  fell  npon 
these  pillars  from  (he  allar.  A  novice  came  in  at  the 
chapd  door  to  put  oiit  the  c^indles.  He  carried  a 
liglited  taper  to  gnide  him  in  the  sacristy  and  upon 
his  return- 
Then,  seeing  the  priest  in  the  confc^ional  bending 
towards  the  fretwork  grating  and  the  kneeling  jkenitent 
out»de,  he  paused  for  a  moment  in  surprise. 

Fadrc  Martinez  caught  the  glminicr  of  the  lighted 
taper  on  tlie  wood-work  and  lookcij  up.  His  eyes  met 
those  of  tike  young  priest,  who  seemed  to  hesitate. 

Tlie  older  priest  raised  one  h^nd  to  the  window  of 
the  box,  the  forefinger  stiffened,  the  oUier  ftngeni 
closed.  He  cautiously  shook  this  hand  from  aide  to 
side,  looking  down  throui;h  the  grating,  as  cbc  motions 
away  an  intruder  when  a  hah  b  about  to  bite. 

The  novice  turned  round.  He  undertfiood  that  the 
altar  waa  to  remain  lighted.  But  still  he  did  not  move. 
Pddre  MartuLCJc  luuked  up  i|tiiL-kly, 

The  novice  was  pointing  to  the  oigan  gallety.  In 
dumb  show  he  was  asking  if  he  should  stop  the  practice. 

Padre  Martinez  seemed  to  thmk  for  a  moment,  then 
Ehook  bid  great  forefinger  again  and  pointed  to  the 
door.  The  novice  blew  out  the  taper,  looked  towards 
the  ultar,  rapidly  weal  down  iijkql  une  knee  and 
cTOKted  himaelf.  Tlien  he  went  out  and  pulkd  the 
red  curtains  togetbcj.    The  brass  ring^  sounded  along 
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rtic  pole,  the  m3f«ive  latch  of  the  door  wflfi  h^^rd 
(all  stealthily  in  its  socket »  the  organ  mniblcd  gently 
and  cvcr>thin$  ebe  was  silent  and  expectant,  deso! 
and  awful. 

The  Jesuit  was  speaking  Ibroiigli  the  grating. 

"  Even  Ihis  will  He  forgKc,  for  His  mcicy  i*  boun- 
teous, His  love  all- pervading,  and  Hb  sufferance 
equal  mth  His  might." 

Cama.  with  her  hands  upon  the  sill  and  her  f; 
buried  in  her  hands,  wn&  fjently  sobbing. 

"  Yet  even  lo  the  Immen^ty  of  His  sufferuice 
there  is  a.  ttmif,  rise  wxmid  thr  htMvinis  lie  pec>]i1«^ 
with  atheists  and  infidels." 

Cama  trembled. 

''  And  there  is  one  who  may  not  go  thither,  (or  he 
doomed  to  Hell  I '' 

"lAyt    iDiosmlol" 

"To  HeJl  tverlasling  and  most  profound.  Hi 
vrhere  tlie  conscious  senses  aie  imprisoned  with  th^ 
corpse  to  watch  its  slow  putrefaction  and  go  mad  witfl 
the  nameless  horrors  of  the  grave;  HHl,  wlnma*  the 
dumb  spirit  is  allowed  to  wander  ^rd  rc^d,  in  the  minds 
of  the  nearest  and  dearest  left  behind,  suspicions  oi 
such  foiJnesfi  of  itself  th;il  it  (lees  shuddering  back  to 
Hell  Ji3  to  a  liome;  Hell,  where  one sitsand  sees  dread 
tragedies,  murders,  suicides,  executions,  all  of  those 
whom  one  loved  best  on  earth — a  word  would  atop  the 
knife  or  save  the  prisoner,  and  that  one  word  b  the 
wortl  Ihat  may  not  be  spokvn  ;  Hell,  whwe  Ifjr  myriad 
tortures  of  the  flesh  we  know  arc  blessed  comfort 
compared  with  the  tortured  imagination  of  the  lallcn. 
To  this  Hell— your  lo^'er  is  doomed  by  God.  And 
naught  may  save  him." 

"  It  cannot  be." 
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"'CaimotM  It  isl  God  Himsell  has  spoWen  to 
you  ard  h.is  given  you  a  sign." 

'*  Yet  He  is  3  raerciiul  God," 

"  Moat  merciful." 

"  And  He  would  send  my  husband  to  this  Hell  1 " 

"  Aye  !    You  do  not  know  tlie  wo»t  of  him." 

"TeUincI" 

"  It  is  too  b;t5e  to  (ell  you  in  this  place/' 

"That  he  blasphemed?" 

"  Aye  I     Ut  us  not  talk  oi  it," 

"  Why— so  did  /  blaspheme  I  " 

"  And  you  are  forgiven." 

"  Tlien  so  shodd  he  be/* 

"  His  blasphemy  was  too  appalling." 

"  i  have  affronted  the  Saviour.  Are  there  degrsH 
in  such  icviling  ?  ** 

*'  Betwixt  yours  and  his,  yes!  The  diffei^nce  be- 
tween vrnial  sin  and  mortal,  between  temporary 
punishment  and  ctemaj.  l»r(w?^en  Purgatory  and  Hell  " 

"  Yet  my  sin  was  without  provocation.    And  Ms  ?  " 

"  Mo3l  foul  and  wanton  1 " 

These  sombre  words  came  slowly  through  the 
gratuig  and  seemed  to  chill  her,  for  she  vliuddL-red  at 
them.  Spoken  in  a  tone  that  was  not  loud,  yet  spoken 
with  snch  intensity  that  one  might  have  heard  Ihcm 
at  the  altar»  they  echoed  through  the  shadows  ol  the 
chapel  like  some  awful  accusation  before  Co<fs 
throne> 

And,  to  Girna,  such'they  were. 

Whiht  the  peniii^it  knrll  ebbing  in  sDence  the 
priest  watched  her  bowed  head  thiough  the  grating. 
Not  callously,  gloatingly*  or  cruelly,  but  simply  with 
that  intense  obsci%-ation  peculiar  to  Padre  Martincx 
when  btmt  upon  a  purpose.    Evidently  he  bad  con- 
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eluded,  vrluitever  might  be  hb  objtct  in  that  moment, 
that  it  was  bcdt  not  to  intemipt. 

An  onlooker  mi^ht  ;Oniost  tuivc  imagined  that  tboGC 
eager  black  eyes  h:\il  not  only  pierced  th«  lattice  aad 
the  mantitU,  but  that  ificy  had  focn^^  themselves 
in  the  bniin  beneath  that  trembling  sheen  of  hair. 

Just  as  the  chcuiist  watches  the  ch^ngiDg  colour 
in  tiis  test-tube,  expectant  but  possionkse.  so  Padfe 
Martinez  seemed  to  be  patiently  obsening  the  current 
of  ner\'oiB  ideas  and  impulses  that  ebbed  and  Aotircd 
beneath  hisgar-e. 

No  sign  oJ  disappointment  or  surprise  showed  in 
his  iace  vihcn  the  next  ol  these  impubea  proved  to  be 
one  of  rebellion.  The  eyes  fccmcd  to  have  anlidpAted 
it.  They  merely  noted  its  manner  of  dev^opment 
with  studious  interest, 

Cama  raised  her  Uce  and  lifted  her  haiKb  to  the 
grating  above  hci  head,  clinging  to  it  uncooftciously 
aa  though  it  were  the  Rock  of  Ages. 

"  Then— if  he  be  doomed  to  HeU— " 

'  H'A^.mydiild?" 

'*  Let  me  go  tool"  

Cama  commenced  to  laugh.  It  KKinded  meet  bv^ 
riblc  through  the  dark  chapeJ,  The  organist  paused 
to  bsten.  The  Jesuit  came  from  th«  confessiooal 
and  caught  her  by  ihe  wrist,  ciying  "  Hush  I "  and 
looking  ai  her  steadily.  She  obeyed,  for  his  eye» 
subdued  her. 

After  a  pause  Padre  Martinet  spoke — 

*' '  Let  yoii  go  too,'  my  cliild  ?  And  even  if  you 
migTit,  do  you  think  that  this  awful  problem  ^lich 
flod  biy%  before  you  may  thus  be  satisfied  P  Do  you 
think,  perchance,  that  with  the  sacrifice  of  your  inno- 
cent and  insignilkant  self— a  grain  of  sand  dong  God's 
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shore  of  $o\i]fi— do  you  think  It  is  ihus  that  His  Awful 
will  IS  carried  out  ?  " 

"  Oh,  remember  tliat  I  am  tatlictl<:9S.  Alone  in  this 
world  and  at  tltc  macy  of  those  who  arc  rending  my 
heart  I  Oh,  think,  is  this  the  operation  of  some  all- 
wise  ph>"siciaii,  that  batchers  my  flesh  to  save  my  hfe } 
Or  is  it  the  working  of  a  cnme  more  black  and  merci- 
less than  all  the  foul  treachery  of  hell  in  holy  gube  ?  " 

'*  This,  this,  in  this  pUcc,  in  this  confessional  ?  " 

"Ayet  If  God  demand}  of  mc  this  sach^ce,  why 
should  its  naming  $mcll  so  foul  in  His  nostrils  ^  To 
my  lover,  whose  wife  1  have  sworn  to  be  {and  before 
God  he  is  my  husband),  what  ymi  ar^k  of  me — his 
instant  supplanting — tliis  15  for  him  a  treachery  as 
foul  as  liell  it^f,  and  do  >'ou  not  know,  good  fatli^r, 
that  it  may  end  in  more  than  weeping  }  " 

Padre  Martincit  fviu^cd,  and  tlien,  as  though  obeyio^ 
some  weU<aJculated  move,  waved  his  hand  imperiously 
towards  the  rhnjx-l  door,  frowiiiiig  i[|>iiii  ht-r  with  a  look 
of  wrath  and  indignation. 

"  Ah,  no  I  no !  no  !  "  sobbed  Cama,  as  the  reaction 
surged  over  her.  and  she  stru^lcd  towards  the  Jesuit 
on  ber  kneee^ 

"Woman I"  he  cried,  still  wrathful,  and  holding 
up  his  hand.  '*  You  spoke  of  iU  heini^  an  operation, 
that  butchers  your  suffering  flesh  to  save  your  spiritiial 
life.  When  will  your  poor  dim  ught  look  outwards 
beyond  tl»  narrow  |ule  of  himian  ^Ifi&hness  P  Can 
you  not  &ec  how  mighty  an  issue  cttperuk  upon  your 
action  ?  '  To  save  your  Life ! '  Aye,  that  it  tpiU  do, 
but  that  is  incidcntaL  You  are  asked  to  make  a 
sacrifice  and " 

"  You  ask  me  to  do  that  which  1  have  not  strength 
to  carry  out.    Father,  dear  father,  you  tell  me  to  do 
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something  beyond  my  poor  wQL    To  mc  it  is 
What  you  ask  oE  me  i«  destth." 

"' '  To  Ikt  carnally  minded  b  death/  May  God 
yoa  to  better  pcnr^tkm,  my  child.  DirccUy  He 
ft  haid  task  before  you.  it  is  time  for  your  poor 
and  soul  to  pGh5h  rather  than  Uiat  His  wiU  be 
What  value  all  your  proles&ions,  all  ^'our  prayer^ 
fasting,  penitence,  and  daily  chanty  ?  These  ara 
[Jivc:n4ijri»  Tjf  tl>t^  godly-  '  II  i«  not  tlieperMiri  vehopfO' 
fciscs  to  love  *  that  tovcs,  it  b  the  one  who  15  wiUing  to 
tuffcr  lor  that  lovc-  The  hour  has  come  in  which  lU 
calls  upon  His  faithiiU  one  to  work  His  will.  Wjtti^ 
loving  smile  He  awaits  her  gentli:  obedience.  His 
already  opened  to  i^onmiend  her,  saying,  '  Well 
thou  good  aihl  faithful  servaut/  And  this  is 
moment  that  you  choos^-inay  God  IwJp  us ! — in  which 
to  cry, '  Let  me  go  down  to  Hell  I '  " 

When  he  spoke  theu  la^  ^y>rdl  the  priest  bent  down 
and  \^u^ied  hoafselyi  tool;iiig  fearfully  towanfe 
the  altar,  and  Cama,  whose  cyrs  were  fnAtcncd  npaa 
him,  Idt  that  he  ^  as  trying  to  hide  her  sin,  to 
secretly  so  that  the  Saviour  might  not  bear. 

She  clasped  her  hands. 

"  And  so  long  as  I  be  in  Hell,  what  more  may 
do  lo  ene  ?  " 

*'Hush!" 

''What  matter  to  me  in  Hdl  that  1  have 
agaJnit  His  will,  ho^-  may |  Ay-y-y !  " 

Cama,  as  though  her  hysteria  were  mastering 
agiitn,  paf«cd  her  hand  acro^  her  cyi%  and  iittcfi 
sudden  wail  of  misery. 

'*  Come !    Comu  with  mc ! ''  said  I'adre  Martini 
and  raising  lier  from  her  knec»  Ite  led  her  gently  towi 
the  altar.    Twice  upon  the  way  Carna  halted  and' 
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covered  her  eyes  with  her  hands.  The  Glory  of 
Calvary  was  before  her.  She  trembled  as  »hc  drew 
n«ar«r  to  the  cross. 

On  the  steps  the  priest  knelt  and  ciofised  himGcU. 
Cama  did  fhr  same. 

**  l^t  us  both  pray  awlidcl ''  said  Padre  MartiiwJE. 
And  for  a  few  moments  he  closed  liis  eyes  and  crossed 
hh  hands  upon  his  breast. 

White  lilies,  blood-red  pacilicc^  and  spear  grass  in 
silver  vases  stood  upon  each  side  of  the  altsir  whence 
the  chalice  and  Hii^t  h^iil  lirrn  n-moved. 

Neither  at  these  nor  at  the  candles  nor  at  the  precious 
stones  did  Cama  look.  Her  eyes  met  those  of  the 
ima^e  oJ  Our  Lord. 

Presently  the  Jesuit  commenced  to  pray  aloud — 

"  Senor  Kue«lro»  look  do^^n  upon  tis  En  this  our 
hour  <if  trial  ;iiid  grant,  us  strength  whi^ri-with  to  it;Lnf! 
the  test  th.it  Thou  now  puttcst  upon  ns.  Watch  Thou 
Tliy  gold  that  is  passing  through  the  tuinacc*  Suffer 
it  not  to  periiih  and  turn  to  dross.  Tench  us.  before  it 
1k^  too  late,  th^it  each  soul  is  but  one  atom  of  the  whole, 
whicTi  here  below  is  separated  ni(o  parts,  and  hath  not 
tlicrcforc  the  right  to  liide  itself  m  Hell  for  lack  of 
courafje.  Steel  us,  O  Lord,  to  fi^ht  the  good  fight,  and 
let  us  not  quail  before  the  fint  proof  that  Tliou  givest 
Ujt,  Grant  us;  understanding,  beloved  S^iviour,  that 
we  m*ty  *ee  liow  the  carnal  love  is  but  giviTi  an  to  trj" 
our  strength.  Brat  down  the  pa&sions  of  the  flesh 
which  compass  us  about,  illuminate  cur  path  and 
shew  us  lliy  kindly  hghtn  It  so  be  that  we  must 
wrestle  with  unclean  spirits,  tear  Tliou  off  their  cun^ 
nii^y  painted  masks.  Aid  us  to  know  the  Kvil  One 
when  we  meet  him  and  let  not  Satan  overcome  us  m 
treacherous  disgube.    Lend  us  Thy  hand  to  save  ua 
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from  i^omimous  dejeat,  for  the  ilcah  b  mucraUe  and 
cott'ardly  without  Thy  hdp." 

Cama  listi-ncxl  lo  thij»,  ;uid,  uhilftt  the  pneat  prayed 
the  image  M.^nncJ  to  turn  tli^  ry<«  upoo  him  to  hear 
what  he  should  say.  Then,  when  he  bad  ceiL\rd.  the 
eycfl  iOowly  turned  to  Caxna  and  looked  upon  her 
sorrowfully  and  tenderly,  as  though  the  Redeemer 
were  filled  with  pity  to  overfioviing  at  the  a^oy 
within  her  heart.  Yet  in  tlie  eye*  of  thr  imaf^,  and 
in  the  e>~cs  of  Padm  M^itiiiei,  there  secnuxl  to  t>e  tbis 
patient  nwaning— 

"  This,  our  beloved  daughter,  will  triumph  in  the 
fif;!it.  Thouf:h  this  be  the  hour  of  her  bitterness, 
soon  coRieth  the  hour  of  her  prevailing.  Now  shall 
«he  realize  (!inl  glory  of  all  glories  upon  Ibis  earth, 
the  glory  ai  Tiihiiry,  \ht.  t(3*titsy  of  the  Crose,  the 
torture  of  the  flesh  turned  to  supcmatara]  joy" 

Padtc  Martinet  was  standing  erect.  He  bad  drawn 
closer  to  the  altar,  ajid  lumiofi  his  bead  round  to 
Cama,  motioned  with  his  hand  towards  the  right-hand 
panel* 

"  l«ook  1 ''  Miid  he,  "  how  the  hrhivecl  Saviour  suOeivd 
in  I[i5  hour  cf  trial.  Think  >-ou  that  He  did  not  pass 
through  tar  more  bitter  pangs  than  t  bosc  >'ou  are  cndnr* 
log  ?  For  my  pcut  I  cannot  but  believe  Uial  the 
grater  agony  of  Our  Lord  was  in  the  garden,  rather 
than  \ipc:n  the  cro^,  and  that  th«  nnlicipation  of  His 
woe  was  ii\x  more  awf\il  than  tite  woe  itself, 

"Look  how  He  sM-cats  ^rcat  drops  of  blood.  As 
yet  He  u  passing  throught  Uie  \-alley  of  the  shadow  ol 
Death.  His  glory  as  ^xt  unseen.  But  a  littte  while 
and  the  holy  lust  of  self-^crificc  lAill  come  upon  Him. 
Then  wpl  h\\s  gentle  e>'e  grow  calmer.  His  foot  more 
film  as  He  treads  the  Judgment  Hall  in  front  of  Pilate. 
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» 


Look  where  the  Hc^mtin^s  are  coming,  lh<:  tight  glitter* 
ing  upon  their  £pcars,  and  look  at  the  iaisc  Judas 
Approaching  to  betray  Him  with  a  kUs. 

"  And  for  what  reason  did  Jud^  betray  His  Master  ? 
Even  for  an  e:irtlJy  U)ve,  the  love  of  gold.  He  foiuul 
not  suflicient  strength  to  prevail  agunst  temptation, 
the  tlesh  overcame  hini>  even  ojs  it  strives  and  tussles 
to  overcome  you.  Wdl  you  also  betray  your  Master 
for  earthly  brilses  ?  '* 

"  I  Seiior  niio !  "  murmured  Cama  with  her  eyes 
riveted  upon  the  face  of  the  image  and  her  handa 
crossed  upon  her  bosom. 

And  then  after  a  pause — 

"ijesijsmiol" 

Ttars  were  rapidly  following  each  other  down  her 
chcrkfi.  yet  her  features  were  not  convulsed.  This 
v»-ccping  was  terrible  to  behold,  it  was  terrible  as  a 
swe^t  of  blood. 

Padre  Martinez  paused  for  some  moments  to  maik 
this  alterations  Then,  with  a  lower  and  more  impres&ive 
voice,  in  a  pause  between  the  swellings  of  the  organ,  be 
went  on — 

''Look3*onderl" 

Hi^  hand  was  raised  towards  the  central  crucifix. 
The  Christ,  once  more,  seemed  to  live  and  move.  The 
body  wearily  writhed  against  the  nails  in  agony. 

The  flpsh  around  the  wounds  was  ashen  where  it 
was  not  daubed  with  blood,  and  almost  seemed  as 
tlKmgh  it  were  battling  with  Corruption  and  casting 
him  off  by  supematural  aid, 

"  1  see  the  Son  of  Man,"  said  Padre  Martlnei,  letting 
hi«  ami  fall  by  his  side  and  h:;1f  clusing  \m  eyes  a*» 
though  looking  into  the  far  East ;  "  I  bc«  the  Son  of 
Man— Uc  stands  before  Pilate.  It  ts  a  warm  summer's 
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day,  th«  heat  his  bcc-n  parcJiing,  )ti5l  as  it  has  to-day. 
Around  the  halt  ^nd  windoivs  surges  an  angty,  thinty] 
crowcj,  thirsty  for  blood.  And  a  low  munnuring  like 
the  distant  humming  of  bees  comes  threat csiingly 
across  the  Judgment  HaJl  and  Pilate  has  ttimed  paio- 
He  has  spoken  ;t^in  tu  the  mnh,  ii^ian  nnrivn  bacJc  a 
mighty  deafening  roar,  '  Cnicify  Him  !  * 

*^  He  calls  lor  a  basin  of  water  and  washes  llts  hands, 
trembling  and  looking  upon  the  dear  Saviour,  Whose 
eyes  ore  cast  down. 

"  Thej'  lead  Hiro  away ;  th«y  strip  Him,  and  ctowd 
Him  with  ihomH ;  Uiey  i^pil  \i\xm  Huit.ftmiUf  Him  and 
mock  lliia/' 

P;^drc  Martijiei  paused  and  looked  upon  Cania. 
She  was  tretnbhng, 

*'  A^^ii  I  see  Him.  He  is  stretched  upon  the  crc69. 
From  the  st^ething  mob  around  there  me$  a  6erce  roar 
of  exultation.  The  soldiers  beat  them  back.  Two 
soldiers  are  bcoding  o\'cr  the  Saviour,  one  holds  a 
great  nail  over  Hi&  dear  hand,  down  corner  the  hammer, 
once,  twice  and  ihiice.  The  »cjeam  of  mortal  agony 
is  drowned  by  the  hungry  howling  ol  the  multitude. 
Thi?  h^ind  is  firmly  nailed  to  the  wood.  Now  ihey  are  fll 
nailing  His  sides,  now  His  feet.  It  is  finished.  TJiey  " 
wipe  their  blood-red  hands,  throw  down  tlie  toob, 
spring  to  the  ropes  and  rear  the  cross  cm  high-  Look 
yonderl"  j 

And  once  agaiu  he  motiored  towards  the  crucifix*       ^| 

'' Tn  His  Ecet  n  nail,  through  t^^nh  liand  a  nail,  Jo  ~ 
each  side  a  nail.    \STiat  ait  our  pains  to  lliis  ?    This 
passing  of  the  Spirit  into  HelL  what  are  your  sorrows 
compared  with  such  awful  woe  ?  " 

A  dreadiu]  spasm  seemed  to  pass  across  the  Saviour^s 
face,  as  though  that  sixth  hour  had  come  when  the 
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should  be  darkrncd,  the  veil  of  the  temple  be  rent 
the  graves  of  the  dc^d  be  opened. 

"  This  He  suficrcd  (or  aU  of  us.  that  we  might  wj 
with  Hhn  in  paradise." 

"  [  Jesiis  mSo  I  " 

''  Is  there  aught  in  thb  life  vre  cannot  surrender  for" 
lo^-e  of  Him  ?  " 

The  facc>  its  spasm  passed,  seemed  to  turn  once  more 
towardii  Cama ;  the  eyes  looked  into  her  very  soul,  the 
expression  was  so  wondrously  beautiful  and  godliJc#» 
so  full  of  love  imd  tender  entreaty ;  the  lips  seemed  to 
be  parted,  as  though  in  the  act  of  beseeching  her- 

T^ic  Christ  seemed  to  be  telling  her  that  sJie  prolonged 
His  anguish,  that  He  mast  linger  writhing  ugajnst  the 
noils  until  her  selfish  persistence  be  overcome,  yet  cot 
to  take  heed  of  Him,  for  so  He  loved  her  that  gladly 
He  would  remain  in  growing  agony  to  ward  off  the 
moment  of  hei  punishment.  Though  graves  liad 
yawned,  rocks  had  t>eeQ  shattered*  and  the  earth 
plunged  into  utter  darkness  when  He  gave  up  tlvt 
gbost,  yet  nothing  should  interrupt  her  thoughts,  if  it 
pleased  lier  still  to  Iie^itate. 


Thus  went  Oima'*  feverish  meditations  and  shaped 
themselves  yet  more  vividly.  untU  the  trarsfigxuod 
expression  in  her  face  showed  that  she  was  imagining 
such  things  as  no  pen  can  portray. 

Suddt?nly  she  utt<^red  a  low  ciy  and  raised  her  annij 
towards  the  cruci&x. 

Fadi^  Martinez,  without  a  moment's  delay,  kncll 
down  b^ide  her. 

"  He  is  speaking  to  you.  child." 

"  I  know  I     I  know  I" 

"  His  hpi  move  1  " 
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»'IkiM>wl" 

•'  Listen !    What  b  it  He  bids  vou  do  ?  " 

•■  He  fa  telling  mc." 

"  Something  irrevocable  thai  iDAy  not  b«  gpr^e  bock 
npon  ID  die  \rtiik  liours  of  the  nioniui^." 

CaniaN  lipft  n-crc  parted  in  a  loving  smile,  her  arms 
held  out  (ow:ir(ifi  the  image  ol  her  dear  Saviour.  The 
words  she  heard  seemed  to  come  from  afar,  she  scarcely 
listened  to  than,  she  scarcely  knew  whether  it  was  the 
imsigr  spiMkmg  or  thr  pri'st.  She  only  knrw  that  she 
was  there  kneeling  to  Him,  adoring  Him,  her  heart 
yearning  lowarda  Hiro  with  more  intensity  than  had 
ever  s«cmcd  possible, 

"  To  send  away  your  bwr^  that  is  of  no  avail/'  The 
^ice  looked  so  steadily,  and  yet  so  lovingly  upon  her  I 

''To  replace  him>  and  replace  him  swiftly.  Thai  is 
the  only  way,  that  he  may  not  return." 

And  now  the  eyes  seemed  to  know  that  she  would 
do  it.  She  looked  down  upon  hersdf  as  from  iar  ofi, 
saw  herself  kneeling  there,  and  kiuw  that  she  would  do 
it  as  He  wished  . 

"A  letter!  Shall  I  bring  you  pen  and  paper  to 
the  step*  that  >x>ii  may  write  ?  Now  1  Kow,  at  once* 
whilst  yet  you  have  streiigihJ' 

The  priest,  ^ding  slie  did  net  in£weT>  gently  touched 
her  on  the  arm,  She  realized  that  it  was  he  who  had 
been  speaking  and  answered  him— 

"Nol     Hush  I" 

For  a  moment  they  both  were  silent.  Then  Cama 
spoke  in  a  whi^iper,  her  eyea  with  distended  pupils 
still  gazing  upon  the  Saviour,  and  the  priest,  bcDi^ng 
neaier,  eQiTiprcherKlc<l  that  tliese  word^  were  not 
meant  for  his  ears,  yet  now  and  again  C4iight  fragments 
of  what  she  was  sa>*ing, 
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'^And  I,  vile  bumon  worm,  would  have  doomed 
Th«c  to  linger  there— That  Thy  dear  will  may  be  done  \ 
— Bdoved  Jeails  of  ray  Mul—- Receive  Thou  the  tribute 
of  Thy  handmaideD—Yet  may  I  spore  Thee  one  drop 
of  blood  T  ;  Dios  niia !  Tliat  Hm  Ihing  s\um\t]  be  I 
How  can  the  great  God  thus  soficr  His  Lovely  One  to 
know  the  cold  sweat  of  death  I  " 

Without  looking  round  she  motioned  to  the  priefit, 
who  whisi>ered  that  he  was  near,  and  ^hc  bade  him 
caII  Susana. 

The  priest  stole  swiftly  down  tlie  abJe,  out  along  the 
corridor,  and  beckoned  to  Suaana,  calling  "  ah !  *'  and 
putting  liis  finger  upon  tm  lip». 

The  organ  was  gently  swelling  from  tlie  baas  of  a 
solemn  mass  as  they  went  up  the  dark  chnpel  toward* 
the  altar  lights  where  sparkled  the  gold  and  jaspers  over 
tiie  head  of  Cama,  the  image  still  looking  down  at 
her. 

Sosana  crossed  het^f,  then  bent  down  beside  her 
n^tress  upon  one  knee. 

Pfidre  Martinei  ^tood  aloof  in  tite  ftliadow  of  Ihi; 
rending  desk.  leaning  uric  arm  ;4>on  it,  hin  Wiick  eyes 
fixed  eagerly  upon  the  two  women. 

"  i  Susana  t  " 

"  What  IS  your  will,  Senora  ?  " 

*'  Take  the  carnage " 

"jVoy!" 

"  Seek  Diy  ^k  shawl,  my  mant^  de  Manila.** 

"  Yea.  Scfiora." 

"Hang  it  over  my  balcony — |  Lhoe  mio! — and — 
come  back  1 " 

CsttiTk  had  not  movrd  lier  eyt^.  Neither  had  Pjidrc 
Martinet.  Yet  tlie  image  seeined  to  watch  the  retreat* 
ing  figure  of  the  maid  as  she  rose,  bowed  to  the 

433  «B 


THE  PAGAN  AT  THE  SHRINE 

craa&x,  uid  <^to1e  down  pa&t  the  dark  pilUi»,  halt 
sobbing.  aQ  v^ondcring,  aiid  afraid. 

The  bljick  cy^  oi  the  CataUn  pviest  were  almost 
anxious  a^  he  stood  there  silentlv  watchini;  the  kncding 
penitent.  He  heard  Su«ana*£  quiet  footsteps  go  down 
tbr  diapd,  Ui?  clasb  uf  tlic'  rurtain  ni^  s3oDg  the  pole, 
the  door  pullrd  gmtly  to,  and  tike  massive  lati^i 
falling  with  a  cja^  into  its  socket,  fl 

^    Then  there  was  a  pause. 

The  org^n  lud  ceased,  and  inside  the  ehapd  the 
silence  was  so  prcloiuid  that  one  seemed  to  hear  the 
very  candles  burning.  Bi^yond  tlie  altar  tW.  darkness 
was  Dpptrssive,  pitiless,  cjtpt^t.tant. 

Through  one  of  the  open  ventilators  behind  the 
altar  could  be  dttnly  heard  the  sound  of  far-away 
merr^'mAking  in  Cinco  Caminos. 

I,as  Anim^iv  srjundcci  from  the  Cathedral  of  Santa  Fe 
and  went  booming  across  the  ^'ega,  Down  auni;  a 
gust  irom  the  mountains,  the  candles  guttered,  and  one 
ot  them  went  out. 

Padre  Maitine2,  watdiing  the  greasy  smc^c,  heard 
a  sound  of  lAbeels  outside  the  coUrge  w;i11.  The  car- 
riage mtn'ed  away  slowly  dowii  Ihr  hilt  and  the  rounds 
subsided.    A  quiet  sigh  of  rehcf  came  from  bis  lipa. 

And  to  Cama  it  seemed  as  though  the  Saviour's 
agony  were  less  poignant  thnn  before.  His  eyes  ^<eltijkg 
tears  of  loving  gratitude  and  almost  of  triumph,  ^ 

Only  for  a  moment  she  thought  this,  ^M 

Tlien,  gold  and  jasper,  peads  and  ruboes,   Hmvere,^^ 
agate,  marble,  cbooiy,  wax  and  silver,  all  melt*:d  into 
aeloud. 

Dofia  Encamacv^n  fell  swooning  upon  the  steps  of 
the  altar. 


434 


CHAPTER  XXrV 
MoTi3«r'«  u  ncM-  lo  la>it  vt  flinae  to  smoke/' 

DON  LUIS  was  striding  down  the  lane  towards  his 
mother's  homp.  As  he  passed  the  hon^c  of  his 
cousin  his  humour  vtna  far  from  gay,  his  glAiice  very  fai 
from  kind.  He  looked  towards  the  windows  witli  a 
l^lowcring  savage  fire  tn  hi»  cyttA,  then  tried  to  laugh, 
twirled  his  moustache  and  stalked  onwards  wilhout 
looking  behind  him. 

Had  he  looked  behind  him  sind  se<en  Caraa's  balcony, 
he  might  have  lulled  there  and  then. 

It  was  not  until  he  stood  before  his  niothcr's  door 
that  he  glanced  back  towards  the  white  villa  of  Cama. 
-  HU  hand  paused  as  it  rose  tow^uds  the  knocker, 
stopped  in  mJd  air,  nnd  came  back  to  his  hip,  where- 
on it  rested.  His  keen  eyes  peered  strangely  tlircu^h 
the  moonlight  towards  the  distant  balcony, 

Then>  with   nn   oath   of  surprise,  be  stepped  oft 
towards  the  house  of  Cama  Goiu^et. 

T7ic  windows  were  alt  dark.  Not  a  sout  was  in]^de> 
for  Doda  Fdipa  and  Susaita  were  with  Cama  in  the 
I  college,  Tfo  Patas  awaiting  Lhem  outside  upon  hta 
box.  and  the  other  seni*^ts  were  with  their  sni'cct- 
hearts  at  the  fair  m  Cinco  Caminos. 
I  This,  however,  was  onknown  to  Don  Luis,  wliose 
glitteriug  eyes  ]oot:ed  ii]iw»Td  ;it  tlu<  «TiawI  of  Manila. 
which  was  spread  over  Cnma's  bakony, 
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Ob,  balmy  summer  evening  t  Oh,  sweetest  scent  of 
oran^  blo^&om  wafted  ^cwfS  th<;  ve^  I  Coiitd  ttiCM 
thirgi  be  true  ?  Wiat  new  thrill  of  life  wa^  this  ? 
Wtiat  passion  of  by-^nc  days  awakened  into  being  ? 
What  triumph  of  patient  love  rewarded  ? 

'*  Blessed  !«  the  mother  that  bore  thee,  the  ground 
whereon  ttK>u  tre;icle«t,  the  piUovk'  whereon  t!tou 
slccpcst  T  Pearl  of  pearls,  ro»c  ol  To?k^,  the  joy  o( 
Paradise  is  nothing  beside  the  joy  of  thjvl  liour  in 
which  thine  eyes  look  into  mine  with  the  light  ol  su 
years  ago." 

The  front  door  was  locked,  ttw  badf  door  serurdy 
bolted.  WTiea  he  went  "  sh  I  sh  t  *'  nobody  came  to 
the  iflindowK. 

He  wiJked  into  the  front  garden  and  tried  to  peer  in 
at  the  windows  of  the  front  room  from  the  Hou-er  beds, 
but  the  room  was  aJl  dark  within. 

He  then  wt-nl  round  to  the  reja  ol  the  littli^  l:ilchen 
window,  and  found  it  just  afi  lonely. 

Finally  he  walked  down  the  side  path  in  search  of  a 
breach  in  the  w.UI  which  he  had  known  in  the  t>>*^gone 
days.  At  thi£  point  the  wall  was  only  breast  high,  and 
the  orchard  rubbish  being  cast  over  it  into  the  waste 
gioiind  ouUide  it  offered  aD  ensy  entianoe. 

A  strange  feeling  came  over  him  ns  he  ctimbcd 
across  this  barrier.  It  reminded  him  of  the  time  when 
he  used  to  enter  hie  uncle's  house,  when  the  doors  were 
closed  against  all  visitors^  and  steal  like  a  brigand  into 
the  kitchen,  bidding  the  laughing  servant  maids  be 
utilenl  Mid  ^ciktng  Uk  hli  pietly  cousin  to  come  down 
and  walk  with  him  in  the  orchard. 

When  he  stood  inside  this  orchard,  clapfMng  bis 
hand£  to  rid  them  ol  the  dust,  it  occurred  to  htm 
the  fii^t  time  tliat  this  silence  had  a  meanhig. 
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C^ma  vras  waiting'for  hini  alone  I 

Swiltly  he  walked  up  the  path,  treAcfoi^  upon  the 
(harp  shadows  ol  th«  li^  u-^^  That  moved  gently  to 
and  fro,  roUed  Ute  Utdi,  ajid  w\\\x  Jieurt  beating  la^^t  be 
stood  insiJt-  the  patio. 

Silence ! 

Nothing  but  the  scurrying  oi  a  rat  which  leapt  right 
ov^i  hJB  Icct  and  dt5app<^arcd  inside  a  i^ting. 

Then,  as  he  stood  and  listened,  he  heard  a.  qui«t 
drip,  drip,  drip-     It  waa  the  Ititdicn  lap, 

Hr  pus!ie(l  open  Uw.  kitchen  diior.  TnKttle  wrrr 
traces  of  haste,  bi^t  nothing  moved.  Spoons  and 
knives  were  huddled  into  an  earthen  basiu  ready  for 
washing,  but  nothing  was  washed.  A  dying  rcdncsa 
in  one  of  the  Mooiisb  caodeLas  told  that  no  Ian  h;id 
fanned  it  for  more  than  an  hour.  A  sttali  eartlien 
pipkin  simmered  feebly. 

Don  Lub  had  learned  to  love  in  Manila  in  a  way 
tJial  was  short  and  sweet.  Tlic  steidy  constancy  of 
pure  love,  whicli,  though  it  may  have  something  of 
passioai  at  its  base,  is  unaware  ol  it,  wa»  not  tor  Don 
Lui$-  It  was  of  thi?i  f^ct,  perhaps,  that  Dona  Caina's 
keen  wonun^s  senses  had  toki  hci,  and  caused  lier  to 
be  afraid  of  him< 

Being  thus  constituted,  Don  Luis  explain^  to  him- 
sdl  the  silence  of  the  house  in  a  way  that  brought  the 
hot  Mood  fliuliir^  to  hi»  cheek.  He  felt  titat  a  bride 
was  awaitbig  Iiim  ajid  daitng  him  to  seek  her.  With 
a  dim  consciousness  that  the  surest  place  to  find  her 
was  her  bcd-chambcr,  he  nevertheless  looked  titfuJIy 
in  evory  room,  pausing  at  times  to  Listen.  Ho  would 
leave  her  bedroom  unt3  the  last.  Yonder  was  the  street 
door  of  th«  potio,  where  his  cousin  tiad  lain  upon  the 
tiles  inside,  and  tie  at  full  length  outwk,  whiAperin^ 
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to  each  other  tinder  (ho  door  as  sw'ccthearts  wiU  when 
others  arc  in  bed, 

Only  tcD  juiiiutes  ago  }i«  h^ti  ^aiic^  upon  ihc 
outside  of  that  door.  IccUni;  that  it  had  doaod  on 
him  for  ever.     And  now  he  was  inside,  by  invitation  E 

He  looked  into  llie  reception-room,  dark  and  ovcr- 
shAdowv^d  by  the  shnibft  mv6  pi\\tm  outside.  The 
shadow  oi  onc^  itnltn  ]cAi  movrd  lazily  tip  and  down, 
pointing  towards  the  open  lid  oE  the  harpsichord  willi 
its  "Sic  trruisil  Clonn  Mundi/' 

Be^de  the  sofa  ho  could  just  make  out  two  little 
house  shoes.  He  strode  towards  th^m  and  his  Iwt 
trembling  liand  closed  tii^htl}'  upon  one  of  them  wh&ch 
he  lifted  to  his  lips  and  kissed  ag^iin  and  again.  Then, 
as  though  t>-pifyin£  the  strange  mixture  of  passion 
and  bratality  in  his  composition,  he  fiung  the  shoe 
away  and  w^dked  s^^ifily  Uom  the  room»  glau^  from 
ndr  to  vidt<  fcir  titlier  evidrnci^  of  its  wearer, 

C^mfi's  fan,  her  wijrk-basVrt  ard  darning,  her  VFtJiBt 
belt. all  these  lying  upon  a  tabic  in  the  patio  arrested 
him  in  turn.  Just  as  some  vrHd  beast  to  whom  one 
throws  a  coat  and  cap  paus^  to  sniff  at  them,  :tnd  then 
comes  on  with  a  savage  roar,  so  did  Don  Luis  pick  up 
th«se  Irilles  one  by  one,  ca^t  them  aside,  and  Imp  up 
the  staircase  towards  her  roooii. 

Outside  the  door  h^  psiuscd. 

He  felt  that  the  dove  was  already  within  hts  grasp, 
and  his  heart  w;ts  beating  to  vidently  thdit  3  great 
drumstick  seemed  to  be  pounding  hhn  upon  his  cars 
and  temples. 

*'  Gently,  Cousin  Luis !  *'  he  whispered  to  himself. 
•'  Our  dainty  sweetheart  is  not  a  swarthy  Fdipiaa  I  '* 

And  then  he  closed  hi^  lingers  upon  the  haDdle, 
turned  il  rohnd,  and  slowly  pusJied  open  th«  door^ 
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which  gave  a  prolonged  cre^k  from  both  its  hinf^e^. 
He  laiighed  quietly  lAntli  pure  exultation.  He  fdt 
sure  that  she  must  be  in^de.  His  joy  was  beyond 
cnntfrJ,  hi5  face  had  crimsoned  with  p3<^sion. 

Then,  peering  hither  and  thither  through  the 
shadows,  he  gradually  became  aware  that  the  room 
was  empty. 

On  his  right  hand  the  snow-white  bed,  opposite  to 
the  bed  the  dark  wall  and  crucifix,  to  the  left  of  the 
crucifix  liie  open  window  and  baJcony,  the  canary  and 
the  Wnc  leaves*  the  stealthily  moving  shadows  of  the 
tendrils.  The  leaves  tn  the  orchard  below  were  sighinp;. 
He  p;:tused  for  a  moment,  took  one  step  forward 
towards  the  balcony,  then  suddenly  halted  and  clenched 
his  hands. 

For  the  sound  of  two  guitars  and  three  men's  vmcc* 
rose  like  some  weird  enchantment  from  below. 

Alter  a  while  he  stooped  down  and  crept  towar<fe 
■  tte  balcony,  and  as  his  eyes  made  out  the  figure  of  his 
[ivat.  the  face  of  Dun  Luis  became  black  with  deadly 
passion,  passion  of  another  land. 

So  tremendous  was  tlie  hatred  that  possessed  him 
that  he  became  another  being,  a  savage  beast  bent  upon 
his  enemy'fi  destniction.  And  this  impnlse  was  all  the 
more  terrJblp  and  dangerous  in  thiit  he  did  nol  gtve 
way  to  frenry.  he  did  not  stand  in  the  balcony  and 
rail  at  the  intruders,  but  drew  back  into  the  room  upon 
knees,  his  eyes  like  two  burning  coajs. 

He  looked  round  the  bed-chamber,  his  liand  upon 
his  throat,  for  be  was  choking.  His  glance  fcU  upon 
the  cnidfix- 

Stumbling  towards  it  on  his  knees,  he  held  out  his 
hands  to  the  Saviour,  whispering  honneiy— 

Thou,  Who  hearefit  her  nightly  prayef^,  hear  me 
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abol     Hear  mc  vow  tliat  her  bitter  jest  shall  be 
ansAVrtd   by   a  jest   more   tutter  still.    HtMX   met 

He  struck  hinuelf  upon  tlie  breast,  utterini;  a  low 

hearse  cry  of  murderous  f uiy. 

•  •  •  t  • 

The  Tea^in  of  Don  LuU'  intemiption  b  easy  to 
explain. 

That  evening  at  Los  AnimasJuaD.DUunconsdouBof 
what  had  happened  dating  the  last  twenty  hours  or 
kiss,  stepped  ^aXiy  down  to  a  little  way^de  ventorriUo 
cadkd  La  Cisiialidad,  the  favouiite  haunt  of  Jtjbi 
Ramos. 

Uc  was  bent  upon  carrying  out  uji  idea  vehtcb  for 
several  days  pi^t  had  been  slowly  m:)tunnf(  in  bi£ 
bniin,  ^  moonlight  licrcasde,  and  loukcd  forward  to 
giving  lim  "^wn.rthv^rt  a  pretty  snrprisr,  Ht^  passed 
ihiijugh  the  vcntorrillo  to  the  yard,  overgrown  with 
^-inc  on  the  tarthcr  side.  At  a  tabic  were  seated 
Jos^  Ramos  and  Nonito  Breba.  Nooito,  ^'oungcr  sod 
of  the  great  doctor,  was  just  such  another  gentlemanly 
ne'er-do-weei  and  just  such  another  good  fellow  as 

"Good  c\'cning,  fricnda,'*  said  Juan,  and  throwing 
open  his  black  capa  with  a  moiT>'  laugh  and  sweeping 
oS  his  cap.  he  i^ked  them  how  Ihey  liked  his  gr^ea 
holiday  suit  of  glit1<-ring  majo^ 

Santa  Fe,  two  decades  behind  Sevilla  and  Granada, 
?(ill  loved  sudi  things,  still  put  them  on  to  serenade  or 
christen,  aye  I  and  sometimes  even  to  get  married,  in 
memory  ol  the  early  oentuiy. 

"  Faith,  friend,  a  brave  suit  to  go  to  wedding  in  I  ** 
said  JoU,  standing  up  to  W>k  at  hlnu 

"  We  too  have  kept  our  word/*  added  Nomto^  ai 
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raising  his  glass  of  ManzaniUa  tg  his  lip©  with  his  right 
hand,  he  threw  back  bis  cloak  with  his  left,  disclosing 
31  short  jacket,  a  pair  of  knee  breeches,  and  pink  aUlc 
stockings.  Tlie  coat  and  breeches  were  blood-red 
aiid  ItDselled  ;ill  over  with  braid  of  gold.  The  inKid<^ 
lining  of  his  capa  was  made  of  blood-red  plush. 

Jos6'5  suit,  like  Juim*s,  was  green  and  gold. 

juan  clipped  his  hands,  and  they  brought  him  a 
copita  of  wine. 

"Your  IiE^Ui,good  friends  and  fellow ronspira tore." 

]obi  and  Nonito  each  had  brought  a  i^ultar. 

After  a  few  minutes  of  conversation  they  pasAed  out 
tlirough  the  ventorrilk),  paying;;  their  reckoning  at  the 
wooden  counter,  then  made  for  the  dusty  moonlit 
high  road  and  tnidged  ;dong  the  few  hundred  y;ird» 
that  sfparatctl  the  vrtitcirillo  from  the  (own. 

Skirting  the  town,  they  passed  along  the  bcadi, 
tuning  their  guitars  &nd  practising  their  trio  as  they 
went-  Jcfie  had  a  wonderful  tenor  \*oice,  which  wits 
now  well  trained,  and  Juan  sang  very  decently  in 
baritone.  As  for  Nonito,  his  fingers  were  belter  than 
his  voice,  yet  he  made  shift  to  sing  l)»ss  whenever  his 
memory  served  him  with  the  words, 

At  the  loneliest  point  along  tiic  beach  they  all  thicc 
stood  and  «ang  tti«ii  fuiaJ  rehearsal, 

"  I  think  we  shall  tkt  very  well,"  remarked  Nonito, 
And  putting  his  guitar  beneath  his  cloak*  he  passed 
along  the  w&tcr^s  edge,  followed  by  Jos^  and  Juan, 
they  came  to  the  pyramids  of  salt  they  turned 
up  to  the  left,  croesed  a  sandy  strach  of  tjarren  gro\md, 
and  made  towards  the  group  of  snow-white  bouses 
over  wlio^  v<iQh  tlie  towering  eucalyptus  waved 
gently  against  the  dark  blue  sky  b<hind>  So  thickly 
was  the  firmament  studded  with  tiny  storj  that  a  palm 
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lr»  an  Ibe  left,  when  it  moved  its  ani&,  wemed  to  be 
^icddiiig  jeiAviU  upon  tlie  housetop.  The  viUa  was  in 
darkness. 

Thi^  did  not  Aurpnse  them.  With  their  loiteniig 
Ttnd  rchcaning  it  was  well  pa^t  bed^tlmc. 

thty  took  up  thdr  «tand  under  Cama'b  balcony, 
whispcnng  to  each  othrr,  Notiito  gcntiy  sounded  a 
key-note.  Juan  beat  time,  and  on  the  fifth  beat  Ibcj' 
all  commenced  to  sing  without  any  prelude. 

The  words  were  those  of  Joaqu&i  P^rc*,  the  poet  of 
S^inta  Fe.  The  music  was  composed  by  GiUUenno 
Rn-^xi,  who  was  even  better  oil  the  piano  tlutn  h» 
brother  on  the  guitar. 

It  is  certain  that  the  music  was  much  better  than 
the  words,  and  since  the  words  miittcred  nothing  and 
the  muKie  very  much,  that,  after  all*  is  only  as  it 
should  be,  Thi»i«what  Ihrytiang.and  theirthreevotccs 
sounded  very  well.  The  first  word**  of  some  Unci,  the 
last  of  others,  were  prolonged  with  a  languishing  note 
of  passionate  feeling,  the  guitars  swiftly  changing  frcm 
one  chord  to  aootJier  unlU  the  voice  had  tiUeiv — 

'"Wliai  si)blt«  charm  ihir*  ey«  fwiploy. 
That  givo»  me  pain,  that  givcd  me  joy  I 
Tl-iat  Glance  90  sweet,  >et  so  <lumAyiAg. 
ThoRT  pjTs  Krt  mlTf^flll  Rnrt  Iv^fntylng: 
Thu«  God  haih  j^iven  lo  man  in  tra(h 
Of  thJ9  b«9t  hiiiidiwork  a  proof 
Of  whaz  1%  mirfh  ind  what  U  gUdnesA: 
Oi  what  Ia  i^tiin.  oitd  what  in  tnodncM  : 
Of  feliiitiii^  sun  Aiiil  «utUiui;  nky  : 
Of  <ndd«fi  fitcmt   iba(  pineMi  by: 
01  cruelty,  dAgCTj  Aod  disdAin : 
Of  love  OJid  Uugblcr,  pity,  pain. 
Thfi  «iiblltf  ch^rm  thioe  eyM  employ, 
That  givoi  mo  p&ia,  th^t  pv««  in«  joy."* 

>  Fran  Una  Spuiah. 
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The  singers'  ytncc^  dw«lt  on  the  last  note,  then 
'Ceand.  The  two  guitars  joined  in  ci  Euddrn  burst  of 
tapid  finals,  the  fiii^e  ot  tht*  lir^t  vene  and  pidudc  of 

Eie  second. 
"  Ycur  lafly  will  not  show  herself,"  said   Jo»6  to 
u.tn,  looking  tow<ird$  the  silent  window  whilst  his 
nger»  ran  up  and  down  the  strings. 
"  Wait !  "  said  Juan.     He  too  was  gazing  «p  at  the 
bEtlcony  and  trying  1o  pierce  the  sliadows  Ijcneatb  the 
^frvinc  leaves.    The  ^mwl  covered  the  mil,  or  he  might 
^^havc  looked  tip  between  the  bars, 

"  I  would  swear  I  saw  something  move/'  whbpcrod 

^^  "  i  Eitamos  >  "  a**ked  Nonito,  "On  the  fifth  bar, 
gaiOaHtrnJ"  And  Ihcy  started  to  mg  the  second 
■verse — 

"  The  iMiigs  they  aay  wlioa  I  pwd  by ; 
The  lov&  thoy  Icll  ani  (hfn  dmy 
To-nighl  cDch^nlcih  and  to-mocroir 
My  lapLtirc  n^akcllt  into  sorrow- 
ThiiB  from  one»  momflni  lo  thft  n«cl, 
I  now  am  jo^Htii*,  now  am  vaxt, 
One  riiy   thy  vnwn  T  miiat  believe: 
Lament  ihy  rxchle^nKK  at  cvc- 
Wh&t  my»tcry  u't  tbut  in  Ihc  shjkdc 
Of  Ihy  ihuh  eycv  my  kiu!  luith  hunX  P 
Wliat  hungry  pgnuon  may  thifl  1m 
That  }m69  roc  poodcc  tfaoui:htfiil]yf 
Thn  Ihinffs  thi?y  My  vhtm  I  pajs  by  : 
Th»  lovci  Elify  loll,  ftrti]  ihcn  deny  ?  *' 

Now  before  the  second  veree  came  to  an  end,  the 
Ixiritone  had  ceased   to  sing.    Jum,  looking   more 
itently  into  the  daii  enihrasare  than  the  others,  saw- 
dim  j^pparitioii  with  burning  eyes,  a  thing  that,  seen 
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in  the  uncertain  shadow?  of  the  roooi,  ieemeJ  nejther 
man  oor  woinan> 

Then,  straiiitii|^  his  tye%  to  tnuk«  <:i;rtiii»  that  he  was 
not  dreunin^,  this  strange  appr*tnincc  vanohcd.  But 
even  vrhilAl  he  stood  spellbound,  the  silken  d 
began  to  mov-e. 

Slowly,  inch  by  inch,  paudn^  at  intervals  lOce  a 
tliat  crosses  the  road  and  baits  at  every  stone,  tlieshawl 
nlO^'ccl  upwards,  and  diuppcared  iwude  the  room. 

'"  Whdt  do  you  ixmkc  of  tliat  ?  '*  asked  Juan  brcatfa- 
lessply,  and  turiiini*  with  a  suddci:  movement  towards 
Nonito, 

"Make  of  it?  Ha!  Ha!  Ha?  ^MakcofitT 
»ays  be." 

'*  You  nearly  threw  us  out  ol  time,  man — why, 
what's  tunis5  ?  '*  exclaimed  Josi?.  smihng. 

"  I  say.  wliat  do  you  make  of  that  shawl  ?  " 

*' Faith.  Nothing,  man,  jf  you  do  not  kno^^■  when 
you  aie  invited " 

And  they  both  laughed  a.s  Icaidly  as  they  dared, 
plucking  at  their  guitars  to  liidc  their  merriment. 

'*Out  on  you  r'  cried  Jiian.  "For  sluimcl  You 
make  too  free  with  me  to  sp^^  thus  about  a  very  fair 
lady  whose  n^une  h  be^'ond  rcproadi." 

He  looked  at  them  hotly,  but  soon  turned  back  and 
gaied  up  again  at  the  ^viodow  with  clenched  Bats, 
forgetting  them. 

Nomio  changed  his  tune,  and  looking  hard  at  Joaf, 
he  played  a  few  bars  of  a  very  merry  ditty  which 
referred  to  the  wedding  nig^it. 

But  ]os£  shook  his  head  at  him.  and  motioned 
tovrards  Juan  who  was  standing  rigid,  his  attention 
riveted  upon  tJie  dark  balcony. 

PresenUy  he  called,  *' ;  Carna  1 " 
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After  calling  her  name  many  limes  lie  took  1o  throw- 
ing ^mall  pebbles' gently  against  the  glass  of  the  open 
window's,  and  even  inside  the  room.  There  was  no 
reply.    Nothing  h\ii  darkness  nnd  silence 

*'  Jo6^,'*  said  Juan,  "  lend  mc  your  Moulder  to  bop 
upon.     I  am  going  in  over  yonder  wall." 

Nonito  grinned  very  hard,  and  hid  hta  (ace  over  \m 
guitar. 

"  Fricnda."  said  Juan,  as  he  sat  upon  the  wall  before 
dropping  down  into  the  garden,  "  f  am  going  in  here 
bccaute  1  h^ve  good  reason.  Let  eacji  one  think 
whrtt  he  h'kes.  and  evil  be-  to  liiin  th;it  cvfl  thinks.  I 
pray  you.  ScHorcs,  get  on  with  your  ditty.  The  third 
vcrec  will  do  vciy  well  without  mCn" 

'*  And  when  we  have  sung  the  third  verse,  and  you 
are  not  returned?  " 

"  Back  to  the  fi«t  again  1  ** 

"Exrelleut  >  "  said  Nnnito. 

And  then,  in  8  lower  tone,  to  Jos^ — 

"  And  aitcr  the  second  lime  ol  stinging  ?  " 

"  Back  to  our  bods,  Jor  when  wood  ptgoons  take 
time  by  the  forelock  such  cattle  as  you  and  I  must 
think  of  mending." 

"Ha!    Hal    Hal** 

Ard  they  fell  into  (he  prelude  of  the  third  verse,  for 

Juan  had  already  dropped  dovm  behind  the  wait> 
«  •  •  •  • 

When  Juan  lifted  the  Utch  of  the  p^itio  and  stepped 
inside,  he  at  5n^t  saw  nothing  moving,  and  only  heard 
tlie  same  lonely  dnp,  drip,  diipt  of  the  water  in  lite 
kitchen  that  had  welcomed  Don  Luis. 

His  hrst  impetuous  thought  had  been  tor  his  sweet* 
heart,  but  now  for  a  moment  a  foretiodiDg  came  upon 
binir  and  he  feic  ttiat  he  was  in  the  presence  of  some 
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roystGnous  diJkffsr.  Surely  th<Me  two  tyt&  that  be 
bad  seen  peering  over  tbe  sfl]  of  the  balcooy  were  do( 
Cama'A  t    Surely  tbey  were  no  bunua  eyes  ac  all  1 

As  he  DKA-cd  towards  the  middle  of  the  patio, 
in&tinct  bode  him  be  cautious,  and  he  i^lanced  from 
aide  10  side  at  the  daric  entries  of  the  \'arioas  rooiDfi 
leading  oH  the  eentral  courtyard,  witli  uo  uocasy 
shudder  wlien  he  had  to  turn  hb  bock  upon  them. 

Then  he  h<ard  a  slight  movement  tn  the  galkr>\ 
and,  looking  up,  his  eyes  met  those  of  Don  Luis. 

The  cy«  of  Don  Luis  were  like  the  o>-cs  ot  a  man 
who  is  maddened  by  drink. 

Not  only  tliis,  but  his  right  hand  was  upon  the  hed- 
room  door  of  Cania.  Quietly*  with  a  sneeHmg  smile, 
and  without  moving  his  eyes  from  Juan,  the  guardsman 
pulled  the  door  to,  turned  the  key  in  Uie  lock,  and  put 
the  key  in  bis  pocket. 

Tlic-ii,  Kwr  SQ  r4imly,  stqj  by  utep,  his  face  still 
wearing  a  bitter  sneer,  he  nio\'cd  along  the  gallery  and 
down  the  staircase  humming  the  end  of  a  rhyme  abovl 
the  "  hare  which  leaps  from  Uic  corner  whence  least 
she  is  expected/'  aiid  repeating  the  last  words  over 
and  over  again — 
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Porquff  donde  menoi  ^  eip«n 
SolU  U  Ucbro, 
Salta  la  lldbre. 
La  U»bre  «altA." 


A  great  tempest  of  wn\lh  ri»e  in  Junn's  heart ; 
face  grew  fiushcd  with  pa£?^ion,  then  pale. 

As  th?  two  men  faced  e^rh  oIIkt  in  the  middle  of 
the  patio,  each  read  sumelhing  in  the  other^s  eye^  ttiat 
bade  him  keep  ready  his  good  right  Ikand  and  atand 
Upon  his  guard. 
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Don  Luis  was  tho  fin*t  to  ^pcuk. 

*'  Friend  Jishcnnai],  what  brings  you  hcic  ?  " 

"  Friend  captain,  I  cttnw  here  upon  my  two  l^/' 

"  Yet  (wo  legs  shall  not  serve  to  cany  you  away. 
unJcss  the  devil  chops  you  a  mighty  short  cut  out  ol  it/' 

"  Your  meaning  is  Done  the  pUiner  for  being  lou<t, 
DoD  FanfarT<!)n." 

"  I  have  something  here  with  tvhtch  to  let  ia  my 
meaning,  and,  by  God  I  wc  wiU  sftc  whether  the  wonw 
pig  shall  get  the  better  ftcom/' 

The  guardsman  drew  his  ropier  and  had  taken  a  step 
forward  when  Juan,  whose  lund  had  already  gone  to  his 
bdt,  drew  otit  hU  knife.  Tlie  blade  :^pt^ng  open  with 
Uie  pres&uic  of  his  thumb,  and  smiling  giiiiily,  hv 
snatched  off  his  cap  and  held  it  in  \m  other  hand. 

''  Kintc  and  cap  against  your  rapier,  my  captam  E 
The  bargain  is  not  (or  rne  to  gmnible  at.'* 

Don  Luis  drew  back,  put  his  left  hand  into  hi«  twit, 
fetched  out  a  knife  and  pressed  open  Ihr  bbdr.  Ttjcnj 
he  threw  away  his  rapier. 

Juan  laughed  derisively  when  he  saw  this  man' 
<ruvrc  oi  distnistK 

"  'lis  you  who  are  the  madrugador/  not  I,"  he  said. 

Each  man  then  deftly  wound  his  C4ipa  around  his  left 
foreann,  hoUtin^^  his  knife  between  bi^  teeth  the  while; ; 
Juan  threw  away  hk  cap,  and  Don  Luis  cAmc  on 
at  him. 

But  Juan  budged  not  an  indi,  hiseyeshxed  intently 
upon  the  other's  face,  his  Ml  arm  folded  across  his 
bn.-3'it,  bis  bixly  Tr-Mning  forward,  \m  Ifgs  in  the  strained 
posture  oE  one  about  to  start  onward,  his  right  arm 
bc^t  back,  the  kniie,  with  his  thumb  along  the  blade, 
held  level  with  the  ground. 

One  who  luu|E<ia  ia  wtica  iLe  Qthcr  a  uiipiTparvd. 
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The  guard^nan  halted  within  three  yards  of  hiro, 
Rnd  crouched  forward  in  the  sam«  attitude.  Then* 
st^^allhtly,  keeping  to  i\w  middle  of  tike  patio,  eadi 
man  began  To  drde  round  tlie  ottier,  watcliinp  lib 
diancc. 

There  is  only  one  meeting  in  such  a  ^ame.  And 
when  the  parting  comes,  one  oC  tlie  players  at  least 
has  become  a  corpse- 

And  radi  man,  remembering  thi?*,  yet  ragrr  to  strike 
his  enemy,  strained  cverj'  ncne  and  muscle  to  dose 
within  sprii^ng  distance  without  exposing  citticr  one 
side  or  the  other. 

Each  kept  his  eyes  fastened  upon  hU  opponent's 
eyes,  yet  made  shift  to  notice  his  &um)undin^,  die 
crevices  in  the  patio,  tlie  tiningc  tubs  and  corners  of 
the  \*"all.  For  a  hole  in  th«  p^ivcment  might  be  a  b«ck 
vay  to  eternity* 

Even  the  moonlight  which  streamed  down  into  the 
patio  put  each  m-^n  at  a  dis<idv?nt3gc  when  Le  came 
oppositt^,  so  that  wh«n  he  found  liimscH  moving  in 
front  of  die  moon  he  quickly  spread  Ms  kit  hand  over 
his  eyes. 

A  cigarr6n  was  chiipn^  somewhere  m  the  orian^ 
trees.  Sometimes  he  stopped  as  if  i^'atching  these 
Hteiilthy  figanrs,  or  jwrh.-ijw  hr  wiLs  Li^tt-niii^  to  tlw 
guitars. 

For  Jos6  and  Nonilo  were  singing  with  a  will,  and: 
already  the>'  liad  come  to  the  second  verse  again  : 


I 


*'Wh«t  mystery  b't 
That  w  itie  ibkdo 
Of  thy  dark  «r<4 
My  soul  lialh  \aiA  f" 

'*  Anon,  there  ^all  be  sliadc  enough  for  one  oJ  us  I  '*| 
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ed  Don  LiUs  as  JuAn  moved  cppc«jte  to  the 
''And  tell  i)^  to  my  prelly  couxin,  if  your 
mouth  is  oprn  in  the  morning  !  Bid  her,  after  to-ntght, 
to  get  herself  married,  cloistered,  or  buried,  with  what 
despatch  5I1C  may/' 

Doe  Luis  burst  out  laughini^  bitterly,  but  he  was 
wasting  good  breatli. 

Juan  did  not  aniwer.  Less  carried  away  by  fury 
thoi^  the  cajitairi,  he  w^is  doggedly  waiting  hi»  chanc«, 
hi*  Uioc  like  the  incc  of  Cain,  brow  knit,  teeth  set  Ui^t, 
and  e>'es  staring.  His  greater  height  and  stren^h 
were  u^t^  to  him  In  thi«  trial  of  ^kill,  and  he  liad  the 
self-^xmlinl  to  hold  liirnst'lf  \k\cV  uiilil  ht:  saw  his 
enemy's  play.  At  limes,  vrhen  Ihr  screnaders  outside 
were  silent,  Juan  could  hear  the  quick  breathing  of 
Don  Luis,  who  corstiintly  came  on  at  him.  wearing  a 
cruel  smile  upon  his  twitching  Ups,  the  smile  of  the 
matador  who  comes  10  kill.  As  Don  Luis  came  on, 
Jvutii,  without  relrealing,  moved  towards  hSii  left. 

Them,  suddenly  the  captain  flinched  uid  almost  fell 
backwards,  er>"ing,  "  \  Jcsfis  !  " 

He  recovered  himself  to  rapidly  that  Juan  could  not 
bavegained  by  attacking,  Y*.'lthcVijtc;iSnowasable to 
note  the  ^shm  look  that  tiad  spread  over  the  gxinrdfi- 
inan*s  face,  the  smile  having  disappeared,  leaving 
nothing  but  the  nervous  twitch  behind  it. 

Juan  undcTtsood, 

The  creepers  in  flower-pots  along  the  gallery,  vdiich 

1  f;iU  Icng  siriTigs  of  spider-like  oflfsliootii,  had  brushed 
ag;iinst  Llie  face  of  Eon  Luis,  who,  feeling  one  of  lliese 
great  insects  against  his  eyebrows  and  not  knowing  what 
it^was.  nor  daring  to  look  away,  shuddered  as  though 
Fate  had  brushed  ^ain^t  him.  His  fur^'  changed  to 
dread  when  this  uncanny  messenger  fle^^-  past  hit  face 
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in  the  soLent  gloom,  and.  Looking  iotcntly  into  Jusm's 
steady  cye^,  be  realised  for  the  first  time  that  his  doom 
waswritttn  tixtt^ 

He  no  longer  nd^-anced  upon  the  Vurcalno.  his  Bps 
were  parched,  his  forclie^vl  was  moiat  with  cold  sweat. 
He  tossed  hia^  thrce-comered  liat  away  behind  him  widi 
a  sudden  movement  of  hU  left  hand. 

Juan  now  prcsst-d  steadily  in  iipcn  Don  Luis,  who 
began  to  drdc  round  bim,  breathing  quicker  and 
quicker,  and  ashen  as  a  ghosts 

And  the  four  black  fiapinj;  doonra^^s  around  the 
patio  teemed  to  be  silent  witnesses  of  this  dance  of 
d«ath.  A  btdroom  door  aloDg  the  |>alleiy  was  creaking 
to  and  fro  xi\Kyn  its  hinges,  mov-ed  hy  the  gentle  brecxe 
which  blcvr  i^>od  the  guardsman'^  fcrchcod,  and  fch 
like  a  band  ol  ice. 

A  distant  v^ice  called  from  outside^  "  |  Juaa  I  " 

Then  anoJher  voice,  "  We  are  forgoing  I  " 

TliLH  yv^is  followed  by  the  sound  of  random  cbordi 
struck  upon  the  guitar,  like  one  who  vt^ts  or  b  uncer- 
tain. Juan  at  this  moment  caught  his  foot  against 
the  fallen  liat  of  Don  Luis,  and  looked  quickly  down 
and  up  again. 

A  hc»r*r  cry,  '*  i  Toma  1  "  and  tlie  guaTdsinsin,  who 
thought  that  he  saw  his  chance,  leapt  like  a  panthei. 

His  knife,  grazing  upward  along  Juan*5  left  aim, 
fetched  the  blood  spurting  from  his  cheek  and  cut  it  to 
the  bone.  But  the  captain,  shuddering  and  showing 
the  whtteii  of  his  eyes,  fell  away  as  a  aackful  of  meal, 
with  a  mighty  gasp,  that  endeid  Uke  a  <<i^h.  Juan'» 
knife  bad  buried  itacH  to  the  hilt,  just  under  his  lowest 
Tib. 

So  firmly  had  Juan  gripped  his  knife  that  when  he 
drew  back  he  still  held  it,  bloody  and  ghttering. 
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And  two  >-nrd&  nway  lay  Don  Luis  upon  his  side,  full 
in  the  moonh^ht*  hii^  arms  stretched  out,  his  fingers 
closed,  his  pretty  unifofrn  like  a  slaughterer*^  Apron. 
Slo^^'!y  a  tiny  crimson  patch  began  to  spread  along  the 
tiles,  and  just  a  wisp  ol  white  vnpour  curled  upwards 
from  the  hot  blood  and  melted  away  in  the  thirsty 
summer  air. 

Juan  bent  over  him.  He  (hew  out  his  handketchiel 
and  tried  to  standi  th;;  flow.  But  (he  merty  blood 
found  out  another  way,  and,  spreading  under  tlie 
clothes,  canic  ooeing  out  at  half  a  dojen  exits. 

Juan  knew  that  he  was  looking  upon  a  corpse.  He 
threw  away  the  handkerchief  with  a  moan,  iot  with 
the  sight  of  blood,  and  the  rapid  ending  o(  the  struggle, 
the  cold,  relentless,  awfulne^  of  hi&  crime  fell  heavily 
upon  him. 

And  Jos^  and  Nonito  began  another  ^xrsc. 

Juan  dashed  the  blood  from  his  Byes  and,  holding 
his  hand  pressed  light  against  his  cheek,  sprang  up  ttie 
stairca*.e.  With  a  mighty  pressure  of  his  knee  he; 
buret  open  Cama's  door.  He  stared  round  tlie  room, 
only  to  find  it— cmptyl 

The  sound  of  the  guitars  came  to  a  sudden  stop 
when  the  door  crashed  open.    Jos^  called  to  liim — 

"  i  Juan  i  " 

For  a  few  moments  the  great  Vizeafno  stood  swaying 
backward  and  forward  in  the  httlc  room,  his  hands  held 
over  his  face,  his  finger  tips  pressing  in  tiisc^'cbaUs.  then 
staggered  to  the  balcony.  They  cried  out  when  they 
saw  the  blood  upon  his  face. 

"  J  jos^ !  " 

*'  God  of  my  soul  1    Is  tliat  voice  yours  or  a  raven's  ?  *" 

**  Come  up  to  me»  man  1    And  come  quick  I  ** 

Jo3^  with  Nonito's  aid,  crept  over  the  wall. 
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Juan  met  liitn  at  the  doar  oJ  the  patio,  hoUliog  t^i 
l«ft  foiYarm  acrosi  his  eyi:^  and  poiuting,  with  ha  ri^t 
band  1>vtunid  liim,  at  D«mi  Lui». 

J(v^,  o|)t-n-inoi: tiled  and  open-eyed,  came  into  thr 
middle  of  the  pntio.  stooped  for  a  moment  oxrr  the 
corpse,  and  then  threw  up  h»  dim&,  crying  out  a 
sheer  despair. 

Juan  still  stood  with  his  back  towards  him,  hi£  hce 
fttill  hldilcn  in  his  left  ami.  his  right  h^nd.  tlut  hid 
beeii  imnting,  gradually  iaUuig  to  hifi  >itlr,  Tlic 
blood  from  hj3  face  bad  drenched  the  green  plush  o4 
hi^  slcc^-e,  but  he  took  no  heed  oi  iu  For  some  httk 
time  Jo$i  could  do  nothing.  H\s  Upi  refused  to  sptak- 
He  looked  wildly  at  Juan  in  ihe  shadow  of  tho  gallejy» 
then  at  Dum  LuU  in  the  moooliglu,  thm  hack  to  Juad, 
Once  or  twic<;  he  laiacd  liis  aims,  tlicn  let  them 
helplessly  with  :i  shuddering  sigh. 

Then  Nonito  btgan  to  call  to  them. 

j€64,  suddenly  TDUf^ing  him^H.  sprang  tow.in& 
Juan,  and,  sdsing  him  by  ttic  arm,  shook  him  to  ai^ 
fro.  Jiuui  turned  to  look  at  him  out  of  hs  horror 
stricken  eycs. 

'•  Awake  I  Away  I  Be  off  with  you !  For  tbf 
love  of  Jesus  get  you  gone,  before  it  is  too  late  I  " 

"  Go  ? " 

"  Man,youha\T  slain  a  captain  of  the  Civil  Giianb!*' 

"Aye  J" 

"And  there  b  only  one  refuge.  Seek  it  flyiogl 
Beofll" 

"  Where  to?  " 

"ToCarraucr* 

Nofiito  ran  in  at  the  door,  paused,  saw  the  coqsr. 
and  went  to  press  his  hand  upon  the  heart  as  Jo^  tud 
done*    A  ghastly  fascination  took  bold  of  Juan  Vi 
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look  once  more  upon  the  face.  He  stole  back,  his  lips 
curling  with  horror,  stood  for  a  moment  beside  Nonito 
bending  low  and  clutching  his  arm  for  support,  then 
turned  round  and  covered  his  eyes  once  more. 

*'  To  Carrasco !  to  Carrasco  1 "  cried  Jos6  in  his  ear, 
as  though  trying  to  rouse  him  from  his  stupor. 

And,  Nonito  repeating  the  word,  both  men  caught 
hold  of  him,  one  on  either  side,  and  hurried  him  through 
the  door,  looking  back  over  their  shoulders  at  what 
they  left  behind  them. 

Don  Luis,  with  glazed  eyes  and  frozen  smile,  lay 
waiting  for  his  cousin.  This  was  not  the  "  jest  "  that 
he  had  intended.  But  it  would  serve  very  well,  for 
lack  of  a  better. 
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/m/m/.     " OGod t     Did Romco'n hAndnhedTytatt's blcwd  f 
■  «  •  •  ■ 

But  wbcnforc.  villjun,  didst  thcju  kdl  my   cousin  ? 
'niat  villaia  cousin  w^iuld  Iiavp  killed  ttiy  hushtnd  : 
Back,  ffK>li(h  tear*,  back  lo  yout  caiivc  ipmi^,       I 
Your  UibutAry  drop«  bcloviK  to  woe. 
Which  you,  cnlsiaking.  ofter  u]>  to  Joy." 

R01MO  and  Jntisi- 

THE  drinking  water  that  trickled  from  the  kitchen 
pipe  ran  wariD*  and  Cortchita  w<l5  coming  with  her 
pitcher  to  the  fountain  in  the  tittle  pluzn  where  the 
aide  street  leaves  the  King's  highway.  Tlie  moltCQ 
snow  of  the  derras  comes  deep  in  the  earth  along 
Moorish  pipes  of  elm  wood  to  this  fountalc,  whidi 
stands  beiip.ith  a  pqiper  tree,  fcsort  o(  many  gc»i&]|)a, 

1(  W35  Mari-t's  duty  to  (etch  this  water,  but  neithcf 
Maria  nor  Susnnu  had  tlie  courage.  Concl:ut4  volun- 
teered. Yet  even  Conchita's  brow  was  clouded  against 
her  will,  her  face  looked  fiercely  cheerful,  as  by  an 
effort,  and  she  hummed  a  tun«. 

Wliere  servant  and  mistress  "  thou  "  each  other  on 
occafions,  and  the  maids  have  become  part  and 
parcel  of  Uie  family,  the  house  stands  or  falls  as  one 
solid  rode,  and  each  member  bean  the  others' 
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At  the  fountain  were  half  a  do2cn  go»ips  two 
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them  old  women  with  white  bair  and  wrinkles,  a 
portly  dame  of  middl«  agic,  and  three  laughing  girls 
with  black  hair,  olive  faces,  and  milk-white  tedh, 
namely,  Raiaela,  daughter  of  the  soap-raaker  whose 
dlOp  stood  0|>|}0^ite;  Anita,  the  inaici»;rvan1  of  odc 
Dofia  Pace,  who  was  a  sea  captain's  penuriotis  widow, 
living  across  the  plaza;  and  Peptta,  maid-ol-all-work 
to  a  baker. 

Tlie  chattering  had  been  fast  and  furious  until  they 
Kiw  Conchita,  and  then  they  suddenly  bfcam'?  Mltmt, 
and  all  of  them  locdced  very  hard  at  her  as  she  drew 
near. 

Pepita  was  Ming  her  pitcher,  bo  Conchita  had  to 
wait,  which  she  did  «1th  her  hands  upon  her  hips  and 
the  tnipty  pitdier  at  htr  feet  ujxjn  the  ground.  Her 
eyes  looked  fixedly  at  the  j;?t  of  water,  and  her  lip  was 
prt^^cd  betvfcen  her  teeth. 

Anita  was  leaning  her  bare  anm  upon  the  top  of  her 
pitcher,  which  stood  tn  the  trough,  her  (ace  upon  the 
t>acks  oE  her  bands,  which  crossed  the  pitdier's  mouth. 
Her  sparkling  eyes  gaied  past  ConelLila*s  face  and 
down  the  road  with  a  look  that  seemed  interested  in 
something  much  nearer  than  the  distant  eucalyptus 
they  were  focussed  on.  Ratada  leant  against  the 
fountain  with  folded  arms,  tier  ey«  hke  Conchila*^^ 
Mlowing  the  jet  of  water,  aod  «oftly  singing  that 
ver;*  of  tlw  Murciana,  which  goe*— 

"  O&c  dark  night  without  a  tuoon, 
Sba  tcJl  wcopifig  by  hU  torub, 
Auwcred  SUeocc,  'Spftr«  thy  breath. 
For  there  b  no  cuns  tar  deatb-' "' 

Rafaela's  choice  of  a  subject  was  not  meant  to 

^  From  the  Sponbh. 
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be  appropriate.  She  was  uocon^ious  that  CoDchita 
was  beoomin)^  more  and  more  disturbed,  for  she  was 
not  looktnj;  at  her.  But  presently  sbe  c«ight  the  eye 
of  the  fat  matron  who,  -with  Just  the  shadow  of  a  smile, 
put  hi^r  fingc-r  U*  liei  li[n  jind  ^luuJc  Uct  liead.  Tlicn 
both  of  them  looked  tit  CondiiLi. 

Pcpita,  having  filled  hcc  pitdier,  lifted  it  away. 

*'lt  calls  my  attention,"  ^.lid  Conchiti,  Ufiing  the 
hauj;htii?st  language  she  could  command,  "  that  day 
after  day,  ycM  in,  year  out,  you  iirr  jabbering  away 
here  hkc  a  nest  of  magpies,  and  this  moxning  you  all 
atarc  at  one  aa  if  God  had  struck  you  dumb/' 

Her  hands  were  curled  outwards,  and  her  knuckles 
retted  upon  her  hips.  Instead  of  lifting  the  pitcher 
umler  the  AjK>ut,  sbe  pibhed  It  with  her  foot  and  roUed 
it  Uickw.uds  :tnd  forwards  on  iLt  %idtL 

Nobody  replied. 

"  Say  something,  Scnoros,  for  the  love  ol  Mary 
say  something,  if  only  some  of  those  same  pretty 
things  you  were  saying  about  us  when  1  came  along." 

'*  And  what  if  we  were  ?  '*  asked  Anita.  lau^hJn^ 
and  looVing  up  at  her  with  her  right  car  still  piew>t'<l 
upon  her  hands  and  her  arms  across  tlic  pitcher. 

"Just  soT  And  what  if  we  were?"  said  the 
matron  stolidly. 

One  of  th<-  old  women  Ik-^u  to  cliuckle,  Concbita 
bit  her  lip,  ft>r  sJic  felt  twelve  eyes  upon  her.  She 
looked  round  ai  them  all  defiantly,  the  skin  of  her 
checks  beginning  to  sliow  dark  crimson,  her  eyes 
flasTung  more  fiercely  even  than  her  eorrinjcs^  whidi 
leapt  about  every  time  she  turned  her  head, 

"  Come  I  Lei  me  hear  what  it  was  that  you  were 
saving." 

■■'  Oh-h-h  J  "  said  all  tlie  gossips, 
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"  Ah  !     So  you  cliirit  not  leU  m«  I  " 

"  Dare  not  \  Who  siiy^  '  tiare  nol '  >  "  oied  (he 
matron,  puckering  up  her  face  and  waving  her  ri^t 
hand  in  eloquent  circles,  a  pinch  ol  ftma^uury  salt 
between  the  diumb  and  linger. 

"  I  say  you  dare  not,  dare  not,  dart  not  I  *'  fthouted 
Cunchila,  stamping  hei'  foot. 

The  women  all  loukcd  at  her. 

"  Some  one  has  said/*  began  Kaiaela  presently, 
■tirred  by  the  challenge,  "that  'sweet  iace&  tell  foul 

"  What  eUe  ?  " 

"  And  some  one  lias  said."  joined  in  Anita,  spealeing 
as  if  put  out.  and  looking  soinei^liat  rescnduUy  at 
R&jneki  acrou  the  fountain.  '*  that  '  the  nearer  ^thc 
chtnrch  the  f^uthcr  Irom  God/  and  that  this  has  been 
brewing  lor  mujiy  a  bright  month  in  the  Devil's 
Kitdicnr 

Concbita  put  her  pitcher  under  the  spout. 

"  What  else  ?  " 

"And  1  say "  put  in  the  matron,  as  il  asl:ianied 

of  these  anonymous  accusations,  and  ready  to  lay 
claim  to  her  opinions  and  back  them  up,  "  and  /  uy, 
thxt  the  Devil's  kitchfrii  is  not  in  the  mountairut,  as 
many  people  suppose  it  to  be.  For  the  Devil's  Kitchen 
is  the  vciy  one  >'ou  come  from,  and  may  God  give  you 
the  gumption  to  get  out  ol  it,  with  as  little  di^y  as 
iible.  for  until  you  do  so  yx>u  stand  very  ill  in  the 
of  all  honest  people.'* 

"WlmlcUe?" 

Conchita  was  standing  erect  again,  her  hands  upon 
^Jier  bip^  her  eyes  like  a  basilisk's,  her  breath  comuig 
fast 

'*Wbat  else  ^  [Nadal  That  your  mistress  has 
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decoyed  her  own  cousin  into  h<ir  bedroom,  there  to  be 
fooUy  murdered  by  her  paramour,  that  never  was  a 
brave  and  bonny  man  %o  cunningly  trapped  and  done 
to  dfiilh  in  a11  S^hIh  Fe^  ii:iy,  ntit  f.vini  in  a  brollid  I 
God  save  us  from  thc^  wkked  times,  say  h  and  kt 
this  be  a  lesson  what  to  expect  ol  pretty  laocs." 

'^WhatcUc?" 

"  I  Nada  I "  

"  And,  in  irnlh,  it  15  enoi^h  I  Well,  Seftora^.  since 
you  thus  1[U5t  me  with  youi  confidence,  Itwereapity 
you  ^ould  go  unajiswered.  It  »ecm:»  you  have  said 
wmc  trutJis,  and  some  tlnnps  thnt  were  otherunscp  The 
oEke  that  says,  'Sweet  i&ccs  teU  (oul  Ue«/  Icamt  it  at 
home.  Go,  ask  her  awn  mother  wlio  was  fatlier  to  her 
(Iaughtrr>  the  cobbler  to  the  left,  or  (lie  goodman  ol 
her  house-  And  *hdt  will  hci  face  reply  ?  Vet 
can  it ^" 

"  I  Ay !  "  screamed  Aniti.    "  What  iniamy  1   WTiat 
hesi" 

'*  Then  if  they  he  lies,  why  are  your  clieeks  !io  red  ? 
One  might  toa^t  beans  in  fruni  of  them  ^m<l  ?uivc  the 
fire  t  As  for  the  one  who  says,  '  the  nearer  the  church 
the  farther  Irom  God.'  jscnorasl  1  remember  a 
certain  holiday  week  when  she  must  have  been 
to  God  iodeed,  tor  *he  kept  mighty  far  from  the  chufdii' 
and  many  seemed  to  thinlc  she  had  inoreneied  of  church- 
ing than  EUiy  soul  alive,  thou^;  it  tui't  for  me  to  say  I  * 

"ijcsiis!     iScnorasI    Was  ever  the  like  ol 
heard  tx:forc  in  Santa  Fe  ?  "  cried  Kafaela,  bending 
across  the  foimtniin  with  her  left  hand  on  the  sill,  a 
Ihe  nght  hand  brandished  before  her  face- 

"  1  Hija  I     Calm  yourself  1  *'  wieered  Conchila,  wt 
an  impenous  flourish  of  her  km<l.    ''  Wiat  else 
to  be  expected  }  *  She  who  was  bom  in  a  soap-maker'} 
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shop  must  needs  slip  a  bit/  they  say,  and  tlie  fatitt  lies 
vitb  your  Eatlier  for  not  chocnng  ^  cleaner  trade/' 

*'  Beneath — my — foot  1 ''  cried  the  mation,  anxious 
to  join  issue,  "two  blacks  doa't  make  a  white. 
Your  mistress  has  tripped,  and  'tb  always  the  iinc3t 
doth  that  most  &how»  up  the  spots.  Tliis  is  a  spot 
that  won't  come  out  in  the  washing  either.  Have 
a  civil  tongue.  You  are  beside  yoursell  willi 
maUce.'* 

**  Aye !  '*  said  Conchila.  "  And  K  m^cc  made  one 
black  in  the  face,  how  many  of  us  would  be  niggers  f 
I  have  been  speaJang  to  the  child,  let  the  nurse  listen  I 
And  now  I  come  to  it,  the  nurse  plea^^  me  better  than 
tti«  children,  for  |)eople  who  ihinw  atones  Ai\d  ttien 
hide  their  tiands  are  not  worth  w;ksting  breath  upon ! 
And,  to  begin  with,  Senora,  if  I  may  go  back  a  bit, 
why  did  they  dap  your  good  mnn  into  gaol  this  very 
last  Asccnsi6n  ?    Wa^^  it  for  bdng  too  lioncst  ?  " 

^*  Infamous  trull!"  loared  the  matron,  stepping 
towards  her.  "  Filthy,  infamous  tnill  1  Fresh  from 
a  house  of  shame,  witli  lewdness  in  its  bedchambers 
and  blood  upon  its  threshold  I    You " 

"I Chi* I"  cried  Conchila.  '* Don't  open  your 
mouth  so  wide,  for  fear  of  bluebottle* !  These  bo  the 
'  honest  jieople  '  wi*  should  think  upon  t  Tills  comes 
of  envy  and  hatred  I  What  has  troubled  you  this 
many  a  year  is — we  will  haxx  none  of  you  !  For  those 
who  he  down  with  do^,  get  up  with  fleas  I  What 
fault  of  ours  tliat  we  are  well-to-do,  whilst  others 
have  only  their  finger  natl»  to  feed  upon  ?  Mary  he 
pna^tti],  wt-  nwt  notlimg  but  our  souls  to  God,  and 
that  b  the  dust  that^s  gone  to  make  this  mud,  for  it 
isn't  the  custom  in  ^anta  Fc,  As  tor  >"our  insults. 
Tunc  is  father  of  the  Truth,  and  to  mad  words  1  turn 
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dca!  cars,  '  Murder  I "  •  Decoy  1 '  You  lie,  you  Uc, 
and  may  they  frmle  you  well  in  pm^tory  and  molt 
your  iUgotteo  (At  I  And  as  for  *  pretty  faces,'  if  fvtU 
oibci^  \yt  A  Auiety  of  g<h]tinf_<s,  why,  go  no  more  to  con- 
fesnon, nor  look  on  Holy  Water;  you  have  no  need  of 
cither  1  ;  Ea  I  ;  Scnoras  I  I  wisli  you  a  %^ry  good 
day!  Our  house's  good  name  U  far  beyond  yonr 
reach.  You  have  spat  tX  th«  vky,  and  your  ^ttl« 
has  f^lcn  on  yciir  faces.  WTi^t  T  ha\'c  said,  I  lia%T 
said,  and  if  1  had  two  mouths  Td  say  the  same  with 
both.'' 

Muttering  an^y  to  heradf,  Conchita  lifted  up  her 
pitcher,  snapped  her  fingers  fuitously  in  their  faces, 
hurst  ot)i  Uughing  very  loudly,  and  stepped  away. 

The  fat  matron  w;l>  dumb  with  splwai,  and  Rafiida 
and  Anita  frowned  upon  each  other  with  ^Miaikt  faces, 
whilst  those  who  had  said  nothing  made  merry  ol  it  all. 

Meanwhilo  Conchita,  her  throat  swelling  and  tier 
eyes  swimming,  let  three  or  four  great  teani  fall  upon 
her  blouse,  and  made  her  way  haclc  along  the  lane 
towards  the  house,    Ever>'  ahutterr  waa  dosed. 

The  fierce  sua  was  sweltering  down  upon  the  white- 
wastied  walls,  A  land  wind  was  Wowing,  the  leaves  oi 
many  tr^es  were  drooping  in  the  scorching  blaitt,  and 
the  only  sign  of  life  wa^  a  daie-coloun-fl  lijt^rd.  which 
dimbc^  up  the  house  front  by  jerks  and  pauses, 
zig-eagging  first  to  right  and  then  to  left,  now  behind 
the  leaved  of  the  creeper,  now  emcrglDg  into  the 
scorcbinft  snow-wtiite  desert  of  whitewashed  wall. 

At  tJie  gale  Conchita  suddenly  drew  up,  almost 
clrojipiiig  tfict  ^litclier  wttii  tlie  jeik  of  her  stopiwge* 
The  w-.itei  :spUi>het)  out  of  the  inuuth  and  fell  on  her 
white  stockings,  rolled  o3  on  to  the  ground,  and  almost 
fctefore  it  fell  the  sun  had  epintcd  it  away, 
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Her  «yes  were  lookiDg  horror-stricken  upon  the 
leEl-h;uid  gale  post,  Undemealh  a  great  feiitcxjn  oi 
convoUuliis  ihnt  came  down  haUwiiy  from  the  cap 
stone,  the  brickwork  was  bare  *incl  whitcttashcd  like 
the  house.  In  the  middle  ol  this  tKirc  space  was 
daubed  a  great  erase  in  blood,  nearly  a  yard  in  hei|^t. 
Underneath  it  in  the  same  boiriblr  paint — blood  from 
llie  *.liiughterer'^i — was  smeared — 


Coodiita,  who  could  not  road,  knew  from  old  custom 
tbftt  tiDMe  voeds  must  mesui :  "  Don  Luis  Gonztlez 
ivttS  imtfteed  here.     Pray  for  his  soul  to  God!" 

"|Ay!'*  die  cried,  and  putting  down  the  pitcher 
in  the  romer,  buried  her  fart  in  liei  Apron. 

Presently,  still  snuffling  and  Icfrificd.  she  drew 
lier^f  together.  Tl3cn,  as  if  an  idea  had  occurred  to 
her,  she  crept  trembling  round  the  comer  along  the 
pathway  that  went  under  Cama*s  balcony. 

Nor  wa»  she  disappointed. 

Just  beside  the  iron-barred  window  of  tlie  kitchen 
and  underneath  the  balcony  wjt5  a  still  larger  croftSf 
made.  like  the  other,  with  blood,  and  the  words— 

"  Hweutn  li  Dios  p<^  Don  Luit" 

"  May  the  Viigin  look  down  upon  us  and  help  us  1  " 
cried  Conchita,  clasping  her  hands, 

"  WTiat  is  it  ? "  asked  a  low  trembling  voice  from 
the  kitchen  window.    It  was  Marfa. 

"  May  the  Lord  have  mercy  upon  us  "  said  Conchita 
hoarsely,  *'  there  is  that  upon  the  house  that  cannot 
nibbed  out.  nay.  not  while  one  stone  is  left  standingf-^ 
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upon  anollier^  for  it  would  come  a^ain  Uirou^  twenty^ 
gCDerations.'* 

Maria  was  siloit,  for  she  knew  what  thfe  meant, 
fttariDR  into  Ccnchita's  dilated  tye^  sho  seemed  to 
ihe  horror  upon  the  wall  rrflected  in  them. 

Cniu:tutii  went  slowly  back  to  the  gate.  pU-lcrid  op 
tlic  pfltcher,  and  wtni  in,  Marfa  nteetum;  }>ct  at  the 
door.  The  dead  man  had  been  buried  yesterday,  ye\ 
they  still  spoke  in  whispers.  ^J 

"  How  many  are  there  ?  "  aslced  Maria.  H^ 

"Two,"  whisporrt!  Cnnrliita,  "Onr  at  the  side, 
and  one  upon  the  gate  post,  r  Jc^stis  1  It  seen:^  a«  it 
I  had  brought  home  blood  in  the  pitcher." 

Both  girls  looked  at  the  dork  v^^atcr  which  sptoslied 
from  side  to  »ide  in  the  neck  of  the  pitcher,  tlien  down 
at  a  certain  »pot  in  the  middle  of  the  patio,  each      n 
thinking  that  Hlie  s;tw  Muod  tq>on  llict  tilci.  ^^^H 

*' Where  is  she  ?  "  asked  Conchita.  ^^^ 

"  In  the  orchard,  walking  up  and  down  like  some- 
thing bcrelt.  m  the  shadow  of  the  tig'trecs,"  M^ 

*'  And  Dofla  Felipa  ?  *'  " 

**  Gone  to  her  bedroom.  1  think  she  ha&  given  up 
all  Itopf*  nf  rvt^  Mxithinf^  her  !  " 

"  So  I  should  think  I  The  old  woman  must  sell  her 
ffit  and  buy  some  honesty,  and  my  mistress  has  much 
the  same  suspicion  as  i  have,"  . 

"  What  do  yoo  suspect  ?  " 

"About  Dofta  Felipa?  What  I  have  told  j-ou 
fx^rore,  thiit  tills  evil  had  never  fallen  on  the  rouf  if 
her  sly  old  face  had  never  looked  in  at  the  door." 

*^  Aye  t    She  has  a  cunning  iook," 

"  He  who  sit»  near  an  evil  tree  must  expect  to  sit 
in  an  e\-iL  sliadow.     Til  to  my  mistress." 

Coachita  poured  some  of  the  frc&li  water  into  a  gfais 
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and  went  out  into  ihe  orchard,  \^'hcre  Diina  Cama,  or 
rather  the  ghost  of  w\rM  had  been  Dona  Cama  only 
two  days  ago.  was  pacing  to  and  fro. 

She  took  the  giass  of  cold  water  and  drank  it  eagerly. 

"Courage,  lUtlc  one,"  said  Conchita  (who  was  one 
year  Caraa's  juQior) ;  '*  the  world  is  still  going  round, 
the  sea  lies  where  it  was,  ard  we  may  all  of  U5  live  to 
werp  al  something  else  H  only  we  be  more  provident 
of  our  tears.  You  are  watering  the  very  tig  Tools- 
God  grant  it  may  be  forgotten  before  San  Juan  comes 
round  again,  and  all  of  U5  be  wondering  why  the  figs 
shonld  taste  so  salt.'* 

"  Oht  n^cr.  nevet,  never  a^n  this  honor  be  forgotten ! " 

" '  Never '  is  a  long  day,  and  tlicrc  wa^  never  yet  an 
evil  that  lasted  a  hundred  years." 

*'  The  horror  of  it !  The  appalling  guilt  of  it  1  The 
relentless  grinning  truth  of  it !  The  namele&i  foulness 
of  it !    Tlie  lasting  lihame  oi  it  I  " 

**  *  Shame '  ?  Who  said  *  shame '  ?  Were  we  not 
elsewhere  when  the  deed  was  done  ?  Why,  who  lias 
dared  to  '  shame  *  you  of  it  >  " 

"  Wicked  that  T  am  to  think  of  shame,  when  yonder 
poor  cold  corpse  crle*  out  for  vengeanc*  on  mc  and 
mine ! " 

"Aye!  Let  it  cry»  vremust  all  cometoitsomeday, 
'Vcngcajicc'  troubles  him  not  a  whit.  Tis  only 
worms,  poor  lad,  that  sit  upon  his  conscience.  Who  is 
It,  though,  that  breathes  a  word  of  *  shame '  ? " 

"All  Santa  Fe  wOl  shout  it  in  our  faces  I  Oh, 
happy  cor|fte,  ctiul<l  T  bu(  hide  ine  from  the  world  like 
you,  a  yard  of  earth  between  1  '* 

"Pish  I    A  yard  of  bride's  veil  shaU  hide  Uiee  yet  I " 

"  Nay,  but  I  think  that  a  nun's  veil  shall." 

"  To  the  devil  mth  all  priests  and  nuns  1 " 
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"HtwhT'  said  Canta,  and  put  her  band  ttwtr  the 
otlicr*s  mouth* 

'* and  Jesuits !  "  cried  Conchita*  putting  sway 

her    hand.     Tl^mi,    seeing    Carna^s    pmsUatiim,    \.hr 
rclcatcd.  and  drew  nearer  to  lier, 

"Aba!"  .naid  Ccnchita  to  h«rsdf.  "Who  vmM 
think  that  liere.  in  tlii*  \«ry  Jig-tree,  we  were  gathcnog 
figs  and  tallcir^  of  the  wooing,  only  on  the  morning  of 
St.  John  the  Baptist,  and  louk  wh^it  has  come  to  pass  I 
Faith !  I  was  bom  weeping,  and  every  day  siiicff  I 
hove  been  finding  out  the  reason-" 

For  a  little  while  Doria  Cama  stood  motionless  with 
her  face  buried  tr  her  hands,  as  though  ahe  had  vad- 
denly  (orgotteii  the  niaid^s  presence,  then  cried  vAih  2 
gesture  ol  dt^sp^iir — 

"Oh,  Conchita,  his  mother  looked  in  through  the 
window,  and  our  eyes  metn  It  (teemed  as  t}iough  a  fluli 
oi  angry  lightning  had  fallen  on  my  e>'eba]Is/* 

"Looks  cannot  kilL  In  time  she  will  know  tlie 
Initlu" 

*'  Aye.  but  what  u  the  truth  ?  Will  any  of  us  know  ?  " 

"  Yes,  all  oi  us  but  you/' 

"Andwhynotl?" 

"  Because — because  it  b  tlie  bu&ine&s  ot  some  people 
that  I  know  to  hoodwink  you.*' 

Cama  stood  leaning  one  hand  against  a  fig-tree  and 
looked  at  Conchita, 

"  What  do  >'ou  mean  ?  " 

"  What  1  ha\'e  said  before,  Sedora,  this  house  sm 
too  strongly  of  Jesuits.'* 

Doua  Carna  iniule  a  weai^*  and  half-hearted  gi*stare 
of  disapprobation. 

"  Nay."  cried  Concbita.  ''  1  wiU  not  be  silent  t  I 
love  God  as  w^  as  any  ol  His  creatures  love  f  lim,  but 
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He  never  left  me  word  to  ]ov«  tlie  Je«iuls.  Tii  my 
opinion  that  wbcn  God  comes  to  s«c  us  lie  comes 
without  bell,  book,  or  candle.  You  have  too  much  of 
your  mother,  and  loo  little  oiyour  father,  to  hold  your 
own.  You  arc  like  a  young  linnet  fallen  into  a  crow's 
nest.  I  have  watched  you  weeping  these  two  days,  and 
now  it  is  time  you  were  up  and  doing,  for  God  know* 
there  is  inudi  to  be  done,  and  the  Gtiardia  Civd  are 
hunting  your  lo%'cr  in  the  moiuitains  hkea  pack  of  blood- 
hounds on  the  track  of  a  woiintlcd  slave.  Welcome 
Misforinne  if  she  come«  alone,  and  take  care  there  be 
not  two  draci  mm  instead  ol  one  1  '* 

Doila  Cama  looked  fixedly  at  her  maid,  and  her  pale 
face  became  yet  paler.  Presently  Conchita  spoke  again. 

'*  Don  Juan,"  aaid  she,  "  ia  the  nephew  of  the  Father 
Rector } " 

"  Yes." 

"  Wi^ll,  T  have  got  il  tnto  my  hcful  thnt  the-  Fathc-r 
Rector  is  the  only  follower  of  Jesus  ol  all  the  Jesuits, 
and  ii  not,  then  '  sweet  iaccs  tell  foul  lies '  indeed  I  '* 

"  And  do  you  think  that  my  mind  has  not  already 
tnmod  to  him  ?    Would  that  he  were  here  I " 

*'  Wl»eii  will  he  return  ?  " 

"  Tomorrow  or  the  day  after." 

"  Padre  Ignado,"  Stud  Conchita  slowly  and  thought* 
fully,  "  was  the  only  one  of  them  nil  that  wa»  really 
grieved  when  Don  Ram6n  your  father  died  bst  year. 
1  watched  him  when  he  thought  he  was  alone,  and  T 
heard  him  pray,  and  hU  words  they  seemed  so  patient 
and  so  pitiful  they  made  me  cr>-  like  any  fooh  I 
Tcmembcr  it  well.  It  wa&  late  at  night,  and  he  in  the 
room  beside  the  corpse  with  candles  burning,  and  I 
beside  the  door.  *  Lofd  f  Lord  I '  said  he^  so  quietly, 
'  take  Tlmu  into  Tliy  bo»om  another  of  Tliy  tired  chil- 
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dren,  whose  Utile  race  b  nn  f  *    So  be  bcigan,  then 
{laiisecl  awhile  iutd  then  went  on        ^ 

Bui  by  tliis  CnnchiU  hntl  aUo  fallen  to  frjing^  and 

dropped  upon  her  knees  bc:(tde  her  mistress.    Moved 

by  one  impulse  the  two  women  threw  their  oims  round 

one  anothcr*fi  rrcks  and  sobbed  for  a  while  contentedly'. 

"  Thou  art  nothing  but  a  poor  fool  of  a  woman  after 

»1I.  and  like  mj-self/'  said  Dofia  Cama,  kissing  Conchit*. 

"  Ah  f "  ^aid  CcncbJta,  kneeling  up  in  front  of  hcf. 

ftnd  dabbini;  her  eyes  with  her  red  petticoat,  *'  I  fear 

It  would  tnke  t«n  of  us  to  match  a  man,  though  one  ol 

u«  alone  can  make  ten  of  them  w*th  the  help  of  the 

priest  and  doctor,  and  even  inthout^  upon  occaskons. 

Oh  that  I  were  a  man  this  very  moment,  and  kncrw  just 

what  to  do  \    What's  wanted  here  is  a  pair  of  honest 

breeches  and  without  them  wc  poor  women  can  do 

nothing  but  cry*  iAy\'    For  we  were  bom  with  the 

belief  that  they  only  got  us  for  washing  dkhe^,  smd 

what  coine*  in  with  (lie  bib  goes  out  with  the  ?JirDtid. 

lt'»  my  belief  that  the  men  arc  only  j>oor  iooU  bnidi: 

the  w^men,  but  it's  good  to  have  a  gruff  voice  and 

stamp  nbotit  when  rats  are  stirring.    God  knows  then 

are  rats  enough  in  Santa  Fe  1    And  chief  amonf;  thetn, 

one  great  he-rat  with  coal-black  eyes,  and  a  great  fat 

she-rat,  that's  peeping  out  of  her  hole  this  verj-  nw> 

ment/' 

Canta  nnderstood,  for  i^  clasped  her  hands  and 
looked  up  at  DotIq  Fdipa's  window  with  a  »t;irt,  just 
Id  time  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  a  disappearing  mantilla 
seen  througli  a  Irafy  tunnel  of  vine  and  fig-trec. 

"  And  >*ou  still  believe  tn  them  f  '*  ^id  Condiila 
scornfully. 

"  No  I  No  r  ^  replied  Cama  hystencalfy,  leaning  bcr 
head  once  more  upon  the  other'ft  shoulder  and  clamping 
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her  feverishly  round  the  neck^  "  but  last  time  that  I 
rebelled*  I  committed  bl^j>hemy." 

''  Didn't  they  ask  you  to  forsake  him  ?  ** 

"  Yes," 

"  And  to  invite  Don  Luis  ? '" 

"  [  Jcsfls  !     And  bas  your  sorrow  so  befooled  you 
that  you  cannot  put  two  and  two  together  ? '' 
Alter  a  litUe  wliile  Doni  Cama  spoke  af:ain, 
'*  I  praise  God^''  said  fibe,  "  that  He  has  sent  you, 
good  friend,  to  hasten   my  tardy  jud^ent,    I  was 
oooning,  I  tliinkj  by  the  same  pathway,  to  tbe  samr 
place,  but  coming  slowly,  lor  this  shock  has  altogethci 
d<t2cd  mc.    You  are  ri^t.    What  wc  need  is  a  man's 
I     counsel,  and  that  man  shall  be  my  lover,  and  t>etore 
God,  I  w-ill  no  more  fors^e  him  till  God  bid^  me  with 
.     His  own  mouth  irom  His  ou-n  tlirone," 

"  Atnen  !     Hie  blessing  of  Miiry  ujkii  yt»u  for  Ihtis*- 
wordft !  " 
''  And  I  must  speak  with  tiim." 
1        *'  What,  in  the  mountains  ?  " 
^^K*^  Aye  I    Now  it  is  yew  turn  to  play  the  coward/' 
^V*'  Not   1 1     Only,  tiave  a  care  that  you  be  not  a 
laDtem  to  light  tlie  Civil  Guard.'* 

*'  I  had  thought  of  it,  for  the  idea  \xti9  come  aad  pone 
a   score   of   times,     ilave   r;oteaTJ     Where   is   Tio 
^     Patas  i " 

"  I  do  not  know.  What  would  you  have  with  him  ? " 
**  Conchita  1  "  said  Doi^a    Cain^«    bending    eagerly 
towards  her  maid  and  whispering  in  her  ear.    "  Was 
he  not  onc«  a  contrabandist  ?  " 
"Aye!" 

"  And  knowft  Cairai^co  ?    And  wher^  to  find  him  ?  " 
"  And  the  De^-il  and  hi*  wife  and   daughter  too. 
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'Seftora^and  oU  the  hobgoblins,  be  ciD  bring  them  to  a 
trice,  fof  thereV  nothing  foul  in  Cliristendom  that  isn't 
known  to  Tlo  Patav'* 

"  Nay,  what  matter,  so  that  he  be  secret  and  serve 
oor  turn.     1  think  he  b  very  faithfulp" 

Conchita  piiTBed  her  Upa  sli[;htlv,  as  onp  who  lias  a 
feeling  of  d^omfort  in  a  thing  that  is  proposed,  bat 
knows  no  good  ahenutive. 

"  I  will  go  nnd  fmci  him  "  ^he  ?*aid,  "anc!  wiTI  l»d 
him  come  to  you  in  the  front  parlour.    Will  you 
waiting  there  ?  " 

Conchita  went  towards  the  house. 

"  Stay  1 "  cried  Dofta  Cama. 

And  when  Conchita  canie  back,  dhe  found  lier 
trc53  with  a  haunted  look  upon  her  f&ce.  hei  h^ 
pressed  tij^htly  aifaimt  her  templefl, 

-^Conchita " 

"  Willi  ?  " 

"ITow  do  you  tliink  he  did  it  ?  Tliat  he  came  oo 
at  him  in  iair  fight,  that  Luis  attacked  him,  he  but 
defending  hiniscU.  and  3o,  in  sell'defence- — ■" 

"  Why,  how  else  should  it  be  done  ?  '* 

"  Why,  no  other  way,  surely  I  "  cried  Dofia  Carna, 
^leaking  very  hoarsely  and  \t-ry  (jutrk.  "  Ritt,  Ood 
in  Heaven!  There  were  other  ways  another  might 
have  done  it,  na  thus,  stealing  up  cIom:  behind  him  in 
the  shadow— eh  ?— and  burying  his  knife  before 
turned  on  him  \  " 

"Don  Juan?    Never  I" 

*^NayI  Who  said  50  ?  Not  II  I  say  Mother 
might  have  done  it  in  such  a  way,  and  therefore  more 
honour  to  my  dear  lover  tliat  he  fought  it  fairly  as  he 
did.     But— I  ay  1    The  horror  of  tt  1    That  hand  that 
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has  blown  Idase^  to  mel  ijcsfisl  What  various 
oSiccs  one*s  hand  may  do ;  this  morning  writing  a 
love  letter,  at  dood  a  death  warranty  to-day  shaking  a 
man  by  the  hand,  to-morrow  slaying  him  I " 

"  Only  ju&t  now  I  coiilii  liavt  Hwom  you  had  for- 
gotten aught  else  but  your  lovcr*»  peril  I  " 

"Aye,  soIAov^.    Go  6nd  mcTIo  Patas!  " 

*'  And  leave  you  stiU  despairing  when  you  might  be 
doing  ?  '• 

"  I  have  done  weeping.  Flesh  and  blood  must 
needs  ciy  out  at  time:**.  Why,  what  are  you,  th;it  you 
cannot  weep  ^  well  i  Have  you  no  bowels  ol  com- 
passion ? " 

"  For  the  quick,  but  not  for  the  dead  I  " 

*'  I  know,  1  know !  *'  cri«]  DoJka  Cama,  burying  her 
iace  in  her  hands  once  more,  *'  I  have  the  spirit  o(  a 
Ihou&and  men  in  me  to  save  him,  but  wliUst  there 
remains  one  little  drain  ot  water  wlicrewitli  to  weep,  I 
muKt  be  rid  of  it.  Anon  you  shall  sefi  my  face  as  stlB 
ai  starch,  seethed  by  a  rcd-hot  iron.  Then  shall  I  be 
Gonidlez.  Wait  but  a  moment  wliiUt  I  forget  that 
my  mother  was  a  woman  !  " 

''  Shall  1  tell  you  what  your  lover  H  thinking  of  you 
in  this  moment  ?  That  you  tried  io  cfisnarc  him  ic  his 
death  r' 

"  i  Ay  t  **  cried  Cama.  And  sl^e  turned  so  ashen 
wliite  and  knejt  looking  at  Conchita  fto  fixedly,  that 
the  maid  saw  that  a  crnis  was  at  hand* 

"  There  passed  the  iron  I  "  said  Caroa*  rising  to  her 
loct.    "  Here  stands  Gon^cs !  " 
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Ki9f.    "  Hy  lord  OtUA  JubiIm.  spnk  to  IhAt  vain  sua." 
Ck.  JuU,     "  IIa^-c  yxfu  your    ttita  t      Knov  you    wlttt 

*U»  you  speak  i '' 
FalHu/f'     "Uy   kins'   my  Jovcl    1  spCAk    to    iboc.    my 

Kiui-    "  I  know  tbce  oot,  old  num ; 


f«U  10  tby  prayen^ 


irheV 


WHRN  TSo  Patas  made  hi^  way  into  the 
parJour,  he  could  at  first  S€c  Qottiini^,  for 
had  just  come  in  from  the  sunlight.  But  he  Utari 
the  &cratchiD(?  of  quiU  on  paper  and  KTodualiy  made 
out  DoAaCarna  who  wiis  seated  at  a  card  tabic  witb 
lier  1).'tclc  tow^irds  liirn. 

'Close  the  door  I  ^  shes^ud,  and  he  dosed  it,  stand* 
ing  hat  in  hand  ond  peering  at  her  through  the  nncertam, 
light  from  under  his  ^a^y  cycbiows. 

Presently  the  eound  of  quUI  on  paper  ceased, 
letter  wbs  sanded,  closed,  and  sealed  with  a  wafer, 

Dofka  Cama  came  towards  him. 

''  Friend  Patas,  I  want  you  to  do  me  a  great 
The  ser\icc  of  a  lifetime  patiaps/' 

She  folded  her  little  hands  in  front  of  l>cr  and 
at  hhti  from  her  care^^^m  0>'e&.    Tbc  old  man  s* 
3os  uneasy. 

"  Do  you  know  Carrasco  ?  " 

"Iih?" 

Uia  eyes  had  wondered  to  the  floof  before  tlic  sonxvw 
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be  be^t  upon  hiro,  but  he  looked  up  quickly 
mention  of  CajTa5co. 

''Good  Patas,  this  is  no  time  tor  mincing.  Though 
Canasco  be  a  bandit,  there  are  many  know  vd^tt  to 
find  him.  To  me,  it  h  a  matter  of  life  and  deAth  that 
you  ?ihauld  kncrw  his  hJduig-phice.  and  I  ask  you,  in  all 
secrecy  (God  knows),  can  you  me«t  with  hbn  ?  '* 

The  old  man's  c>'c3  moved  rapidly  in  their  sockets, 
first  lummg  to  Camas  lace,  then  to  the  windows,  then 
to  the  gloom  behind  her. 

"  There's  a  price  upon  Carrasco's  head,  and  a  heavy 
price  it  is,"  he  said  at  last, 

"  Aye,  but  wc  are  going  to  tiuat  each  oUier,  you  and 
I.  See,  I  am  going  to  tnut  you  with  my  life  and  with 
my  lover*s,'' 

"  The  Civil  Guard  have  more  waj's  than  one  oi 
worming  out  stfctets," 

"  Look  I  "  cried  Cama,  going  eagerly  to  (lie  wah  and 
returning  with  a  crucifix.  "  Hear  me  sweat  that  no 
torture  shall  ever  goad  me  to  tell  of  Caira&co'e  hiding- 
place.     1  swear  it.  lei  the  Virgin  hear  me  1 '' 

And.  filing  on  her  knees,  she  ieverislily  kisaed  the 
crucifix - 

L   "  Now.  do  you  doubt  me.  good  Pataa  ? " 
F    He  pursed  his  lips  tightly  a^  though  calciUating,  then 
looked  down  at  his  hat,  tlie  crow's  feet  coming  ta  Uic 
comers  oi  his  eyes. 

"  Wliat  do  mi  wisli  me;  to  do,  Scnora  ?  '* 

Cama  rose  trembling,  and  going  towards  him  placed 
a  hand  on  cither  shoulder,  looking  into  his  face, 

"  Fnend  Palas,"  she  said  alowly  and  hoarsely*  "  1 
want  you  to  take  my  life  and  my  lovei'^^in  your 
hands." 

I  am  youn  to  command,  Sefiora/' 
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"  Swear  1 "  9h«  said  eageily. 

He  toolc  tlw  ciuja  lielween  hii  dirty  fingers. 

"  Swear  lo  trll  no  living  %cni]  what  I  ain  aboul  to 
you  do,  swear  by  the  Holy  MoUier  lo  die  nXhcr  thio 
betray  your  trust/' 

"  Not  evexi  to  the  Jesuits  ?  " 

"  L€£L&t  o(  all,  least  of  all/'  she  cried,  uiinging  Im 
hands.     He  repeated  the  words  after  hci  and  seemed 
to  ki»$  the  croS9,  thoii^  some  lingenng  scxii|^  of  con 
science  or  of  fear  caused  inxn  to  ktas  hb  hand  or 
empty  air. 

C^a  put  away  the  crucifix,  then  came  to  him 

'*  My  loucr  i»  with  0»Tni*co.    Deliver  this  note 
his  handd,  let  no  one  seo  it,  let  do  one  guess  your 
miasion.'' 

He  took  the  little  cDvdopc  and  placod  it  in  his  breast. 

"Scfiora"  he  beppan  slowly,  "what  you  bid  me  do 
is— I  vaya  I— 1  have  Dot  so  long  to  live,  but  an  ounce 
of  le:id  in  my  old  skull,  fcuEti  ;i  Civil  Guard's  riHe,  why 
— ^looTc  you " 

She  took  a  pur^  horn  her  basket  upon  the  tabic  and 
thrust  two  chinking  gold  pieces  into  his  hand. 

"  When  ?  "  she  asked  brcathJessly,  bending  towards 
him. 

"Thb  evening,  after  sujiset,'"  he  whispered. 

And  !iteahDg;  out  of  the  room  as  if  conscious  already 
th&t  he  held  a  secret  miujon,  he  cUmbcd  up  into  tbc 
hayloft  and  knelt  grinning  and  mo^-ing  over  ttL4^  lifted 
floor  board  where  he  kept  hi:;  treasure. 

La  oractGn  wus  ovrr  wlirn  Tio  Pulas,  peering  all 
around  him  into  the  darkness,  halting  suddenly  to 
listen  for  a  footstep  in  his  wake,  then  making  on  again* 
arrived  at  the  low  wall  on  the  far  side  of  the  convent. 
This  wall  was  opposite  the  Hill  of  Calvary,  on  whose 
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summit  stood  tlie  three  slone  crorsses  towards  which 
good  Chnstians  stnigglcd  on  llicir  kneC5  on  Crjdfixion 
Day.  There  was  no  pL\th.  and  visitors  w'ere  never  seen 
upon  thU  «ide  of  the  building. 

Climbing  to  the  top  of  a  little  mound,  he  M'^lrd 
the  wall,  not  by  dint  of  gieat  .igiHty,  but  simply  from 
hJ5  knowledge  of  e^-eiy  led|;c  and  foothold. 

Ho  then  crept  up  the  west  avenue  o£  palm  trees*  and 
made  lor  the  kitchen  door. 

One  of  the  laj'  brothers  was  seated  upon  tlie  step, 
tiimming  the  wick,  cif  a  lamp. 

"  Hist !  '*  said  TIo  Patas. 

The  man  had  not  heard  him  coming,  and  looked  up 
'  Bujrpri^d. 

**Ahr  It  is  you,  good  PatasI  What  do  you 
want  ?  '* 

"  Tell  Padre  Majiirex  I  must  si>cak  to  liim,'* 

"*MU3t'l" 

"  Aye !  Upon  matters,  tcU  him,  oonccmtng  us  all 
very  closely." 

Tlie  Ji^suit  smiled  to  himself.  He  lighted  the  wick 
in  silence,  i>ut  on  the  fjljua,  left  the  lamp  just  inside  the 
ay  and  want  away, 
Tio  Patas  leant  in  at  the  door,  blew  out  the  light,  and 
sat  down  upon  the  doorstep. 
"Dead  men  tdl  no  tales,"  thought  he  to  himseU- 
But,  alas  I  they  are  bad  debtors.  Just  as  I  was  in 
t  of  <i  hardly-camcd  reward,  1 1^  !  come  six  inches 
♦tcel  and  whip  away  my  reckoning.  Well  saj'S  the 
proverb  that  *  one  should  not  kill  the  goose  which  lays 
the  Roldcn  egg.*  Nay,  but  otbeni  will  kill  it  for  you  1 " 
And  he  sat  down  with  a  hand  upon  each  knee,  ^h- 
deeply  and  looking  Dut  towards  the  wiUiing  mooD 
shone  on  the  peaceful  sea,  and  up  at  the  :4cdeton 
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leaves  of  the  piklni5wtikJitx)ckcc]  gently  to  and  fro  alcDg 
the  aveaue. 

Slowly  a  smile  stole  over  his  wtinkkd  features,  and 
one  mj^t  have  jud^  by  his  cx|>re^oQ  that  already 
be  had  5pi«d  anotber  goose^  nay,  a  whole  dock  of  geese, 
up  yonder  >ii  Uie  iiHxin. 

So  dt»orbeil  w.t^  he  in  hh  meditations,  nibbing  his 
hands  ap  and  down  along  his  kDce»,  that  the  la/  brother 
touched  hiiD  on  the  i^ouLder,  and  looking  romid 
suddenly  he  saw  Padre  Martmu  standing  in  the  door- 
way, silent  and  motionless. 

The  priesl*s  bands  were  buried  in  his  sl€e\'es,  tia 
arms  were  totdcd.  His  eyes,  thou|;h  unable  !■>  quench 
tbeir  eagem&53,  had  a  light  wiiJch  wa^  something  ol 
contempt,  and  his  clean-shaven  hps  said  plainly  that 
his  mood  was  tteavy  and  wr^Uiful. 

Tlo  Patas  was  unable  to  note  Cliese  symptoms  in  the 
darkness  of  the  porch. 

"  The  lump  has  gone  out/*  said  the  lay  brother, 
stooping  to  li^ht  it, 

"  I  blew  it  out,"  said  Tto  Patas  shortly, 

"  And  why  did  you  so  ?  "  It  was  the  vooce  of  Padre 
Martinet.  It  mounded  angry  and  fmebodi^g.  Tfo 
Patas  drew  back  and  pauaed. 

"  Because— we  must  not  be  seen  together,'* 

"We?" 

'*  Arc  we  not  here  all  Jesuits  ? "  asked  Tio  Patat, 
looking  round  him  and  holding  out  lu5  hands- 

Thc  Catal^  priest  came  down  Uie  steps  into  the 
moonlight* 

"  H'*  /  "  he  cried  angrily.    "  Ycu  one  oi  usJ" 

'^  In  a  very  humble  capacity^  and  as  a  la>inan,  that 
1  allow,  bm •• 


You  one  of  us 


t" 
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Thr  old  man,  fcarhil  and  apologetic,  wondertsd  what 
avalanche  was  about  to  fall. 

'*  Friend  Patas.  let  u3  uoderstand  cadi  other,  ^\^ly 
do  you  come  here  and  ask  for  me  by  Dame  I '' 

"  I  thought ** 

'^  W)iy  do  yim  vr-sli*  our  wall,  like  a  iUld  by  tiighl, 
steal  across  our  garden — aye,  wc  saw  you — and  blow 
out  cur  lamp  ?  What  sudden  knavish  impudence  ba5 
bidden  you  use  my  name  ?  " 

'■  I  hava  something  here  that  you  would  care  to  see," 
He  took  the  letter  from  his  l>osoni. 

"  And  why  iluJiiUi  1  care  to  see  it  ?  " 

"  Be«.--iuic— J  vaya  !— I>ecau5e  it  treats  of  ihings  that 
you  arc  concerned  in/' 

"  And  what  thioj^,"  thundered  the  Cat^n,  *'  havx 
you  and  we  in  common,  that  an^thin^  of  youra  should 
concern  any  one  of  us  ?  " 

Tto  PatiL^  ftrtl  tli^tl  the  mofe  he  spoke  tlie  worse  pkklc 
he  W&5  getting  into. 

The  Jcsiiit  took  a  step  towards  him  and  glared 
angrily  into  the  old  man*5  cunning  eyes. 

"  Why  did  Don  Kam6n  Gondii?/  ever  take  compas* 
sion  or  you  ?  " 

Ik  looked  down  at  his  hat  which  he  was  crurof^g 
uneasily  in  his  liands. 

"  What  happened  in  your— domestic  circle—that  all 
men  shrewdly  ftusi^ectcd,  though  ii  never  came  to 
light;** 

The  old  m:m  trembled. 

**  Where  should  you  be  to-night,  you  old  gacl^birdt 
il  Justice  had  her  own  ?  " 

"  Have  mercy  1 " 

*'  Aye  1  as  much  mercy  at  you  once  had  I    Friefid 
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Patas.  a  word  oE  ad\icc>  Talk  not  henceforward  of 
'  US,*  When  it  pleases  you  to  seek  my  company.  !«eck 
me  in  open  daylight  when  I  ^^-alk  abroad,  ant]  not  like 
a  thief  by  night,  vn\h  lampi^  blown  out.  Think  on  tlic 
liMi.  Renienjbi^r  t!iitl  1;irrying  Jmfirt*  somL-Hmcs 
\oo\&  wt-T  old  scor<*^-  Arid  don't  iorgct  that  there  is  a 
Guardia  Civil  in  Santa  Fc." 

For  a  lew  moments  Iho  three  men  stood  silently  be- 
side each  other.  Padre  Martinez  frowning  upon  Tio 
Patas,  who  looked  down  upon  his  hat  and  hung  his 
head, 

''  As  for  your  letter,  did  you  ever  bring  mc  any  onc*s 
letters  to  read  before  ?  " 

T!o  Patas  looked  up  quickly  and  was  about  to  speak. 

'*  Ansft'er  I  "  cried  Padre  Martinet,  with  his  face  like 
a  raging  tempest,  and  taking  another  stq>  foru-ard. 

**  No  1 "  replied  the  old  man  suddenly,  looking  down 
again. 

"  Then  why  do  you  bring  me  ttus  ?  " 

Tio  Patas  shrugged  his  iliouldei'i^. 

The  Jesmt  Mid  something  to  the  lay  brother 
French,  ihen  strode  nway  six  or  wrven  paces  and  looked 
out  upon  the  sea- 

The  lay  brother  put  out  his  hand  to  T^o  Patas,  wfco 
gave  lihn  the  letter.  He  took  it  inside  the  doonvay, 
carefully  examined  the  wafer  with  which  it  was  sealed 
by  the  light  ol  the  himp,  went  throujih  a  corridor,  and 
after  a  fi.-w  minutes  returned  with  the  lamp  in  one  hand 
and  the  letter  in  the  other. 

He  then  placed  a  small  wafer  on  the  cnxxlopc  to  com- 
pare it  with  the  wafer  which  sealed  it,  satis^ed  himself 
that  the  two  were  alike,  deftly  passed  a  silver  cutter 
between  tlie  paper  and  the  wafer,  and  after  a  few  mo- 
ments of  careful  handling  he  had  it  open.    Tlie  note 
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■H|||hort,  but  he  read  it  through  several  times,  bis  lips 
rTsHnng  a*  tliough  he  were  learning  it  by  heart.  Then 
he  quickly  replaced  the  letter  in  its  envelope,  ^^Icd 
it  vrtth  the  new  water,  looked  at  it  caicfuliy  with  a 
smile,  and  coming  outside,  gave  it  to  'Ho  Fataa. 
The  wJiole  opirration  h;id  barely  lai;ted  ^vq  minute. 

Padrr  MartitiPi  came  back  lo  Iht-m  as  Tfo  Patas  was 
replacing  the  letter  in  his  bowm. 

"What  have  you  here?  "asked  the  priest,  placing  hi:( 
great  forc£nger  over  the  Letter. 

Tlo  Patas  offered  to  take  it  out  again. 

**  I  Aji  I  "  cried  die  priest  with  an  angry  look, "  would 
ycu  lietray  youi  trust '  Did  I  ask  you  to  do  mi;  mark 
mcjdid  1  ^i^you  ?  " 

"  No/' 
^m    "  Have  I  so  much  as  touched  the  letter  ?  " 

■  "No.** 

^M  "  Has  it  even  been  opened  ?    Answer  me,  &ir  I  " 

■  "No.*' 

^P  "  And  'li-H  well  that  it  i*  so.    Go,  and  remember  I  ** 

The  priest  poirtcd  peremptorily  dcvwn  thc^  avenue, 
nor  let  jail  hjjs  fmgtr  until  Tio  Patos  bad  gone  down 
the  steps. 

When  Tlo  Patas  had  alreafly  left  the  college  gatei 
l>eluDd  him  the  Uy  brother  caxnc  muning  after  him  up 
the  hi!l  all  out  of  breath. 

"WiE  you  come  back  this  way  to-night,  Incnd 
Rata*  > " 

"  J  dmibt  not.  T  am  like  to  spend  the  ni^U  in  the 
Devir*  Kitclu-n.  And,  God's  Inith,  I  prefer  the  smell 
of  it  to  yours !  " 

The  lay  brother  laughed  good-humourcdly,  holding 
his  hand  on  his  panting  5ide. 

"  Take  no  umbrage  o(  Padre  Martinas.  Tou  dl»> 
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hirbed  him  at  his  sttidks.  May  be — if  you  can  ke«p  a 
qnkt  tongrte— you  ind  I  can  have  a  Uttl«  fnendly  chat 
together  sometimes." 

Hwrc  WAS  an  accidental  chink,  as  o(  mon«y»  tg  ih« 
Jesuit's  pockrt, 

"  When  you  comp  back*  be  it  to-night  or  to-morrow, 
ask  for  me,  I  have  another  message  for  you  to  take, 
and  one  which  may  |>roht  you.    Can  1  reckon  on  you  ?  " 

'-AyeI"saidT1oPata». 

And  giving  each  other  good-night  th«y  turned  and 
p^Lrfircr 

For  some  httle  time  Tfo  Patas  plodded  np  the  billskic 
wrapt  io  thought. 

\Vhen  ho  reached  the  pass,  he  turned  round  and 
loc-kod  down  upon  the  ma^;niiicent  panorama  spread 
oat  t>eneath  the  moon  in  the  Bay  oi  Santa  Fe,  But  he 
wxs  not  legariltiT^  lltr  glories  of  Nnltir«.  He  ^toeid  Eor 
a  moment  with  hi^  mouth  stretched  open,  And  scratch- 
ing his  stubbly  cbcck  with  his  forcnngcr,  then  shmggcd 
his  Moulders  and  cn«d  '*  Pish  T*  as  if  dismissing  an 
unplea^nt  subject  from  his  mind.  Then,  after  stand- 
ing still  far  a  iT*o«ieut,  :i  light  seeined  Io  come  into  hi* 
wickal  old  eyes,  lie-  toolc  a  »tte£3  nr  t«o  forward  to  the 
edge  of  the  clitT.  nnd  addressing  the  dusky  banana-trees 
which  were  rocking  (heir  aims  about  in  the  t>kickncs& 
of  the  slope  t>encEith  his  feet — 

"  Gentlemen/'  said  he,  "  thb  letter  is  going  to  my 
lady's  gallant  who  U  in  the  monntjaiiis  with  Carraaco- 
And  by  that  same  reason,  tlut  she  ^id  I  held  both  hi* 
life  and  her  own  between  my  fingers,  this  lettcir  should 
be  a  summons  to  him  to  meet  her.  That  mticli  >'oa 
may  already  have  dh-ined  ? " 

The  lianana-trces  whispered  to  each  other  at*  the 
breeze  rose  up  (mm  the  sea,  then  became  silent  and 
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waved  their  aims  slowly,  as  before  from  side  to  side  as 
if  they  were  hstening. 

"  But,  can  you  guess,  perchance,  can  you  guess  where 
the  very  next  message  will  go  ?  " 

No,  they  could  not  guess.  He  chuckled  triumphantly 
as  though  he  were  looking  down  upon  a  vast  theatre  of 
puzzled  faces. 

"  Why,  God  save  us,  gentlemen,  I  did  not  suppose  for 
a  moment  that  you  could.  These  be  things  dikt  need 
logic,  perception  and  no  little  undei^tanding.  But 
I  will  keep  you  no  longer  in  suspense.  The  next 
message  will  be '' — (he  paused  and  waved  his  arms 
aloft,  leering  down  the  slope  in  a  manner  moat  horrible 
to  behold)—"  for  the  Guardia  Civil." 

And  having  laughed  very  shrilly  at  their  surprise,  he 
turned  his  face  once  more  towards  the  mountains  and 
trudged  forward  on  his  dark  journey  to  the  Devil*s 
Kitchen. 
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"  A  pllvQtiA  oon9,  a  Moody  pit«oua  carm, 
PoId.  paIo  $4  Mhc4.  EhU  bedftub'd  in  blood, 
All  in  gmre-blofxi-" 

Rctnto  and  Julitt. 

THE  Arroyo  of  Santa  Fe«  MIkt  many  qUict  mountain 
streams  in  the  south  of  Spain,  is  a  iurious  raging 
Gfttaract  ol  y«Uow  foam  for  %\x  wteksi^  a  sericg  of  ittid 
pooh  with  banks  of  sand  ami  sliinglt-  in  lietwc'cri  them 
and  a  lazy  trickle  from  pool  to  pool  for  another  ^'ix 
weeks,  and  during  the  remainder  of  the  year,  a  dry,  du5ty 
waste,  in  whidi  booths  arc  pitched*  bimoclosore  fried  by 
Ippsics,  and  youtli^  alternately  pelt  each  other,  play  at 
buJl-fights  with  a  pair  of  cow's  horns,  or  try  their  fikiU 
withtht^  kiufc-  by  slit  ling  si;gar  ir.tnes  luuitd  uii.  Tlieic 
art  morr  thefts,  more  stabs,  more  insult:*,  and  more 
illicit  dealing  in  the  bed  ol  the  Arroyo  for  eight  or  nine 
months  in  the  year  than  alt  tho  angry*  tife-blood  of  the 
moiuitains  can  cleanse  in  the  rcTnainlnj^  three  or  four. 

The  distant  Guadalote  is  a  stately  river  of  the  plain 
and  always  has  more  or  less  water.  Tlie  Anoyo*s 
course  is  shorter  and  steeper.  Wlicn  dry*  its  bed 
atlordi  access  to  the  mountains  by  a  slope  which, 
though  sudden  tor  water,  is  easy  for  men. 

The  course  alters  year  by  year,  botilder^,  tree  tninks, 
•aw]  clhrr  obstimh-s  hroiighl  down  hy  Ihc  lon^nl  a>m- 
pclling  the  traffic  to  seek  the  easiest  path,  and  in  Iaz>' 
Santa  Fc  it  is  often  a  8ub|ect  of  curiosity,  and  even  of 
wagers,  as  to  the  trend  of  the  river  bed  next  year.  It 
alters  by  as  much  as  two  hundred  good  paces,  and  the 
tiack  tliat  last  summer  Invaded  the  liacJenda  of  Don 
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Jo**^  upon  llie  \V«t,  this  year  has  tonj  up  the  cemetery 
of  the-  bull-ring  hnrses  and  invaded  the  plaDtation  of 
Don  Antonio  upon  the  East, 

Early  in  the  morning,  shortly  before  sunrise,  two 
persons  rode  along  the  river  bed  on  mules. 

The  eyes  of  both  these  silent  Iravellers  were  fixed 
almost  constantly  upon  tlie  mj"sterious  glow  to  iheir 
li^ht  tn  front  of  tliem,  save  wlien  a  ridge  of  juniper- 
covered  rock«  a  clump  of  poplars  or  a  pepper  tree  passed 
In  between.  Even  the  talkative  might  have  been  silent, 
confronted  by  that  growmg  flush  in  the  E;islem  sky 
whic  h  day  by  day  teart*  how  Cosmos,  blushing  Jor  his 
imperfections,  appeared  before  a  universe  of  perfect 
Night, 

In  (ront  was  TSo  Patas,  his  sombrero  drawn  over  his 
eyes  and  his  capa  around  his  ears,  sntfUng  the  pure  air 
o!  eold  Wrgin  morning,  not  with  any  great  expansive- 
ne^^i  of  sptiit  sudi  iv%  thb  air  call^  furlh  In  a  man  of 
&iim;le  mind,  but  drawing  it  in  with  great  sighs  at  fre- 
quent intervaJfi,  a»  though  he  were  uneasy. 

Beliind  him  rode  Cnrnii,  in  a  <Ire&^  belonging  to 
Susana,  a  servant's  plain  blacrk  shawl  phmed  roiuid  her 
face,  Thiis  attitcd,  nobody  would  have  recognijced 
her  in  the  dim  light  of  early  morning. 

Day  broke  whilst  tbcy  were  riding  through  a  ravine 
between  two  walls  of  grey  rock,  and  the  sun  came 
sloping  across  country  and  gilded  the  upper  edge  of  the 
left-hand  wall  with  a  vivid  orange,  so  that  it  looked 
like  a  l;d]  *heet  of  battered  lead  with  a  golden  border. 

"This  seems  the  longer  way  alter  all."  said  Cania. 
presently,  dra^^ing  nearer  to  Tio  Fatas* 

"The  longer  and  the  shonor,  Seliora.  I  grant  you 
it  comes  somewhat  roundabout,  but  our  mules  will  iiot 
ift^ary  so  aoon  as  if  t]iry  had  climbed  the  paM,  and  1 
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lA'Anant  yoii  wc  will  rwich  there  half  an  hour  earlier 
Uian  by  llie  other  jxath." 

'*  What  is  the  place  calkd  ?  " 

"The  Deva's  Ninepins." 

^'  Good  Patas,"  said  Cama,  after  Tiding  some  ytLxds 
in  %ncrm:p,  ^'  you  know  (utl  well  thitl  my  life  i»  in  your 
li.inds.  That  Uouble:!  nie  iiut^  for  1  re<:kon  ray  life  as 
nothing,  and  be&ides,  E  led  that  I  may  trust  you/' 

Her  voic4:  belied  Ugt  words.  The  eld  man  made  a 
gesture  which  moant,  "Of  coufu  you  may." 

*'  But  tho  life  of  my  lover,  that  is  another  thiog. 
And  the  least  carelessness,  the  Ic^t  unguarded  mini, 
may  have  caused  us  to  be  followed/' 

She  looked  behind  her  instinctively,  but  saw  nothing 
more  than  dwarf  palm  bushes,  herb»,  rocks  and  lizards. 
Nothing  was  stirriDg  down  the  long  ^a^'ine  behind  them. 

"  If  you  eannot  lni-"il  ine,**  annweti^d  Tlo  P^lus,  with 
a  sudden  oblique  look  behind  him,  '*  'twere  a  pity  to  be 
honest,"    And  tie  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

'*  Bat  you  ar^  honest,  good  Fatas,  of  that  I  am  very 
sure." 

The  poor  child  looked  up  at  him  beseecltingly, 
vkhcrcat  the  old  man  cackled,  and  swore  hy  all  tlic 
saints  in  heaven  that  no  more  honest  fcUow  had  crver 
drawn  breath,  and  wliy  should  ^he  t>e  so  tmioroua  ? 

'*t£a!  If  you  doubt,  Sef^ora,  kt  us  turn  bock." 
He  reined  round  lii^inuleand  looked  at  !ier  indignantly. 

"  No,  no  I  "  :*a]d  OiruA.     '*  Forward  !  " 

And,  the  old  man  muttering  to  himself,  they  both 
put;hed  on.  ^ 

As  they  continued  thus  in  silence*  Tio  Pata<t  thivwH 
his  ;&ombrero  b:Kk  upon  his  head  and  undid  his  capa.      ' 
Ycl  ihc  sunshine  was  not  strong  enough  to  warrant  bis 
feeling  50  hot. 
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Any  one  meeting  this  stnin^  pair  might  hAvc 
noticed  in  tbc  eyes  oj  the  man  x  look  tluit  wa^  fuU  oE 
apprehension,  which  lie  seemed  con«cioa$  oi,  ;tnd  tried 
(o  slifle  whenever  Cama  drew  near  to  libn  or  sjK>kc  to 
him. 

And  thus  fcT  anotJicr  hour  or  more  tb^  steadily  rode 
up  and  up. 

The  Landscape  had  grown  wild  and  rugged.  Above 
ihem  were  forests  of  cork  tree.s  with  dealings,  grey  clifi*, 
asvl  precipices  here  ^nd  there.  On  the  e;ist  Ihei^et 
loTtsts  were  lighted  by  Uic  sun.  and  showed  a  vivid 
green ;  on  the  west  they  were  sombre  black. 

The  brg  shadows  of  the  eastern  hills  were  slowly 
descending  the  slopes  and  ridgrs  on  the  west.  High 
up  upon  Iheleft.and  behind  the  grccn-clothtd  hilK^  rofle 
two  bluUh  numntains,  so  far  that  one  could  not  see 
anything  but  their  colour  and  tlieir  outline  und  the 
wlute  snow  upon  their  summits.  Once  Cama,  looking 
up,  saw  a  black  speck  overhead.    It  was  an  eagle. 

At  lasl^tiiraing  aside  from  the  river  bed,  the>' climbed 
a  hillock,  j^ay^xl  thiough  a  clump  of  cork  tict-s,  and 
looked  down  upon  a  clearing  where  nine  great  boulders 
were  scattered  here  and  there  as  U  a  giant  had  thrown 
Uiem, 

The  eyes  of  TSo  Patas  were  restless,  first  turning 
to^^rdi  one  boulder,  then  towards  a:Jolher.  If  a  man 
hati  thoscTi  lo  liide  Ihere^  the  dw^rf  paluis  and  under- 
growth would  have  sensed  \*cTy  well  to  screen  him- 

"\Vc  must  show  ourselves."  said  'ilo  Patasj  "and  I 
think  wc  have  got  here  first." 

So  saying  he  dismonntcd,  and,  coming  (towards  Cama, 

isled  her  also  to  dismount.  She  followed  him  down 
into  the  middle  of  the  clearing. 

They  waited  tor  fully  ten  minutes,  Cams  pacing  up 
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and  down,  all  trtmbling,  and  now  and  then  rahlng  het 
bandkcfdiiei  to  licr  eyes,  her  bUck  shawl  tlirown  back 
and  her  mas&  of  silken  hair  falling  round  her  temples. 
Her  beautiful  face  was  deathly  pJe< 

Tfo  Patfti^  ^tood  ?>till  and  ^UTveyrd  the  boulders 
around  hini.  Presently,  as  if  growing  impatient,  tie 
clapped  hb  hands.  An  answerir^  shout  was  heard  on 
the  mongtn  ol  the  forest.  Camp's  heart  leapt  mthin 
her, 

A  moment  afterwards,  Juan,  still  in  his  glittering 
Mill  of  grmi  majo  wil}i  ^  h;<iidki^r1iit*{  Ixmncl  round 
bis  head  and  over  his  left  check  bore  and  temple,  hb 
eyes  looking  fiercely  eager,  yet  dark  with  anguish,  ramc 
t>ounding  down  the  hillock  towards  them,  as  fine  a 
looking  man  as  cv^r  put  foot  in  Santa  Fe. 

The  lines  oi  honor,  remorse,  and  almost  of  despair, 
wfre  obliterated  for  a  moment  fToiu  kb  leditufM  wlini 
he  sprang  towards  Omid.  He  looked  so  brave,  so 
gallant  nnd  reckless,  that  t^vcn  Tio  Pataa  paused  to 
^nce  at  him  from  l>eneath  hi£  refitless  eyelids,  tbcit 
walked  awny  with  a  sigh. 

And  hcforc  the  lovere  could  spc^k.  whilst  yet  thef 
were  pressing  each  othcrV  hao^  from  behind  evefy 
boulder  rose  a  Guardia  Civil,  and  covered  Juan  with 
his  rifle, 

Juan  fir&t  heard  Cama  screEini,  then  felt  her  db^ing 
to  him,  before  he  caught  iight  of  a  captafcn  who 
towanln  tiiin  with  drawn  tword. 

\Mien  he  looked  round  him  he  realized  bis  positioa. 
A  great  horror  and  loathing  came  into  his  eyes;  he 
seiied  Canw  by  her  two  wrists,  tore  her  from  him.  and 
with  set  teeth  cast  her  away  from  him,  loading  her  with 
bitter  rur*s, 

*'  Vou  art  my  prisoner,''  said  the  captain, 
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''  So  it  would  appear/'  said  Juan  scornfully,  bis  lace 
^tcn  white. 

"  Vou  l;avc  slam  a  captain  ot  the  Civil  Guard." 

"  Most  tmc." 

"  Vou  do  not  deny  it  >  " 

*'  On  the  contrary,  I  freely  admit  it," 

**  Tliat  simplifies  inattere," 

"Why?^' 

**  I  will  tell  you.  after  this  lady  has  retired." 

He  looked  towards  Cc^ma  with  a  sneer.  Ht  was  a 
Iiandsome  fellow  with  a  black  motutadie,  and  the 
moustache  rose  up  towards  his  nose, 

'^  1  will  not  ga,  I  wll  not  go,'*  inoanrd  CimA^ 

'*  A%  you  please.  Senora  "  and  ag^iii  he  turned  to 
Juan  and  said  to  him — 

"  I  have  received  certain  orders,  i  am  a  soldier,  and 
tho^  orders  must  be  carried  out," 

"  What  are  your  orders  > " 

''  My  orders  were,  Seiior  "  (here  the  captain  came 
closer  aind  spoke  in  his  eai)  "  that  you  would  attempt 
to  escape," 

Juan  looked  at  him  for  a  mc^ent  ^^ithout  flinchingi 
and  understood. 

*'  Show  mc  the  spot  where  I  stand  to  escape,"  he  said 
Iwtterly, 

'*  Why,  sir,  unless  you  have  any  preference  in  Uic 
matter,  it  seems  to  me  you  stand  admirably  where  you 
arC' 

'*  Vou  need  not  keep  your  men  behind  mc/'  said 
Juan,  and,  taking  the  bandage  from  hfe  tace»  he  bound 
his  ou'D  ankles  togethci  and  doubly  knotted  the  Unen. 

"  I  thank  you,*'  said  the  captain,  "  and  congratulate 
yon  on  your  coolness.  What  I  have  to  do  I  shall  do 
with  profound  r<%ret." 
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He  salutod. 

Jean  folded  hi£  arms  across  his  breast ;  then,  as 
thoitgh  wilh  ^inre  scontftil  purpose,  folded  thrm  hrhind 
his  back  and  watched  the  firing  pajly.  The  captain 
motioned  to  the  Civil  Guards  to  range  thcm^lvcs  in 
front  of  him.    They  fell  in.  two  deep* 

Cama  had  watched  these  proceedings  with  distended 
eyes  and  slowly  curling  Up.  At  last  ^e  comprehended 
what  wii^  jboiit  to  take  pliice. 

"Oh,  no!  no!  "  she  cried,  springing  towards  the 
c«iptain  like  a  madwoman,  and  hanging  on  his  arm ; 
^tbis  is  some  horrible  farce — you  are  pretending." 

"  You  arc  right.  Sefiora,"  replied  the  guardsman  with 
a  sneer ;  "  this  is  indeed  a  farce,  and  v^evy  wdl  acted. 
Faith,  you  have  too  pretty  a  face,  thoogb*  tn  screw  it 
in  such  whnklei.  and  all  lor  notliln^." 

She  looked  at  htm  wildly,  openmo^ithed,  and  $hook 
his  ann. 

''  AbfKjlutrly  (or  nothing,  Setlor>&/*  he  continued 
somewhat  more  impatiently,  '^  imcc  the  audience  you 
arc  acting  for  will  not  be  here  to  clap  you  wbefk  the 
curtain  falls." 

He  beckoned  to  one  ol  tlie  Gvil  Guards,  who  laid 
down  his  rilte  and  came  running  towards  him. 

"  Help  this  good  lady  away,"  *aid  the  captain,  "  And 
oblige  her  by  ajipearing  to  be  very  violent'* 

T^c  Civil  Guard  took  hold  of  Cama  under  her  rigjit 
arm.  Thoi^h  speechless^  she  still  clung  to  the  cap- 
tain. 

"  J  Caracoles!  Vou  would  rJmost  deceive  the  devil !  ** 
cried  the  captain.  And  he  looked  at  her  wonderingly, 
a<i  if  half  doubting  whether  slie  were  in  earnest  after 
all. 

Tio  Patas  came  towards  them.  Tlic  captain  spoke 
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The  Civi]  GiLard  and  Tio  Patas  bcUvccD  them 
■ded  in  tearing  her  away. 

"  Qh,  not  this,  not  this  1  **  screamed  Cama,  tr^g  to 
&tnigE;l€  backhand  wTithir^;  and  twistinii:  in  their  grasp. 
"  As  there  is  a  God  in  Heaven,  and  a  Christ  that  was 
cruciiied,  man,  if  you  be  bom  of  woman,  will  you  shoot 
him  before  my  very  ey^s  ?  " 

''  Ttiat  is  precisely  what  T  am  so  avcnvi  to  doLig, 
Sc^ra,  and  for  that  reason  I  yvish  y^u  to  withdraw," 

•■  Hold !  "  cried  Juan. 

They  all  looked  at  him. 

"Decoy!   strumpet  I   murderess!    This  farce  is  all 

vain,  for  it  does  not  deceive  me.  Go  in  silence  and 
hide  thyself  in  hell !  What  dark  agent  first  bade  thcc 
cn^n^TC  me  in  thy  bcdcJiamber  I  do  not  know,  and  faali 
believed  thee  gniltlcss,  but  now  1  know  thee  for  the  dead 
man's  paramour.' * 

"  I  Ay  I  "  cried  Caraa,  "  he  docs  not  beliexT  me." 

"  Believe  whtit,  Sciiora  ?  "  a^kcd  the  captain  with  a 
piu/lcd  frown, 

"Mho  told  you  that  we  would  meet  each  other 
here  ? " 

"  Your  servant,  Senora." 

And  the  captain  poinli^i!  In  Tfo  T^tas^  whose  (acr 
was  almost  buried  in  his  breast. 

It  was  then  that  Cama.  raising  her  arms  aloft,  ga\'c 
Euch  a  thrilling  scream  that  the  squad  of  Civil  Guards 
shuddered  where  they  rested  on  their  rifles.  The  scream 
came  echoing  back  from  the  ridgea  above  them  and 
around  therm,  .uid  birds  flew  twittering  up  from  the 
folii^f*,  bewildered  at  the  ?cund. 

"  Move  her,  at  least,  out  of  the  Imc  ol  tire/'  said  Che 
captain  ;  then  turning  to  tlie  firing  party,— 
Firmes  I  " 
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Tio  Patafi  and  the  guardsmui  dragged  Cama  stnig- 
gitng  away.  All  the  bank  notes  in  his  pocket  the  <^ 
man  had  forgotten,  hU  forehead  was  covered  witli 
sweat.  ^J 

''  \  Apuntni !  "*  ■ 

Eight  rifles  covered  Juan^  who  vkKkvtd  h>&  right  hand      ' 
and  laughed  hoarsely,  cr^'ing,  "  Th«  joumey  pleases 
me,  Seftorcs ;  your  world  smells  very  (oul  1 " 

As  the  smoke  rose  froiii  in  front  of  tbcm  the  Qvil 
Guards  saw  Juan  lurch  back,  then  fall  forward  like  & 
Jog  among  the  wild  tliyme. 

TwQbuJ^ets  had  traversed  his  skuJl,  aitd  one  was  In 
his  heart. 

Two  men  dlood  beside  a  boulder  round  wbirh  fhry 
bad  attempted  to  dniig  the  poor  witnest  of  thid  sccoe. 
With  frenzied  power  she  sirtiincd  forward,  as  though 
she  would  break  the  slwider  wrists  by  which  they  held 
her.  VVhrn  they  loosed  her  towards  tltc  corpse  she 
fell  upon  her  knees  crying.  "  Take  him  my  rosary'— it 
hu  a  black  cross  of  et>ony:  my  mother  and  I  have  kissed 
it  many  a  time.  Let  hlin  swcnr  to  mc  I  t^t  him 
fiwear !  For  that  was  the  Eve  of  Saint  JoJin,  and  now 
it  has  come  again/' 

She  Lad  lost  her  irarkin. 
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"  Accumcd  be  th»  biil«niccM  of  my  i^iDur,  for  whic^ 
Th«r  vvM  be  tu£<nd  «o  laocbe  biti«roeaM. ' 

OUTSIDE  the  littlt  Fonda  dilTrini,  beyond  Clnco 
Caminos,  an  expectant  group  of  idters  wnr  aw;iit* 
mg  the  diligence.  Tlie  scboolniaster  was  Ihcrc*  seated 
upon  a  ston«,  with  })b  li.it  1>etween  his  knees  to  catch 
the  tobacco  dast  Jrom  a  cigarette  which  he  rolled 
betM'ccD  liis  fingers.  He  put  his  head  firit  on  one  iide, 
tlien  upon  the  other,  as  he  adjusted  each  end  of  the 
cigarfrtle  and  closed  the  paper  inwards. 

Three  or  fowr  fishcTnieu  stood  fotind  the  sthoolmasler 
with  their  brown  h^nis^  behind  their  backs  and  the  red 
sun  just  catdiing  their  iorchcatb  as  it  dipped  behind 
the  wall  and  sank  into  the  sea. 

Far  along  tlie  dufity  thirsty  road,  two  black  specks 
showed  where  a  jiaUiil  of  Guardta  Civi!  w^rre  |Kidn^ 
slowly  towards  tlic  Guadalotc.  their  white  pugarec^ 
showing  like  snowflakcs  in  the  red  light  of  a  cottage 
window,  their  rifles,  like  two  black  pina»  swa>iDg  Irom 

ie  to  side  In  measured  pace. 

The  discussion  h^d  been  animated,  and  several  pairs 
if  eyes  l>e[]t  upon  the  di.^Uuit  ^KilrtJ  *ih(jwed  that  the 

lardia  Civil  had  something  to  do  with  it* 

The  viUu^  priest  w^s  there,  and  even  tlie  I>ar1>er. 

>  From  which  soveni  phntM  in  this  cltip;er  Are  d«dv4<l- 
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For  when  the  go^ips  will  not  come  to  the  barber,  tlio 

barber  must  go  to  the  gossips,  e\'en  though  the  silent 

go  UBShaven.     Outsicle  the  group  itome  dozen  children 

vrent  mucking  clirven  fingers  and  oiii^  piMre  of  sii|$;ir  cane, 

all  very  dirty,  the  sugar  cane  dirtiest  of  all.     These 

children  were  Ustemng  open-eyed  to  the  discussion  <A 

a  dire  event.    On  the  opposite  side  o1  the  way,  two 

Jesuit  novices  were  quietly  awaiting  tlie  diligence,  and 

thr  ifllcrs,  putting  two  and  two  together,  had  already 

gucs&cd  that  the)'  were  there  to  meet  the  Father  Rector. 

Presently,  those  who  continued  staring  along  the 

road  saw  a  cloudy  appearance  in  the  far  distance ;  then 

the  two  black  lipecks  separated,  one  on  each  side  of  the 

highway ;  next  ihe>'  became  enveloped  in  an  advancing 

storm  of  dus*t,  FUid  this  storm,  corning  nipi^lly  ririurr, 

was  seen  to  contain  a  diligence  and  nine  mules  wtiose 

bells  were  already  growing  Iwidcr. 

Day  had  changed  to  night  in  the  few  minutes  that 
clapc&cd  bctwtxn  iu  Icav-ing  the  Guadalote  and  its  draw- 
ing up  outside  ihc  Fonda  del  Trini^ 

"  It  Id  just  eight  yearn  ago  this  month."  thought 
I'adre  Ignacio  to  himself,  ad  Ihe  novices  bent  over  lus 
hand  and  raised  it  to  their  lips,  "  since  I  lifted  down 
my  own  baggage  into  the  Fonda,  lonely  and  forlorn, 
wispetled  of  all  puipU-  in  Santa  Fr,  but  trusted  by  our 
great  Company  witli  a  scheme  of  no  small  account," 
Then,  turning  towards  the  bystanders,  he  said — 
"  Good  evening,  friends :  may  you  remain  with  God.'* 
He  bowed  to  them,  and  smiled.    The  two  novices 
s}u>n1dcred  \m  baggage  as  the  people  returned  his 
greeting. 

"  Eight  years  ago! "  mu*ed  Ihe  Rector,  turning  att-ay. 
"  What  changes  have  come  since  then !  '  Suspcctcdof 
Santa  Fe.  but  trusted  by  our  Con^ny,*  said  1  ?     That 
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also  h^  changed.  Vet  I  cannot  but  remember  that 
eight  yeais  ago  they  entrusted  me  wiili  a  scheme  ot  no 
vnall  account,  which,  by  God*%  he^  and  not  my  own 
intelligence,  !  carried  tlirough.  Therefore,  why  should 
I  resent  their  giving  the  whole  thanks  to  God  ?  And 
even  ii  I  did  it.  to  have  done  a  thing— is  to  have  done 
it,  nothing  more.  Where  cow  lies  the  architect  who 
fashioned  yon  cathedral  ?  " 

Aft  they  turned  to  go  up  the  hill  three  ^mall  children 
ran  after  the  Father  Rector  to  press  their  <tticky  little 
lips  upon  bL&  hand> 

These  were  the  younger  children,  and,  when  they 
came  back,  the  older  ones,  who  had  followed  the  late 
discussion  and  formed  conclostons,  cuffed  their  ears 
for  ''  Jud^ses  iind  Jesuits/'  Then  three  booing  vcwces 
toddled  away  on  six  brown  legs  to  a.^k  their  mothers 
what  wa5  **  jii-ju-ju-das." 

Climbing  ihe  hit].  Padre  Ignacjo  questioned  the 
novices  ^  to  the  welfare  of  the  college. 

"  All  was  well/"  they  said. 

But  once  or  twice  tlicy  glanced  at  each  other  (itr- 
lively.    The  Father  Rector  was  too  buried  in  btsown 
--thoughts  lo  notice  it. 

|P  He  had  already  changed  his  elotbee  and  begun  his 
meal  when  Padre  Martinei  bowed  to  him  and  welcomed 
him.  The  eye*  of  the  superior  liad  a  something  inde- 
fin<ib1e  when  they  met  the  black  eyes  of  the  licutenantt 
It  was  net  resentment,  not  even  reproach,  but  rather  a 
iorbcarancc  oi  the  weaj>'  soul  which  says,  *'  Though  I 
know  thee  for  a  traitor,  oomci  let  us  1iv«  in  peace." 

Tbeother,  if  he  understood  this  patirnt  Iwjk,  w;wnot 
ill  a  i^irtil  enciugh  muod  to  dwell  upon  it.  His  eager 
bhtck  eyes  were  never  so  restless  in  their  sockets  «5 
to-night. 
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For  a  while  the  two  priests  conversed  upon  c<»mnon* 
place  matters,  and  the  Rector,  half  rising  from  his  chair, 
poared  out  a  glass  of  wine  and  gently  pushed  it  towards 
Padre  Martinez,  then  filled  ano^er  for  himself. 

Then  he  fell  back  into  his  chair  with  a  quiet  sigh,  and 
hearing  the  distant  thnll  of  the  organ,  said  with  a  smile, 
"  Vespers  I  1  should  like  to  say  a  few  words  to  the 
collie  before  they  leave  the  chapel." 

"  They  will  expect  it,"  said  Padre  Martinet,  "  for  it 
is  your  custom,  upon  your  return,  to  do  so/' 

"  Not  that  I  have  anything  particular  to  say  "  con- 
tinued the  Rector,  becoming  abstracted,  and  half  turn- 
ing his  head  to  look  out  upon  the  orchard  whence  rose 
the  well-known  perfume  of  orange  blossoms  borne  from 
the  sleeping  vega. 

*'  I  have  something  to  say  to  you,'*  interrupted  Padre 
Martinez,  after  a  brief  pause* 

And  as  if  the  generous  wine  would  help  him  out,  he 
took  up  the  glass  and  drained  it  to  the  bottom.  Padre 
Ignacio  turned  back  to  the  table  with  a  sigh,  and, 
having  moved  an  easy  chair  towards  the  other,  busied 
himself  with  a  silver  knife  upon  his  fruit. 

"  My  views  upon  certain  matters,"  began  Padre 
Martinez,  when  he  had  sat  down,  "  though  moulded  to 
your  own  "  (the  Rector  smiled),  "  are,  alas  \  so  inepres- 
siMe  that  they  have  broken  all  bonds." 
-  Padre  Ignacio  bowed,  but  made  no  comment.  Each 
knew  that  this  fracture  of  discipline  was  countenanced 
by  the  Provincial.  It  would  have  been  idle  to  discuss 
the  matter,  and  the  Rector  scorned  to  do  so, 

**  It  is  not,  therefore,  to  be  wondered  at,"  continued 
Padre  Martinet,  "  that  after  3'our  departure  events 
^laped  themselves  upon  different  lines  to  those  they 
would  have  followed  had  you  been  here.    Do  not  mis* 
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take  mc.  1  do  not  imply  that  my  hand  has  wTotight 
an  imprtn^ement.  I  am  »uch  a  miserable  wofm,  that 
confHlence  and  pride  but  Dl  become  me." 

'"  Ennu^h  of  (onn;tlitie*  !  '"  said  the  other  cddly. 

Padre  Martinez  bit  hi3  lip> 
I    "  To  return  to  my  confession " 

"  To  your  ftpori.  We  only  confess  what  w«  belit\*e 
to  be  wrong/' 

"To  my  report.  For  long,  as  you  know  >x>nr3cU. 
we  liad  wondered  who  was  the  prime  mover  in  this 
a^t&tioD/* 

"  And  you  bave  found  him  ?    Well  done  I  " 

'*  That  Pemandee  bad  a  hand  in  it,  we  kn^w.  Vet  he 
w;u»  but  one  of  tho  less  d^uigerous  ringlc^dei^,  for  at 
least  he  wa&  an  open  enemy,  a  blundering  quicJc- 
tongucd  fool,  easily  watched  and  harmli^ss.  1.  for  my 
part,  never  suspected  Fcmandca  ot  ftlching  secrets 
from  us,  such  as  that  affair  of  the  Testament  with 
marked  passages  that  came  from  France — you  will 
reinriiilier  ?  ** 
I    T]i^  Rector  made  a  slight  gesture  with  his  hand. 

"  1  told  you  at  (he  time  to  whom  1  attributed  it,"  he 
sold, 

■  "Y«.  To  the  Bishop  of  Santa  Fe,  And  I  ventured 
\o  think,  ft*  you  m^iy  renn'mber " 

"  That  the  Bishop  was  a  bigger  fool  c\'en  than  Fer- 
nandez/^ interrupted  the  Rector*  almost  with  a  yawn. 
"  I'cdsibly  you  were  right  and  I  was  wrong.  Who  was 
it  after  aU?" 

'■  Tell  me  "  said  Padre  Marlines, "  did  you  not  say* 
Father,  that  once?  whilst  in  Paiist  you  lutd  ;ui  audience 
with " 

True  q>cakcr  bent  forward  And  whi^Citd  a  name« 

"  Ycfi/'  replied  the  Rector,  showing  BOme  iDtemt; 
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**  it  was  my  good  forlane  to  cany  her  a  mesa 
to  take  oac  back/^ 

"  Would  she  have  cause  to  write  to  yoa  ?  " 

*-H«re  ID  Santa  Fer' 

"Aye." 

Tlie  Rectof  Tiniilfrtl. 

"  She  would  not  even  remember  my  oamc.'* 

*'  You  had  rcceiveid  no  leitera  from  her,  addresicd 
dimply  Co  the  '  Father  Rector,*  no  cipher  deapotcbcs, 
nothing  whatever  ? " 

'*  No."  replird  thvRix-torsl]o<11>',hbeyi-$  fixed  won- 
dcringly  upon  the  other's  (ace. 

Padre  Martinez  almost  smiled  in  his  tncrcdultty. 
His  face  said  very  plainly*  '*  Why  do  you  kee]>  tip 
this  deception  ?  Wiy  should  you  refuse  to  Let  me 
know?'' 

"I  confess"  llieR^iclornnttifiuctlcoklly,  '^  that  your 
su^e5tJons  are  very  strange  to  mc.  But  no  doobt  you 
have  good  reason.  What  is  the  name  of  the  person 
whom  you  suspect  ?  " 

"Let  me  ask  you/'  said  Padre  Martinez-  "  Were 
ytm  to  know  seme  one  person  as  a  soci^Ii^tj  an  atheist, 
and  a  consorter  with  our  enemies,  weie  you  to  hear 
him  propose  that  this  college  be  made  a  pictune  gallefy, 
what  would  you  think  of  his  ledinga  towards  Ibc  Ccfn- 
pany?" 

'*  Your  proUem  is  not  a  diflkult  one  to  solve,**  ifr 
turned  the  Rector  almo&t  scornfully,  and  w< 
what  all  this  preface  migbt  portend. 

Padre  Martinez  rose  from  his  chair  and  took  a 
or  two  towards  the  open  balcony. 

**  Were  you  to  veriiy  his  enmit>*  towards  u»,  and  to 
find  in  his  possession  an  loteroepled  letter,  from  the 
great  lady  whom  £  name,  juddressod  '  To  tbc  Father 
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Rector/  wtiat  would  you  tlilnk  of  liti  intentions  and 
pursuits  ?  '^ 

"  I  presume  "  said  the  Rector,  '*  that  very  litlk  logic 
would  be  required  for  me  to  label  him  a  ntbid  anti- 
Jesuit." 

''Such  a  pcreon/*  continued  Padre  Martinw.  ad- 
vancing into  the  room  again,  hb  hand^  tightly  clasping 
c^h  other,  hb  merciless  eyes  full  of  a  cruel  triumph, 
"  h^  t>een  found.  Two  days  o^  he  murdered  a  cap- 
tain of  the  Civi!  Guards,  from  which  you  may  judfte  hifi 
character.  Since  yesterday  the  Clvtl  Guards  have  been 
hunting  him  in  the  mountains " 

*'  Huih !  " 

The  Rector  raised  his  hand ,  looking  towards  the  door, 
ior  some  one  had  knocked, 

It  was  a  lay  brother,  who  said  to  the  Rector— "Ad 
oflicer  of  the  Cull  Guards  is  asking  for  you  l>elow," 

"  Go  r*  said  the  Rcclor  coldly,  turning  towards  Padre 
Martinez.  "  Tliis  dimameni  for  wliicli  you  have 
laboured  so  zealously  seems  to  ha^'c  come  at  last,  To 
yoa  belongs  the  honour  of  the  first  fruit,  I  will  speak 
with  you  after  vespers,  for  the  service  is  nearly  at  an 
end  and  T  am  late,** 

When  the  door  had  dosed,  tlic  Rector  still  tarried  a 
few  moments,  waiting  for  that  pause  in  the  service 
which  comes  after  the  last  chant. 

And  the  balmy  wind  that  came  tn  through  his  orchard 
brought  many  memories. 

At  first  his  mind  dwelt  upon  this  tragedy  which 
seemed  to  have  happened,  and  although  the  culpril. 
whoever  he  might  be,  no  doubt  deserved  hb  pumsb- 
mcnt,  the  world  seemed  so  sweetly  peaceful  this  sum* 
mer's  night  that  he  shrank  from  hearing  the  wont. 
Thun  it  DccutTcd  to  him  that  perhaps  the  Civd  Guard 

495 


4 


THE  PAGAN  AT  THE  SHRINE 


had  laUed  to  entrap  iht  man,  and  had  come  for  some 
further  due,  or  to  bring  fiomc  furtbev  report. 

At  all  events,  the  stoiy  was  impei^oal  as  yet,  po^ 
siUy  the  man  was  unknown  to  him ;  Padre  Hailinu  ^ 
bad  not  even  troubled  to  name  him.  flj 

And,  leaning  oirt  of  his  t>alcony  and  looking  towards  " 
tha  right,  he  ocvld  jtist  see  tlie  coloured  tight  irom  a 
window  of  Ihtf  chapel  Presaitly  the  chant  arose  once 
more  T\k  rrtum  to  the  toILc^  and  to  old  associa- 
tions.  combining  with  the  influence  of  scents  and  musk:, 
carried  his  thoughts  aw;iy  trcm  these  sordid  things, 
this  battlini^  with  mean  foe^ 

The  diatant  vega  s^^nC  him  old  memories  gently 
wafted  through  the  orchard  down  below,  and  the 
brecne  Uiat  played  with  hiii^  white  cufU  whispered  of  a 
young  priest  who  nsed  to  kneel  be»ide  the  oak  panels 
of  the  organ  loft  in  the  college  at  Gtkent,  wi>o  used  to 
spend  whole  nights  bc^de  his  casement  upon  his  knees, 
Qwcome  hy  spiritual  emotion. 

Alaal  The  soaring  spirit  of  Ibose  days  liow  little 
had  it  attained !  All  these  dead  years  and  hopes,  to 
what  had  the>-  brought  him  ? 

h  Then  aroM?  a  later  picture.  The  ze^us  priest,  chosen 
to  prepare  tTi<riA-ayand  tomakethepaths^traight.  His 
remonu*.  so  quii^kly  gwallo^^  nji  in  that  flcHid  ui  wtwk 
hitman  gloating  upon  his  son.  And  then  the  Tdttming 
of  his  5on>  the  dreadful  announcement  I  Hud  some 
cruel  fate  decreed  that  this  picture,  with  lime,  should 
grow  blacker?  No.  the  cUroax  had  been  reached. 
Surely  the  puniihment  had  been  consummated  I  Yet  j 
^-$tiU  tliey  were  lost  in  a  dark  forest.  But  whibt  themHj 
was  life  there  wa*i  hope.  How  many  were  there  wrho 
had  passed  througli  this  vaUcy  of  tlie  shadow  of  death  I 
lA*here  was  hjs  son  to-night  ?    Wliy  was  hii  dear  face 
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f    not  here  to  welcome  him  ?    Had  he  not  ivritten  to 
j     Juan^  announcing  his  return  ? 

(        ThU  vexed  him,  and,  as  he  hfled  a&ide  ihe  bsdie  cur 
*     fain  o(  iJie  cliapcl  and  bovi'^d  and  crowefl  himM^f,  he 
]     yv^A  lost  in  thouglit— ^o  lo&t  in  thought  that  he  h 
not  caught  the  respectful  "  Good  evening,  Father 
a  Civil  Guard,  who  stood  in  the  shadow  of  the  door  to 
arrest  his  progre^. 

Something  (whether  the  turning  of  many  (aces  to  tl 
door  behind  him.  or  the  sound  of  spurred  heels  upon 
marble)  awakened  the  Kcctor  irom  his  ahatraction  an 
caused  him,  already  half-way  up  the  chapel,  to  I 
round.  In  the  doorway  he  ^w  the  motionless 
u£  a  Civil  Guard  w)lo  was  ^landing  with  lii^  three-peak 
cap  in  one  hand  and  a  inece  of  p^iper  in  the  other.  Ai* 
ready  he  had  knelt  and  crossed  htmscli  upon  coming  in 
sight  of  the  crucifix,  and  rcuinincd  at  the  entrance,  as 
though  unwilling  lo  intrude.  He  tvas  holding  the  red 
baife  curtains  aside  with  hi^  arms,  and  the  glow  of  the 
altar  candles  fell  upon  his  white  and  led  facings, 
sparkling  upon  the  golden  braid  and  sword-hilt> 

Hesitating  at  ftrst>  the  Rector  seemed  to  be  dra* 
towards  this  striuige  visitor,  and  as  he  turned  baclc 
guardsman  came  to  meet  him. 

From  the  gloved  hand  of  the  stMift!  theRei^lor  I 
a  tetter,  stained  witli  a  terrible  crimson  round  the 
margin  of  a  bullet  hole  which  had  effaced  tlie  signature. 
With  it  was  an  open  en\'clope,  and  both  envelope  and 
ktter  bore  a  golden  fleur-de-lys. 

**  Thb,"  said  the  guardsman  in  an  undertone 
Uken  from  the  airpse  of  Don  Juan  Nicto.  who  was  si 
whilst  attempting  to  escape  from  us,  soon  alter  sunriw, 
U  is  addressed '  To  the  Father  Rector  ^f  the  College.' 
«  •  «  •  • 
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A  lurid  vision,  rapid  as  the  flight  of  a  passing  bat  that 
crossed  the  chapel  at  that  moment,  seared  itself  into 
the  Rector's  very  brain.  Each  object,  each  sound,  each 
colour  in  the  scene  seemed  to  him  as  vivid— aye,  far 
more  vivid — than  they  had  been  in  reality  many  yeais 
ago. 

Across  the  valley  of  Guiptlzcoa  the  goat  bells  were 
ringing  once  ag^,  the  church  bells  proclaimed  the 
angelus,  and  the  shepherds'  voices  went  echoing  up  the 
hillside  and  into  the  woods. 

Once  more  he  was  in  the  woodcutter's  cottage  in  the 
forest,  by  the  elfish  glow  of  the  open  hearth,  with  the 
shadows  of  herbs  and  hams  dancing  upon  the  rafters, 
but  this  time  as  an  onlooker. 

And  he  saw  a  caressing  hand  that  closed  upon  a  letter 
in  the  young  priest's  bosom,  that  drew  it  forth  and  cast 
it  into  the  shadows. 

Next,  he  stood  beside  a  death-bed.  With  tortured 
spirit  he  looked  upon  the  passing  of  Teresa,  saw  the 
village  priest  come  in  with  the  Last  Sacrament,  heard 
the  death-rattle,  knew  that  she  had  left  behind  her  a 
casket. 

His  eyes  pierced  the  Ud  of  the  casket.  He  saw  what 
it  contained. 

Three  times  the  Rector  tried  to  begin  his  homily,  but 
not  until  the  third  time  could  a  single  word  he  forced 
from  those  ashen  lips. 

His  left  hand  was  pressed  against  his  heart.  With 
his  right  hand  he  leant  against  the  stonework  of  the 
pulpit. 

At  first  he  had  turned  the  leaves  of  a  book  aimlessly 
to  left  and  right,  looking  down  at  the  upturned  faces 
in  the  dusk  as  though  he  were  looking  through  the 
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giotmd  and  tlirough  tbc  earth,  beholding  the  torturiag 
fires  that  burned  tn  HeU* 

At  fir&t  his  words  were  wholly  indistingiibJiable ;  then, 
^laduiilly,  thtty  took  form,  iiiiii  hy  some  t\Ki<:r-  exetihoit 
of  the  Rector*^  proud  Mill  upon  the  sluggish  tongue  tluit 
(or  a  while  had  rciuscd  obedience,  hi5  sermon  was  heard 
by  e\'UTy  one  there  asscmbted,  even  by  the  Ci%'il  Guard, 
whom  Padre  Martinez  had  motioned  to  a  seat  beneath 
the  piilpit. 

As  tlie  speaker  wciil  on»  his  delivery,  ttiough  al^ajH 
obeying  the  same  relentless  aitiiicial  Jorce.  witJioul 
which  it  had  altogether  tjiltered,  gTi;vf  ^  dear  and 
iinpre^ive  as  to  liotd  his  Utteners  gpeltbound.  There 
was  »  something  awhtl  in  the  Rector's  voice ;  there  waft 
a  prc5agc  of  calamity  m  the  very  air. 
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He  liarl  to  tcU  them  of  a  >-0Tmg  man.  n  youth  who 
denied  his  Ma&tcr  thrkc  bclore  tlic  cock  crew  twice, 
then,  tiying  to  render  holy  a  mind  which  w&s  foul  of 
nature,  contrived  to  be  received  into  the  Company  of 
Jcsiis,  believing,  either  in  his  vanity  oi  in  the  twisted 
iDtdiigencc  that  Sstan  had  put  into  him,  that  a 
wretched  infidel  can  be  made  into  a  model  of  piety. 

This  youth  mistook  emotion  for  belief,  and  a  lo^'e  of 
shape  and  colour  for  a  love  of  holiness.  In  reality  his 
soul  was  inaoce^ble  lo  anything  but  tuat,  for  his  soul 
was  of  the  flesh.  Ik 

And  one  day,  M'alking  through  the  woods  upon  an'cr- 
rand,  this  novice  looked  a  woinfm  in  the  cyxs.  A  humble 
and  helpless  girl,  bom  and  nurtiu-od  in  the  wildemesSj 
jgDorant  of  the  devil  and  all  his  ways,  little  dreaming 
that  one  of  Satan's  mini^teis  stood  diere  before  her. 

Surely,  the  phest  tluit  b  capable  of  deadly  sin  is  like 
an  angel  of  darkness  i&guited  as  an  angel  of  light,  in 
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which  apparel,  God  help  those  who  meet  with  him. 
Had  this  young  Jesuit  but  ioltoni^  tlie  fundanKntal 
prccq>ts  ol  his  ofder,  Uiat  static  day  he  must  ha\'C  con- 
f«6Eed  he  lust.    Yet,  did  he  ? 

No ;  so  lonrly  was  sia  in  his  c>ts  that  he  dreads  the 
r»ujl  of  tiis  ronfGsion.  He  foresaw  that  be  would  he 
saved  Irom  his  own  vile  iiBpul5e5.  &iid  he  wUiuQy 
eluded  the  common  precautions  that  must  ever  be 
observ-ed,  to  detect  and  rescue  the  roguish  Aeih. 

It  was  hb  daily  t:4k  to  bring  in  the  correspondcfiee,  a 
po«l  of  great  tntst  in  tho»e  trou\i1i)UH  dA)%,  and  how 
did  he  pcrfocm  it  * 

Taii>-in^  one  ni^t  in  the  cotta^  with  this  young 
girl,  she  took  Irom  bis  boaom,  onknown  to  him.  the 
roost  important  secret  letter  nith  whkh  be  had  e\-eT 
been  entrusted.  Deeming  it  a  love  message^Eor,  tnily, 
hes  own  knowledge  of  his  lustful  nature  tjuji^ht  lipx  Imw 
to  appraise  liim— ^e  h>d  it  awa3'.  Even  wheo  she 
learned  that  it  was  an  important  despatch,  Ukc  some 
poor  magpie,  she  still  concealed  it,  hoping  that  its 
secret  might  some  day  be  ot  service,  might  have  a 
sdllng  pnce.     And  so,  no  doubt,  it  had. 

The  despatch  was  sought  in  vain,  the  forest  wa^ 
scoured  by  night  with  lighted  torchca,  and  even  the 
next  day.    in  vain  I 

In  due  time  there  happeoed-^what  was  sure  to  hap- 
pen from  the  first  1  Aye  I  From  the  first  moment  that 
he  failed  to  cooffss  himseLf,  for  the  Iiiddco  ^n  had 
deslro>vd  hift  conscience,  ^liat  think  yc  of  a  man 
that  has  a  dangerous  wound  in  his  body  ?  Dcca  be  not 
hasten  to  cJcanse  and  dress  it  ?  Or  doea  he  leave  hit 
wound  to  corrupt  and  fester,  so  hastening  on  htt  dcatli  ? 
So  is  it  with  cunfession. 

This  yotmg  man  committed  ttie  most  honiUe  crime, 
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the  most  sibamdess  theft  that  a  ^imer  can  commit.  H« 
stole  a  wom^i's  chastity,  which  is  a  tl«fl  of  body  «iid 
o£?4>tiL 

What  then  ?     Did  he  not  j-ct  confcs&  ? 

Oh  no.  Though  confession  now  seemed  ncccssaiy, 
the  <;hame  of  it  was  too  great.  Tlioitgh  he  that  lias 
done  Ihc  sin  should  have  the  shame  of  the  confeauon, 

A  chUd  was  born,  \  child  of  sin,  foredoomed  (poor 
innocent  1)  to  pay  an  au'ful  penalty  I 

What  course  did  our  novke  now  pursue  ? 

*'  Stay,  that  I  may  tell  you  more  of  Wm.  Then  you 
may  foretell  his  sctionv 

"  He  was  discbeJient,  for  hft  ignonrd  the  commands  of 
the  Most  High. 

'*  He  was  presumptuous .  (or  he  had  undertaken  a  tasic 
for  which  he  w^  M  equipped. 

**  He  was  obstitiat^,  for  he  defended  his  sinful  folly, 
and  trusted  too  much  id  his  own  wit. 

"  He  was  sdfish,  holdmg  his  own  ddigbt  of  more  vn- 
portancc  than  the  injury  of  his  ieflows. 

"  }te  wa^  hypocHticat,  for  he  feared  to  show  him&clf 
such  as  he  was,  and  therefore  showed  himself  such  as 
he  was  not. 

"  He  was  vain^hrious.  for  he  Joved  pomp  of  decora, 
tions  £Lnd  of  ceremonies,  delighting  in  temporal  hi^h* 
ness. 

"  Lpdstly,  he  was  cursed  wkh  prides  which  is  the  root 
of  all  deadly  sin.  For  as  the  de\il  fdl  by  pride,  so  h« 
assaults  virtue  in  us  principslty  by  that  ternptation- 
This  young  novice  had  read  his  lives  of  the  saints,  and 
amongst  other  passages,  this  :— *  Antony.  1  wili  abrayft 
protect  thee,  and  will  render  thy  name  famous  through* 
out  the  earth-* 

"  Oh,  mockery  of  mockeries  I    Not  only  did  saintly 
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teaching  turn  to  feu!  purpose  and  lend  thenisdves 
pride  in  thU  poor  dinner,  but  the  vcr^'  &aiut  wlio  abo^'c 
uU  others  prov^  most  unasaailable  to  lewd  teaiptatiotis  f 
wa$  llie  one  whoM  example  was  pen^erted  to  evil  ends.  ™ 
Any  othtn^  |>ej}tuii  w(tiiU1  tiiive  lin-n  rnnvHncixJ,  at  his 
0^71  downfaJlt  that  he  vra»  unlit  to  beccmc  a  pricst- 
/Vub  told  our  novice  otherwise,  bade  him  avoid  ail 
ehame,  and  aspire  to  all  grGatne£s  and  rq)atc,  like  Uic 
selfish  vaingloirious  h^'pocrite  that  he  was  E     He  cou^ 
spired  that  his  own  brother  should  take  this  wooian 
away,  allowing  people  to  tliink  that  the  child  was  ha^^— 
the  brotherV    Tbtis  hoped  our  ^^icked  novice  to  escape 
the  chastbcment  oE  his  own  crime ;    but,  mark  my 
word&,  in  that  m^runt  hi  doubted  t/u  btacMmss  of  his  f^ 
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Vihtm  the  Rixtor,  pressing  with  both  bands  tightly 
upon  his  side,  reached  thia  point  of  his  story,  all  ey*!:* 
^^'erc  bent  ^^'ODdcrin0y  upon  him.  The  speaker's  lips 
^h^re  parched,  his  face  wore  a  deathly  pallor.  The 
light  from  the  one  candle  in  the  pulpit  seemed  to  tail 
on  H  living  r«rps«. 

lib  listeners  felt  spellbound  with  curiosity,  (or  tbcy 
realized  that  the  Rector  must  have  witnessed  some  por- 
tion ot  the  tragedy  he  spoke'about  so  tecUngly,  The 
organist,  uncertain  at  6»t  whether  his  services  would 
he  needed,  had  come  to  the  ed^  of  llie  gallery,  and 
k^Lning  on  the  wooden  lail,  was ^axtnj;  down  earnestly 
at  him. 

There  were  even  tho^c  who  felt  that  some  tie  existed 
between  the  Rector  and  thU  unknown  culprit. 

Padrr  Tgnacio  drank  water  from  a  ^ass  beside  him 
and  continnrd  hoar^y,  and  in  a  voice  whose  failing 
strcnf^h  yet  held  some  strain  of  sympathy — 
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*'  And  now  commenced  fiome  fifteen  year«  of  bit 
tribulation,  r>(  want,  of  misery   ^nd    degradation — of 
3hajne,  chastis<:ment,  hunger,  poverty,  rags,  bcgg. 
hopelessness ! 

"  Ha  r    You    seem    to    }ook    approvin^Jy  I     '  T 
man/  you  would  say.  '  at  least  had  his  reward/ 

"  Nay  1    This  hard  lot  1  *|)eak  about  was  not  for  the 
ofitnder,  but  for  )m  victim  ;  not  (or  the  m^n  but  (or  I 
woman,  and  for  her  helpless  offspring. 

"  The  brother^  after  a  twelvemonth,  w-caricd  o( 
Sh«  bore  him  her  second  child.    Then  he  cast  her  off- 
Her  boneu  lie  yonder  in  the  cemetery      They  were  car- 
ried there  in  the  pauper's  coffin  and  shot  into  a  pat." 

TheRtctorraisedhisami  and  pointed  in  the  direction 
of  the  little  graveyard  of  Cinco  C^Lininos. 

The  chapel  might  have  been  empty,  it  was  so  vodd  of 
Aound.  A  great  breaUilc«^  hush  had  come  over  them 
■dl ;  they  felt  that  this  unLle^n  liistoiy  was  umtin^ 
nearer^ 

"  In  time,  the  criminal  heard  of  this  bitter  history. 
But  he  had  ^rown  respected  and  well  thought  upon. 
He  held  his  head  high,  and  v^  raised  to  a  post  of  trust 
in  our  great  fraternity', 

"  At  last  he  encottnteretJ  his  soil,  grown  into  a  youth, 
and,  yielding  to  some  remnant  of  good  promptings,  he 
undertook  his  education.  Vet,  even  in  this,  the  innate 
weakness  o(  the  pHcftt  cmild  not  be  ftltogetlier  hidden. 
Instead  of  labouring  only  for  the  child's  good,  he  would 
sit  musing  and  gloaHng  for  boiiTs  upon  hiK  kinship  tn 
him.  Bereft  by  his  sacred  calling  of  the  right  to  caU 
himself  *  father,'  he  nevertheless  was  filled  with  fleshly 
delight  whenever  he  looked  upon  his  son. 

"Now  the  priest's  brother,  on  his  death  bed, 
believing  that  tliis  fal^e    priest   had   deceiv«Hl    him 
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to  which  child  ia'as  bb  ovrn — all  who  m^t  him  thw 
Mispectcd  him  of  evil— l«tt  »U  his  wealth  to  the  child 
that  in  reality  was  the  priests.  Endowed  with  some 
wealth,  the  pricst^s  ^on  Kt  out  upon  his  trAv-pU  lo  com- 
plete hb  cdu<:atiQn.  And  what  was  Uic  ftnjt  1 
that  he  mastorcd  ? 

*'  Hi  bic&nu  an  infidH  I    No  more,  no  less ! 

"  On  111?!  return  lie  opened  the  e\'e*  erf  tlic  rvprotntt, 
\\\A  [atlier,  to  the  fact  that  he  aho  hxA  been  an  uiikfel 
from  the  tint,  an  infidel  in  heart,  hut  not  avov^ed. 

''  In  the  priest's  absence,  n  tew  weeks  later,  hb  »od. 
with  tlie  odour  of  atheism,  and  nustakeo— as  fate  would 
have  it — for  a  Socialist  and  Iconodast,  was  foond  with 
the  long-lost  letter  upon  him,  left  him  hy  hi&  mother  in  a 
casket*  This  acakd  his  fate.  He  ^^'aa  tliought  to  liavr 
intercepted  the  despatches  ot  our  Company.  Pow^rftii 
influences  wexe  cast  in  the  £>cale  against  him.  Three 
nights  ago  he  mitidered  a  capuin  of  Ci^-il  Guards. 

"  This  momirg.  soon  after  >unfi«c^  he  was  slKrt," 

At  tills  point  tlicre  iftYfc  several  among  tiie  congre- 
gation who  noticed  that  the  Rector'^  face  had  become 
even  yet  more  pallid,  his  eyes  dilated  as  with  soeie 
awful  vi^on  that  seemed  to  have  frocen  hit  very  hrain. 

The  last  words  he  had  spoken  almost  in  a  wtiisper, 
yet  so  pierting  and  su  teriitily  dixtijicl  that  not  one 
person  prr^wnt  had  lost  its  meaning. 

He  now  came  down  from  the  pulpit,  and  kneeling 
with  the  altar  to  his  right  hand,  so  that  the  glare  of  the 
candles  id!  upon  his  white  face  and  black  robc»,  be 
liaised  somethiEig  in  his  baud  towards  the  cnicifix* 

"Thiji,"  (litil  lit?  ill  iiti  uwful  vaiiT^,  **  i»  the  lettecl 
/  am  Uiat  false  print.** 

Only  for  a  moment  did  be  hold  tlic  letter  above  kLs 
I'bead,  for,  his  flagert  relaxing,  it  fluttered  from  )m 
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grasp.    Tlicn,  with  l)»  arms  outstretched,  tlie  Rector 
(dl  forward  upon  his  face- 

Tbc  Chnsti  with  His  airay  of  bright  candles  to  right 
and  left,  looketj  pityingly  down  upon  the  prostrate  form 
below  for  a  Jew  moments  before  any  one  could  shako 
ofi  the  stu|xif action  that  pervaded  tlie  very  air  Then, 
one  o(  the  priests,  a  physician,  sprang  to  the  Rector's 
flidc,  and,  together  with  llic  Cis-il  Guard,  Iwnt  over  him, 
tuniing  liUn  round  and  placing  his  hand  upon  h^^ 
heart.  ^ 

P;idrr  Marlim^iT  r;inie  slowly  forward,  and  SHid  '^iotne- 
thing  with  his  pale  lips,  whereat  the  other  Jesuit  shook 
his  head. 

Then  Padre  Martinez,  seeing  that  many  of  the  Jesuits 
had  risen t  murmuring  with  wonder,  and  were  ino\'ing 
Irom  theii  places,  waved  thein  b&ek,  crying,  in  u  voice 
which  had  a  new  ring  o(  full  aulhority — 

''  Let  there  be  no  disorder  in  this  place  I  May  the 
Holy  Mother  ot  Clirist  have  mercy  upon  the  soul  ot  1hi5 
unhappy  man  E  Let  the  organ  play,  and  let  the  choir 
sing  a  Ktlemn  lequicm.*' 

The  last  laint  streak  of  red  had  melted  from  the  sky 
when  this  requiem  rose  swelling  from  the  diapel.  and, 
trembling  in  mid  air,  wa3  met  by  Las  Animas,  which 
came  boomini;  across  from  the  catliedrul  of  Santa  Fe, 
calling  to  the  dark  vega,  "  Pray  I    Pray  lor  the  soul 

The  End. 
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"The  sustalnt^d  excellence  of  the  writing  In  thfa 
vt^Iumc  wilt  niirpnM:  evai  \\v*^  admircr.i.  The  p^^^cs 
that  describe  nfLtural  bcavitlo  of  scene  or  of  season 
arc  the  finest  that  haN-c  been  written  lately.  ,  .  , 
The  volume  is  a  grcattreat  It  is  the  revelation  of 
a  deeply  interesting  pcr*ona]it>'.  and  U  ia  expressed 
in  the  prose  of  admirable  stn^ngth  aT>d  t>cauQ'/' 
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Audrey 


B)   MARY  JOHNSTON 
^,Witb  lUustralions  ia  Colour  by  F.  C.  Yoii» 
Fourth  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  6*. 

The  DftDy  Telegraph  aayv— 

"Attmciivc  and  deliglufu!  .  ,  •  full  of 
freshness  and  surprises,  ,  .  ,  A  very*  chann- 
ing  romance." 

The  BooliinAJi  saya — 

"  A  worthy  successor  to  the  two  other 
brilliant  nov<:ls  she  has  already  given  us. 
The  whole  story  h  m  btajiiM  ftiui  j^iieLic 
conception,  touched  with  lights  and  shadows 
of  a  quiet  dry  humour  and  restrained  emo- 
tional intCTisiiy.  ,  .  -  A  ]K>ivcrful  remember 
able  piece  of  work  for  which  one  has  nothing 
but  admiration  and  praise.'* 

Punch  says-- 

"There  IS  no  one  to  coinpjire  with  her 
(Miss  Johnston)  but  herself  .  .  .  1  cummend 
it  with  absolute  confidence/' 

The  Momine  Post  says — 

'''Audrey*  is  a  book  which  ought  to 
live." 

The  Ttoes  says — 

"The  high-water  mark  of  ronmnce  is 
reached-" 
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THE   WORKS   OF 

George    Meredith 

New  uniform   Edition. 
Crown  8vo,  bound  In  red  cloth. 

With  a  Frontispiece  in  photc^avure  to  each  Volume 
after  Frederick  Sandys,  Leslie  Brooke,  William 
Hyde,  Rob  Sauber,  Bernard  Partridge,  and  others. 

6s.  each. 

THE  ORDEAL  OF  RICHARD  FEVEREL 

EVAN  HARRINGTON, 

SANDRA  BELLONL 

VITTORIA. 

RHODA  FLEMING, 

THE  ADVENTURES  OF  HARRY  RICHMOND 

BEAUCHAMFS  CAREER. 

THE  EGOIST. 

DIANA  OF  THE  CROSSWAYS. 

ONE  OF  OUR  CONQUERORS. 

LORD  ORMONT  AND  HIS  AMINTA. 

THE  AMAZING  MARRIAGE. 

THE  SHAVING  OF  SHAGPAT. 

THE  TRAGIC  COMEDIANS, 

SHORT  STORIES— 

The  Tale  of  Chloe — The  House  on  the 
Beach— Farina— The  Case  of  General  Ople 
AND  Lady  Camper. 

POEMS.     2  Volumes, 


Uniform  with  the  above,  without  Frontispiece, 

An  Essay  on  Comedy  and  the  Use 
of  the  Comic  Spirit 


The  Maid-at-Arms 

By  R,  W,  CHAMBERS 

AMhorof''C*td^r  "The  Kit«  tn  YcUow,'*  etc. 

Crown  8vo»  6/. 

The  Daily  Chromctc  8Siy»* 

"A  good  litle  ihai  covers  an  even  betier 
book ;  wc  miglu  have  foreseen  this  had  wc 
ovcrsieppcd  our  nn^thod  and  looked  at  the 
name  of  Mr,  R.  W.  Chambers.  .  .  .  Mr 
Chambci^  gives  a  fine  picture  of  thAt 
moment  of  hesitation,  when  the  future  of 
the  United  States  trembled  on  a  razor's 
edge.  .  .  *  We  salute  Dorothy  as  one  of 
the  sweetest  heroines  that  fiction  has  pre- 
sented for  some  little  time*" 

The  Athenaeum  ftayft— 

"Betrays  ilic  ,sAmc  genuine  feeling,   the 

same  workmanlike  respect  for  the  highest 

traditions  of  written  romance  that  distin- 
guished *  Cardigan-' " 

The  Chur^  Ttmco  says — 

''As  fine  a  Tuimince  as  any  one  has  a  right 
to  wish  (or  •  *  .  not  merely  a  book  to  order 
from  the  circulating  library,  but  to  buy  and 
read  many  times  over/' 

The  Literury  World  says — 

"A  Stirring,  historical  romance,  written  in 
good  style,  and  with  a  thorough  knowledge 
of  the  \x\si," 
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ThiH  book  isliould  l>o  ratUTJitid  lo 
ilie  I.ibnrjr  on  or  ti«ror»  ibo  liuit  dftF« 
atampod  b«lov. 

k  HuQ  of  Tin^  eeaXM  ft  day  li  inourrwl 
by  r^taimng  11.  tMjond  ih«  tpeoiAffd 
ttnw.  ^ 


1 


